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THE   LITTLE  FRENCH   LAWYER. 


Gardiner,  Lovclar e,  and  Hills,  in  their  Commendatory  Verses,  ascribe  thisComedy  to  Fletcher; 
but  more  credjblr  witnesses,  tlic  Prologue  and  Epilogue,  mention  it  as  a  joint  production. 
Its  first  publicution  w  as  in  tlie  folio  of  1647.  The  'greatest  applause  was  always  bestowed 
on  this  play,  and  it  used  to  be  frequently  performed,  till  modern  refinement  banished  it 
from  the  Theatres.  In  1 749,  some  of  the  scenes  were  selected  for  a  farce,  and  acted  under 
the  title  of  this  Comedy, 

PROLOGUE. 


To  promise  much  before  a  play  begin. 
Ana  w  hen  'tis  done  ask  pardon,  were  a  sin 
We'll  not  be  guilty  of;  and  to  excuse 
Before  we  know  a  fault,  were  ti»  abuse 
The  writers  and  ourselves  :  For  I  dare  say 
We  all  arc  fool'd  if  tins  be  not  a  play, 


And  such  a  play  as  shall  (so  should  plays  do) 
Imp  time's  dull  wings,  and  make  you  merry 

too. 
Twas  to  that  purpose  writ,  so  we  intend  it ; 
And  we  have  our  \f  ish'd  ends,  if  you  com* 

mend  it. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


DiNAXT,  a  Gentleman  that  furwerly  laved, 
and  ttill  pretends  to  love  Lamira. 

CLEREMONT,a  merry  Gentleman,  his  Friend. 

CuAMP£RX£L,  a  lame  old  Gentleman^  Hut^ 
band  to  Lamira. 

VERTAiGy,  a  Nohleman  and  a  JudgCm 

Beaupre,  Son  to  Vertaign. 

Verdone,  Nephew  to  ChampemeL 

La  Writ,  a  wrangling  Advocate,  or  the 
Little  Lawyer. 


Samps/jn,  a  foolish  Advocate,  Kinsman  to  Hrr* 

Provost.  [taign^ 

Gentlemen. 

Clients. 

Servants. 

Lamira,'  JUJfe  to  Champernel,  and  Daughter 

to  Vertaign, 
Ana  BELL,  hicce  to  Champernel. 
NuRST-:  to  Lamira.  [mira, 

I  CUAULOTIE,    Waiting-gentlewoman  to  Lu* 


SCENE,  France. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Vinant  and  Cleremont. 


Bin.  T\1SSUADE  me  not. 

^  CUr.  TwUl  breed  a  brawl  J 

"Din.  I  care  not; 
I  wear  a  sword ! 

Cler.  And  wear  discretion  with  it. 
Or  cudt  it  off;  let  tliat  direct  your  arm ; 
'lis  madness  else,  not  valour,  and  more  base 
Than  to  receive  a  wrong. 

"Din.  Why,  would  you  have  n)C 
Sit  down  with  a  disgrace,  and  thank  the  doer  ? 
We  are  not  stoicks,  and  that  passive  courage 
Is  only  now  commendable  in  lacquies. 
Peasants,  and  tradesmen,  not  in  ipen  of  rank 
And  quality,  as  T  am. 

Cler.  Do  not  cherish  [suffers. 

That  daring  vice,  for  which  the  whole  age 
The  blood  of  our  bold  youth,  that  heretofore 
Was  spent  in  honourable  action. 
Or  to  defend  or  to  enlarge  the  kingdom^ 


For  th'  honour  of  our  country,  and  our  prince. 
Pours  itself  out  with  pnHligai  expence 
Upon  our  mother's  lap,  the  earth  that  bred  us. 
For  every  trifle.     And  these  private  duels. 
Which  had  tht:ir  tirsiuriginal  from  the  French, 
And  for  which,  to  this  day,  we're  justly  cen« 

sur'd, 
Arc  baiiisii'd  from  all  civil  governments: 
Scarce  three  in  Venice,  in  us  many  years; 
In  Florence  tliey  are  rarer  ;  and  in  all 
The  fair  dominions  of  the  Spanish  king 
They  are  ne'er  heard  of.     Nay  those  neigh- 
bour countries, 
Which  gladly  imitate  our  otlier  follies. 
And  come  at  a  dear  rale  to  buy  them  of  us, 
Begin  now  to  dctcht  them. 

Din,  Will  you  end  vet  ?  [late  kings, 

Cler.  And  I  havp  hoard  that  some  of  our 
For  the  lie,  wearing  of  a  mistress*  favour, 
A  cheat  at  cards  or  (iice,  and  such-like  causes. 
Have  lost  as  many  gallant  gentlemen 
Asmighthave  met  tJbc  GreatTurk  in  the  fieldf 


B 


« 


THE  LmXE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


[Act  1.  Scene  U 


With  confidence  of  a  glorious  victory: 
And  shall  we  then 

Din.  No  more,  for  shftme,  no  more ! 
Areyou  become  a  patron*  tooPTisanew  one, 
No  more  on*t,  burn  it,  give  it  to  some  orator, 
To  help  hira  to  enlarge  his  exercise : 
With  such  a  one  it  might  do  well,  and  profit 
The  curate  of*  the  parish ;  but  for  Cleremont, ' 
The  bold  and  untiertaking  Cleremont, 
To  talk  thus  to  liis  friend,  his  friend  that 

knows  him, 
Dinant  that  knows  his  Cleremont,  is  absurd, 
And  mere  apocrypha. 

Cicr.  Why,  what  know  you  of  me  ? 
Din.  Why,  if  thou  hast  forgot  thyself,  I'll 
tell  thcc. 
And  not  look  back,  to  speak  of  what  thou  wert 
At  fifteen,  for  at  those  years  I  have  heard 
Tliou  wast  flesh*d,  and  cnter'd  bravely, 
Cler.  Well,  sir,  well !  [second 

Din.  But  yesterday  thou  wast  the  common 
Of  all  that  only  knew  thee ;  thou  hadbt  bills 
Set  up  on  every  post,  to  give  thee  notice 
Where  any  diftierence  was,  and  who  were  par- 
And  as,  to  save  the  charges  nf  the  law,  [ties. 
Poor  men  seek  arbitrators,  thou  wert  chosen, 
By  such  as  knew  thee  not,  to  compoimd  quar- 
rels : 
But  thou  wert  so  delighted  with  the  sport. 
That  if  there  were  no  just  cause,  thou  wouldst 

make  one. 
Or  be  eneag'd  thyself.     This  goodly  calling 
Th'  hast  followed  fivc-and-twenty  years,  and 

studied 
The  criticisms  of  contentions :  and  art  thou 
In  so  few  hours  transformed  ?   Certain,  this 

night 
Th*hast  had  strange  dreams,  or  rather  visions. 
Cler.  Yes,  sir. 


I  have  seen  fools  and  fighters  chain*d  together^ 
And  the  fighters  had  the  upper-hand,    and 
whip'd  first,  Ibeen 

'The  poor  sots  laughing  at  'em.  What T  have 
It  skills  not ;  what  I  will  be  is  resolv'd  on. 

Din.  Why,  then  you'll  fight  no  more  ? 

Cler,  Such  is  my  purpose. 

Din.  On  no  occasion  ? 

Cler.  There  you  stagger  me.  [and  blood 
Some  kind  of  wrongs  there  are,  which  fie^h 
Cannot  endure. 

Din.  Thou  wouldst  not  willingly 
Live  tt  protested  coward,  or  be  cali'd  one? 

Cler.  Words  are  but  words'. 

Din.  Nor  wouldst  thou  take  a  blow  ? 

Cler,  JvJot  from  my  friend,  tho*  drunk  ;  and 
I  think  much  less.  [from  an  enemy. 

Din.  1  here's  some  hope  of  tliee  left  tlieu, 
Wouldst  thou  hear  me  behind  my  back  dis^ 
grac'd  ? 

Cler.  D'you  think  I  am  a  rogue  ?   They 
that  should  do  it 
Had  better  been  bom  dumb. 

Din.  Or  in  thy  presence, 
See  me  o'er-char^'d  with  o<lds  ? 

Cler.  I'd  fall  myself  first.         / 

Din.  Wouldst  thou  endure  thy  mistress  b^ 
And  thou  sit  quiet?  [ta'cn  from  thec,^ 

Cler,  There  you  touch  my  honour; 
No  Frenchman  can  endure  that^ 

Din.  Plague  upon  thee  !        [dar'st  suffer 
Why  dost  thou   talk   of  peace  then,  that 
Nodiing,  or  in  thyself,  or  in  thy  friend, 
That  is  unmanly  ? 

Cler.  That  1  grant,  I  cannot : 
But  ril  not  quarrel  with  this  gentleman 
For  wearing  htammtl  breeches';  orthisgame* 
ster  [nothing; 

For  playing  a  thousand  pounds,  that  owes  me 


•  Areyov  become  a  patron  too  9  *Tis  a  new  one^ 

Ik'o  more  o«V,  burn  it,  give  it  to  some  orator."]  Patron^  here,  has  its  Latin  meaning,  i.  e. 
«  pleader,  or  advocate;  but  the  word  speech,  declarnatiou,  haraufiue,  or  something  to  tliat 
eftect,  must  be  understood,  to  make  the  following  line  sense;  and  it  is  hi>;hiy  probable  that 
it  whole  line  is  lost,  which  might  have  been  something  like  the  following: 

Are  you  become  vl patron  too?  How  long 
Have  you  been  conning  this  speech  ?  Tis  a  new  one ; 
No  more  on't,  &c.  Sezrard. 

Are  you  become  a  patron  too  Y  ^Tis  a  new  one.]  We  suspect  patron  to  be  a  corruption  of 
pattern,  a  word  which  would  give  good  sense  to  the  passage,  and  comes  very  near  that  ad* 
mittcd  into  the  text. 

"  Words  are  but  words."]  After  Cleremont  has  said  this,  which  seems  to  assert  that  he 
Tvould  not  mind  being  called  a  coward,  nor  make  thr.t  a  cause  of  lighting,  Dinant  goes  on 
as  if  he  had  said  directly  the  contrary ;  and  perhaps  a  line  may  here  be  lost  again  to  tiie 
following  import: 

Words  are  but  words,  but  coward  is  a  name 
I  could  not  brook. 
With  this  addition  the  whole  context  seems  consonant  to  itself.  Seward. 

»  Stammel  ireechts.^i.  e.  Ited  breeches.  Mr.  Sympson  has  given  an  explanation  of  the 
word  fri)m  Ben  Jonson,  more  clear  tlian  what  we  have  in  dictionaries.  Octavo  edition, 
page  SaS. 

*  Red-hood  the  first  that  does  appear 

*  In  ifammcl;  scarlet  is  too  dear.' 

It  is  highly  probable  that  red  breeches  were  in  our  Authors'  time  wore  only  by  smarts,  and 
were  esteemed  coxcomical.  In  that  age  of  duelling,  therefore,  a  sneer  upon  this  topic  might 
kave  produced  Uoudshed,  Seward. 


Act  1.  Scene  1.] 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


For  this  mnn's  taking  np  a  common  wench 
In  ra^,  and  lousy,  then  maintainin<;  her 
Caroch'd  «,  in  cloth  of  tissue;  nor  five  hundred 
Of  Aucli-like  toys,  that  at  no  part  concern  me. 
Marry,  where  ray  lionour,  or  my  friend's  is 

question^, 
I  have  a  sword,  and  I  think  I  may  use  it 
To  til*  cutting  of  a  rascal's  tliroaC,  or  so. 
Like  a  good  Christian. 

'Din.  ThouVt  of  a  fine  religion  ;       [ship, 
And,  ratlier  tlian  we'll  make  a  schism  in  fnend- 
I  will  he  of  it.     But,  to  he  serious, 
Thou  art  acquainted  with  my  tedious  love-suit 
To  fair  Lamira? 

Cier.  Too  well,  sir,  and  remember 

Your  presents,  courtship— that's  too  good  a 

nimie —  [sick, 

Your  slave-like  scr^'ices;  your  morning  mu-' 

Your  walking  tlirec  hours  in  the  min  at  mid- 

ni<;ht  [at, 

To  see  her  at  her  window,  sometimes  laugh'd 

Sometimes  admitted,  and  vonchsafd  to  kiss 

Her  glove,  her  skirt,  nay,  I  have  heard,  her 

slippers ;  [sooth. 

How  then  vou  triumph 'd !  Here  was  love  for- 

Din,  These  follies  I  deny  not ;  [me  : 

Such  a  contemptible  thing  my  dotage  made 
But  my  reward  for  this 

Cfrr.  As  you  descrv'd  ; 
For  he  that  makes  a  goddess  of  a  puppet, 
iklerits  no  other  recompense. 

Din.  This  day,  fritnd, 
For  thou  art  so 

Cler,  I  am  no  flatterer.  [to 

Din.  This  proud  ingrateful  she  is  married 
Lame  Chumperuf  I. 

CV<rr.  I  know  him  ;  he  has  been 
As  tall  a  seaman,  and  has  thriv'd  as  well  by't, 
(The  loss  of  a  lei;  and  an  arm  det  luctcd)  as  any 
That  ever  put  f^nuMar^eil!ps.  You  are  tame; 
Plncuc  on't,  it  mads  me!  J  fit  were  my  case, 
I  should  kill  all  the  family. 

Din.  Yet,  but  now 
You  did  preach  patience. 

CV^r.  I  tiit'O  came  from  confession  ; 
And  'twas  cnjoin'd  me  three  hours,  for  a  pe- 

naiice. 
To  he  a  pcareable  man,  and  to  talk  like  one; 
But  DOW,  ail  else  being  pardon'd,  I  begin 


I 


On  a  new  tally.    ^Foot,  do  any  thing, 
I'll  second  you. 

Din.  I  would  not  willingly  [purpose. 

Make  red  my  yet-white  conscience;  yet  I 
I  th*open  street,  us  they  come  from  the  temple, 
(For  this  way  they  must  pass)  to  speak  my 

wrongs, 
And  do  it  boldly.  [Musick  playt* 

Cler.  Were  thy  tongue  a  cannon, 
I  would  stand  by  thee,  boy.    They  come ; 

Din.  Observe  a  little  first.       [upon  'em  1 

Cler,  This  is  fine  fiddling. 

Enter  Vcrtuign,  Champernel,  LamirOy  Nurse, 
Beauprc,  and  Verclone, 

AN  EPITIIALAMION  SONG  AT  THE  W£DDTNO« 

Come  away  ;  bring  on  the  bride. 
And  place  her  by  her  lover's  side. 
You  fair  troop  of  maids  attend  her. 
Pure  and  hol;^  thoughts  befriend  her. 
Blush,  and  wisli,  you  virgins  all. 
Many  such  fair  nights  may  fall. 
Chorus.  Hymen,  fill  the  house  with  joy. 
All  thy  sacred  fires  employ : 
Bless  the  bed  with  holy  love. 
Now,  fair  orb  of  beauty,  move* 

Din.  Stand  by,  for  I'll  be  heard. 
Vert.  This  is  strange  rudeness ! 

Din.  Tis  courtship,  balanced  with  injuries! 
You  all  look  pale  with  guilt,  but  I  will  dye 
Your  cheeks  with  blushes,  if  in  your  sear'd 

veins 
There  yet  remain  so  much  of  honest  blood 
To  make  the  colour.  First,  to  you,  my  lord. 
The  father  of  this  bride,  whom  you  have  sent 
Alive  into  her  grave. 

Chainp.  How  !  to  her  grave  ?       [anon.— 

Din.  Bo   patient,  sir;  I'll  speak  of  yoin 

Yi)u  that  allow'd  rne  liberal  access, 

To  make  my  way  with  service,  and  approv*d  of 

My  birth,  my  person,  years,  and  no-base  folk- 

tuiMi;  [too; 

You  that  are  rich,  and,  hut  in  this,  held  wis9 
That  as  a  father  should  havo  look'd  upon 
Your  daughter  in  a  husband,  and  aim'a  more 
At  what  h<T  youth  and  heat  of  blood  requir'd 
In  lawful  pleasures,  than  the  partini;  from 
Your  crowns  to  pay  her  dower;  you  that  a[* 

rcn<ly 


Mr.  St»^vens  hath  collertcd  the  following  examples  of  the  use  of  this  word,  in  a  note  at 
%he  latter  end  of  the  ^fcond  act  of  Tho  Tempest. 

*  In  Fletcher's  VVoman-IIatcr: 

"  Hmnble  herself  in  an  old  .?ffl/wp/ petticoat." 

*  So,  in  Miflrlietou's  Masque  of  The  World  TtissM  at  Tennis; 

"  They  wear  statmnel  cloaks  instead  of  scarlet,'' 

*  So,  in  The  Return  from  Parnassus,  1G06, 

'*  Spme  stanicl  weaver,  or  some  butcher's  son.'' 

*  Again,  in  The  Turk  turn'd  Christian,  1612, 

**  That  fellow  in  the  stammel  hose  is  one  of  them." 
And  Mr.  Toilet  observes,  that  stmrnnel  colour  is  a  light-red  colour.     'The  light-^pales/a/Tnft^/ 
'  »  mentioned  in  Ph.  Holland's  Translation  of  Pliny's  Nat.  Hist,  and  is  also  there  styled 

*  the  li^ht-red  and /resh  lust t/  gallant,  p.  £60  and  201.  See  also  Stammel  in  Aiiiswurlh's 

•  Dictionary.'  R, 

*  CarocVii.]  This  word  is  derived  from  the  French  rarosfe|  a  coach.  In  The  Custom  of  xh% 
Coootry,  Ilypoiita  says,  "  Make  ready  my  carorh^** 
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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  lAWYER. 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


Have  one  foot  in  the  grave,  yet  study  profit, 
As  if  you  were  assur'd  to  live  here  ever ; 
What  poor  end  had  you  in  this  choice?  I  n  what 
Deserve  I  your  contempt  ?  My  house,  and  ho- 
nours, 
At  all  parts  equal  yours,  my  fame  as  fair, 
And,  not  to  praise  myself,  the  city  ranks  me 
In  the  first  file  of  her  most  hopeful  gentry. 
But  Champernel  is  rich,  and  needs  a  nurse. 
And  hot  your  gold ;  and,  add  to  that,  he*s 

old  too. 
His  whole  estate  in  likelihood  to  descend 
Upon  your  family  :  Here  was  providence, 
I  grant,  but  in  a  noblenum  base  thrift. 
No  merchants,  nay,  no  pirates,  sell  for  bond- 
men 
Their  countrymen  ;  but  youi  a  gentleman. 
To  save  a  little  gold,  have  sold  your  daughter 
To  worse  than  slavery. 

Cier.  This  was  spoke  home  indeed. 
Beau,  Sir,  I  shall  take  some  oilier  time  to 
tell  you, 
That  tliis  harsh  language  was  deliver*d  to 
An  old  man,  but  my  father. 
Din.  At  your  pleasure. 
Cler,  Proceed  in  your  design ;  let  me  alone 
To  answer  him,  or  any  man. 

Verdone,  You  presume 
Too  much  upon  your  name,  but  may  be  co- 
zen*d. 
Din,  But  for  you,  most  unmindful  of  my 
service, 
(For  now  I  may  upbraid  you,  and  witli  honour, 
Since  all  is  lost ;  and  yet  I  am  a  gainer, 
In  being  delivered  from  a  torment  in  you. 
For  such  you  must  have  beep)  you,  to  whom 

nature 
Gave  with  a  liberal  hand  most  excellent  form ; 
Your  education,  language,  and  discourse. 
And  judgment  to  distinguish ;  when  you  shall 

S^ith  feeling  sorrow  understand  how  wretched 
nd  miseralble  you  have  made  yourself, 
And  but  yourself  have  nothing  to  accuse. 
Can  you  with  hope  from  any  beg  compassion  ? 
Butyou  \^  ill  say, you  ser\'*dyour  ladicr's plea- 
sure, 
Forgetting  that  unjust  commands  of  parents 
Are  not  to  be  ol>ey*d  ;  or,  that  you're  rich, 
And  that  to  wealth  all  pleasures  else  are  ser- 
vants :  [chas'd. 
Yet,  but  consider  how  this  wealth  was  pui^ 
Twill  trouble  the  possession. 

Chatnp,  You,  sir,  know 
I  got  it,  and  with  honour. 
Din,    But  from  whom  ? 
Remember  that,  and  how !  You'll  come  indeed 
To  houses  bravely  furnish'd,  but  demanding 
Where  it  was  bought,  this  soldier  will  not  lie, 
But  answer  truly,  *This  rich  clotli  of  arras 
'I  made  my  prize  in  such  a  ship;  this  plate 


'  Was  my  share  in  another ;  these  fair  jewels, 
^  Coming  ashore,  I  got  in  such  a  village, 
^  The  maid,  or  matron  kiird,from  whom  they 

were  ravish'd.' 
The  wines  you  drink  are  guilty  too ;  for  this, 
This  Candy  wine,  three  merchants  were  un- 
done ; 
Tliese  suckets*  break  as  many  more :  Iji  brief. 
All  you  shall  wear,  or  touch,  or  sec,  is  pur- 

chasM 
By  lawless  force,  and  you  but  revel  in  [ers.  - 
The  tearsand  groans  of  such  as  were  the  own- 
Champ,  'Tis  false,  most  basely  false ! 
Vert.  Let  losers  talk. 

Din,  Lastly,  those  joys,  those  best  of  joys, 
which  Hymen 
Freely  bestows  on  such  that  come  to  tie 
The  sacred  knot  he  blesses,  won  unto  it 
By  equal  love,  and  mutual  affection. 
Not  blindly  led  with  the  desire  of  riches, 
Most  miserable  you  shall  never  taste  of ! 
This  marriage-night  you'Umeeta  widow's  bed, 
Or,  failiagof  those  pleasurcsallbrideslook  for, 
Sin  in  your  wish  it  were  so  ! 
Champ,  ThouVt  a  villain, 
A  base,  malicious  slanderer  !  ' 

Cler,  Strike  liim. 
Din.  No,  he's  not  worth  a  blow. 
Champ,  Oh,  that  I  had  thee  [room 

Tn  some  close  vault,  that  only  would  yield 
To  me  to  use  my  sword,  to  thee  no  hope 
To  run  away,  I'd  make  thee  on  thy  knees 
Bite  out  the  tongue  that  wrong'd  me ! 
Vert.  Pray  you  have  patience. 
Lain,  This  day  I  am  to  be  your  sovereign  ; 
Let  me  command  you. 

Champ.  I  am  lost  with  itige. 
And  know  not  what  I  am  myself,  nor  yon. 
Away  I  dare  such  as  you,  that  love  the  smoke 
Of  peace,  more  than  the  fire  of  glorious  war, 
And,  like  unprofitable  drones,  feed  oji 
Your  grandsires'  Ubouis,  (that,  as  I  am  now. 
Were  gathering-bees,  and  filPd  their  hive, 
this  country,  ^  [actions .? 

With  brave  triumphant  spoils)  censure  our 
You  object  ray  prizes  to  me  I  Had  you  seen 
The  horror  of  a  sea-fight,  with  what  danger 
I  made  them  mine;  the  fire  I  fearless  fought 
in,  [straight 

And  quench'd  it  in  mine  enemies'  bln()d ,  which 
Like  oil  pour'd  out  oii't**,  made  it  l)i:rn  anew ; 
My  deck  blown  up,  with  noise  enou viti  to  mock 
The  loudest  thunder,  and  the  desperate  fools 
That  boarded  me,  sent,  to  defy  the  tempests 
That  were  against  me,  to  the  angry  sea, 
Frighted  with  men  thrown  o'er ;  no  victory, 
But  in  despite  of  the  four  elements, 
The  fire,  the  air,  the  sea,  and  sands  hid  in  it, 
To  be  achiev'd;  you  would  confes^i,  poor  mcn^ 
(Tho'  hopeless  such  an  honourable  way 


*  Suckett^  i.  e.  Banqueting  dishes.  Seward. 

*  Lake  oil  pour'd  out  on*ty  made  it  bum  ffn«w.]  I  would  choose  to  read,  "like  oil  pour'd  ort 
it ;  **  but  I  briieve  the  old  reading  may  give  the  same  idea.  The  metaphor  is  a  little  difficult 
here;  the  blood  ifoth  quenches  and  makes  the  fire  bum  anew  \  \>Mt  quencher  here,  must  only 
ligaify  to  abate  thejirefor  a  tnoment,  and  then  th«  whole  is  cloar«  Seward, 


Act  1.  Scene  1.] 


'tiik  Lrrrii  fren^h  lawyeK. 


To  %et  or  wealth  or  honour  }o  yourselves) 
He  that  thro'  all  these  dreadful  passages 
Parsu'd  and  overtook  them,  unaflfriiirhted. 
Deserves  reward,  and  not  to  have  it  styVd 
By  the  base  name  of  thefL 

Din.  This  is  the  courtship 
Tliat  you  must  look  fur,  madam. 

CVer.  Twill  do  well,  [night  with. 

When  nothins;  can  be  done,  to  spend  tlie 
Your  tonzue  is  sound,   good   lord;  and  I 

could  wish. 
For  this  youn^  lady*8  sake,  this  leg,  this  arm, 
And  there  is  something  else,  I  will  not  name, 
(Tho*  'tis  the  only  thing  that  must  cotitont 
Had  the  same  vtfrour.  [ii^r,") 

Champ.  You  shall  buy  these  scnfFs  [anger ! 
With  your  best  blood  !  Help  me  once,  noble 
Kay,  stir  not ;  I  alone  mrtst  right  myself. 
And  with  one  leg  trnn«»ort  me,  to  correct" 
These  scandalous  praters !  Oh,  that  noble 
wounds  [  Faiis, 

Should  hinder  just  revenge !  D'ye  jeer  me  too? 
I  cf>t  these,  not  as  you  do  your  diseases, 
In  brothels,  or  with  riotous  abuse 
Of  wine  in  taverns ;  I  have  one  leg  shot. 
One  ann  disabled,  and  am  lionour*d  more 
By  losing  the<n,  as  1  did,  in  the  face 
Of  a  brave  enemy,  than  if  they  were  [only. 
As  when  1  put  to  sea.     You  are  Frenchmen 
In  that  you  have  been  laid,  and  cur'd.  Go  to ! 
You  mock  niyleg,  but  every  bone  about  you 
Mrikesyou  c;ood  almannck-makers,  to  foretell 
What  weather  we  shall  have. 
Dia,  Put  up  your  sword.         [be  useful ; 
C/er.  Or  turn  it  to  a  crutch  ;  there* t  may 
And  live  on  die  relation  to  your  wife 
Of  what  a  brave  man  you  were  once. 

Din.  And  tell  her, 
What  a  fine  virtue  'tis  in  a  young  lady 
To  uive  an  old  man  pap. 

Citr.  Or  hire  a  surgeon 
To  teach  her  to  roll  up  your  broken  limbs. 

Din.  To  make  a  poultice,  aud  endure  the 
Of  oiU,  and  nasty  plasters.  [scent 

I'f rt,  Fy,  sir,  fy ! 
You  that  have  stood  all  dangers,  of  all  kinds,  to 
Y'ield  to  a  rival's  scoff? 

Lam   Shed  tears  upon  .  [men. 

Y^our  wedding-day?  This  is  unmanly,  gentle- 
Chump.  They're  tears  of  anger,  (ih,  that 
I  should  live 
To  play  the  woman  thusi  AIl-pow  Vful  TIeav'n, 
Restore  me, but  one  hour,  that  strength  again 
That  I  had  once,  to  chastibc  in  thrst-  men 
Their  follies  and  ill  manners ;  and  tiiatdone. 
When  you  please,  I'll  yield  up  the  fort  of  lii'e, 
And  do  it  gladly. 

Cler.  We  ha  die  better  of  him, 
We  ha'  made  him  cry. 

Veirdone.  You  shall  have  satisfaction  : 
And  I  will  do  it  noblv,  or  disclaim  me. 
Braup.  I  say  no  more ;  you  have  a  brother, 
sister :  ^         ^ 

This  is  your  wedding-day,  we're  in  the  street. 
And  howsoever  tliey  forget  their  honour, 
Tis  fit  I  lose  not  miae^  by  their  oxamplt« 


Vert.  If  there  be  laws  in  Paiis,  look  to 
This  insolent  affront.  [answer 

C/eT.  You  that  live  by  them. 
Study  'era.  for  Heaven's  sake  !  For  my  part, 
I  know  not,  [cUe 

Nor  care  not,  what  they  are.  Is  there  aught 
That  you  would  say  ? 

Din.  Nothing  ;  1  have  rav  etids. 
Lamiravvceps^  I've  said  too  imich,  I  fear! 
So  dearly  once  I  lov'd  her,  that  1  cannot 
Endure  to  see  her  tears* 

[Exeunt  Din.  and  Cler/ 
Champ.  See  you  perform  it, 
And  do  it  like  my  nephew. 

Verdone.  if  I  fail  in't, 
Ne'er  know  me  more.     Cousin  E&auprc  ! 

Champ.  Uepcut  not  [find 

What  thou  hast  done,  my  life;  thou  shalt  noi 
I  am  dccrepid  :  in  my  love  am}  f^rvice, 
I  will  be  young,  and  constant;  and  believe  me 
(For  thou  slialt  find  it  true,  in  scorn  ot  all 
The  scandals  these  rude  men  ham^  thrown' 
upon  me)  [ardour,^ 

I'll  meet  thy  pleasures  with  a  young  mau''» 
And  ni  all  circumstances  of  a  husband 
Perform  my  parts. 

Li/m    Good  sir,  I  am  vour  servant ; 
And  'tis  too  late  now,  it  I  did  repent, 
(Which,  as  I  am  a  virgin  yet,  I  do  not) 
To  undo  the  knot,  that  by  the  church  is  tied. 
Only  f  would  bescecfi  you,  as  you  have 
A  good  opiiiion  of  nie  and  my  virtues, 
For  so  you've  pleas'd  to  style  my  innocent 
weakness,  [me. 

That  what  hath  pass'd  between  Dinant  and 
Or  \*hat  now  in  your  hoaring  he  hath  spoken^ 
Bc^'ct  not  doubts  or  fears. 

Champ.  I  upprehond  you  ; 
You  t!iink  I  will  be  jealous :  As  T  live, 
Thou  art  mistaken,  sweet !  and,  to  confirm  it. 
Discourse  with  whom  thou  wilt,  ride  where- 

thou  wilt. 
Feast  whom  thou  wilt,  as  often  as  tliou  wilt ; 
For  I  will  have  no  other  guards  up'jn  thee 
Than  thine  own  thou;;hts. 

iMm.  I'll  use  this  liherty 
With  moderation,  sir. 

hcavp.  I  am  resolv'd. 
Steal  off;  I'll  follow  you. 

Chump.  Come,  sir.  you  (h'oop  : 
Till  you  iind  cause,  which  I  shall  never  give^ 
Dislike  not  of  your  son-in-law. 

I't'i't.  Sir,  vou  teach  me 
The  languaiic  I  should  use :  I  am  most  happy 
Inbeini;Sonearyou.  [Exv.  Verdont  and  Beau, 

Lam.  Oh,  my  fears  !  Good  Nurse, 
Follow  my  brother  unobserv'd,  and  learu 
Whioh  way  he  takes. 

Nurse.  I  will  be  careful,  madam.     [Erit. 
Chaw  p.  Between  us  compliments  are  su- 
perfluous. 
On,  gentlemen !  Th'  affront  we  have  met  here 
We'll  tiiink  upon  hereafter ;  'twere  unfit 
To  cherish  any  thought  to  breed  unrest, 
Or  to  ourselves^  or  to  our  nuptial  feast. 

\Ex%unt, 
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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  L^VWYElt. 


f  Act  1.  Scene  1« 


Ehter  Dinant  and  Cleranont. 

Cicr.  Wc  simll  hav«  sport,  nn'er  feai-'t. 

Din.  Wliat  sport,  I  prithee?  [I  long  for't; 

CVcr.  Why,  we  must  fight;  I  know  it,  and 
It  was  apparent  in  the  tiery  eye 
Of  youn*^  Verdone ;  Beaupre  lookM  pale  and 

shook  too, 
Familiar  bigns  of  anger.   They  Vc  both  brave 
fellows,  [counter 

Tried  and  approvM,  and  1  ani  proud  to  en- 
With  men,  from  whom  no  honour  ciin  he  lost ; 
They  will  phiy  up  to  a  man,  and  set  him  off. 
Whene'er  I  go  to  th'  field,  Ueav*n  keep  me 

from 
The  meetinc  of  an  unflcshVl  youth  or  coward  ! 
The  first,  to  net  a  name,  coujos  on  too  hot ; 
The  coward  is  so  swift  in  givin*;  ground, 
There  is  no  ov.crlakiiii;  him  witliout 
A  huntiuji:  nr\ff,  well  breati)*d  too. 

Din.  All  this  while, 
You  ne'jy:  think  on  t|ie  danger. 

CVer.^- hy,  'tis  no  moVe 
Than  meeting  of  a  do/en  friends  at  supper, 
And   drinkini;  hard;  mischief  comes  there 

unlo^k'd  for, 
I'm  sure  as  sudden,  and  strikes  home  as  often; 
For  this  wc  are  prepar'd. 

Din.  Liunira  loves 
Her  brother  Beaupre  dearly. 

Cler,  What  of  that?  [what 

Din.  And  should  he  call  me  to  account  for 
But  now  r  spake,  (nor  can  I  with  mine  honour 
f  Recant  my  words)  that  little  hope  is  left  me. 
E'er  to  en]oy  what  (next  to  Ileav'n)Ilongfor, 
Js  taken  mun  me. 

Cler.  W  hy.  what  can  you  hope  for, 
She  being  now  married? 

Din.  Ofi,  my  Clcremont ! 
To  you  all  secrets  of  my  heart  lie  open, 

•  And  I  rest  most  secure  that  wlmtsoe  er 
I  lock  up  there,  is  as  a  private  thoujj;ht, 

*  And  will   no  further  wrong  nie.     I  am  a 

Frenchman, 
And  for  the  greater  part  we  are  born  courtiers; 
She  is  a  woman,  and  however  yet 
No  heat  of  service  had  the  power  to  melt 
Her  frozen  chastity,  time  and  opportuTiity 
May  work  her  to  my  ends  ;  I  contess  ill  ones, 
And  yet  I  must  pursue  'em.  Now  her  mar- 
In  probabilfty,  will  no  way  hurt,         [riage, 
But  rather  help  me. 

Cler.  Sits  the  wind  there?  Pray  you  tell  me 
How  far  off  dwells  your  love  from  lu^t? 

Din.  Too  near; 
But  prithee  chide  me  not. 

Cler.  Not  I ;  go  on,  boy  f 
Tve  faults  myself,  and  will  not  reprehend 


A  crime  I  am  not  free  from.    For  her  mar* 


riage, 


I  do  esteem  it  (and  most  bachelors  are 

Of  my  opinion)  as  a  fair  protection, 

To  play  the  wanton  without  loss  of  honour. 

Din.  Would  she  make  use  oft  so,  I  were 
most  happy. 

Ctcr.  No  more  of  this.   Judge  now  whe-* 
The  gift  of  prophecy.  [ther  I  hav« 

Enter  Beaupre  and  Verdone, 

Beau.  Monsieur  Dinant, 
I'm  glad  to  find  you,  sir. 

Din*  I'm  at  your  service. 

Verdone,  Gdod    monsieur  Cleremont,    I 
have  long  wish'd 
To  be  known  better  to  you. 

Cler,  My  desires 
Embrace  your  wishes,  sir. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  have  ever 
Esteem'd  yon  truly  noble,  and  profess 
I  should  have  bden  most  proud  to've  had  th^ 

honour 
To  call  you  brother,  but  my  father's  pleasure 
Denied  that  happiness.  I  know,  no  man  live» 
That  can  command  his  passions;  and  there* 
fore  [guage 

Dare  not  condemn  the  late  intemperate  lan- 
Yc  were  pleas'd  to  use  to  my  father  and  my 

sister : 
He's  old,  and  she  a  woman  ;  I  most  sorry" 
My  honour  does  compel  mc  to  entreat  you 
To  do  me  the  favour,  with  your  sword,  to 
A  mile  without  the  city.  [meet  m% 

Din.  You  much  honour  me 
In  the  demand  ;  I'll  gladly  wait  upon  you. 

Beau,  Oh,  sir,  you  teach  me  wnat  to  say. 
The  time  ? 

Din,  With  the  next  sun,  if  you  think  fit. 

Beau,  The  place  ?  [the  city. 

Dirt,  Near  tothe  vineyard,  eastward  from 

Beau,  I  like  it  well.    This  gentleman,  if 
you  please. 
Will 'keep  me  company. 

Cler,  That  is  agreed  on  ; 
And  in  my  friend's  behalf  I  will  attend  hiiOt 

Verdone.  You  shall  not  miss  my  service. 

Beau,  Good  day,  gentlemen  ! 

Din,  At  your  commandment. 

CVcr.  Proud  to  be  your  servants. 

\Exeunt  Beaupre  and  Verdone, 
I  think  there  it  no  nation  under  heaven 
That  cut  their  enemies'  throats  with  complh* 

ment®,  .  . 

And  such  fine  tricks,  as  we  do.  If  you  have 
Any  few  prayers  to  say,  this  night  you  may 
Call  'em  to  mind,  and  use  'em ;  for  myself^ 
As  I  have  iitde  to  lose,  iny  care  is  less ; 


•  1  thin^  there  is  no  nation  under  heaven 

That  cut  their  enemies*  throats  with  compliment^ 

And  such  fine  tricks,  as  wc  do]  Moliere  has  a  scene  built  upon  the  politeness  of  the  French 
duellers,  which  is  extremely  like  this.  I  mention  it  not  as  supposing  that  excellent  writer 
to  have  copied  from  our  Authors;  but  to  show  how  admirably  the  latter  drew  their  chara^r 
ters ;  since  in  the  portraits  of  FrencJuncn,  they  hit  the  very  tame  masterly  strokes  with  the 
greatest  master  of  French  Comedy.  Sewwd, 


Act  S.  Scene  1.] 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER," 


So,  till  to-morrow  moraing  I  bequeath  you 
To  your  devotions ;  and  those  paid,  but  use 
That  noble  courage  I  have  seen,  and  we 
Sliall  figbt,  as  in  a  castle. 

Din.  Thou'rt  all  honour; 
Tbj  resolution  would  steel  a  coward. 


And  I  most  fortunate  in  such  a  friend. 
All  tenderness  and  nice  respect  of  woman 
Be  now  far  from  me  !  Ueputation,  take 
A  full  possession  of  my  Ih  art,  and  prove 
Honour  the  first  place  holds,  tiie  second 
love  I  l^Eicuni^ 


ACT    II. 


SCENE  I. 


EnUr  Lamira  and  Charlotte.'^ 

C  LEEPS  my  lord  slUl,  Charlotte  ? 
^     Char.  Kot  to  be  wak'd.       [ceivc 
By  your  ladyship's  cheerful  looks,  1  well  pOr- 
ThtU  thi«  night  the  good  lord  hath  been 
At  an  unusual  service ;  and  no  wonder 
If  he  rests  after  it. 

Lam,    You're  very  bold. 

C/iar,  'Your  creature,  madam,  and,  when 

you  are  pleas'd,  v 

Sadness  to  mc's  a  stranger.  Your  good  pardon 

If  I  s{>eak  like  a  fool ;  I  could  have  wish'd 

To  have  ta'en  your  place  to-night,  liad  bold 

Dinant, 
Your  first  and  most  obsequious  servant,  tasted 
Those  delicates,  which,  by  his  lethargy, 
As  it  appears,  have  cloy'd  my  lord. 
Lam.  No  more ! 
Char,  Vm  silenc'd,  madam. 
Lam.  Saw  you  my  Nurse  this  morning? 
CJiar,  No,  madam. 

Lam,  I  am  full  of  fears.    Who's  that? 

[Knock  within. 
Char,  She  you  enquir'd  for. 
Lam.  Bring  her  in,  and  leave  me. 

[Exit  Charlotte. 
Now,  Nurse,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.  Oh,  lady,  dreadful  ones  ! 
They  are  to  fight  this  morning ;  there's  no 

remedy. 
I  saw  my  lord  your  brother,  and  Verdone, 
Take  horse  as  I  came  by. 

Lata.  Where's  Clercmont  ? 

Nurse.  I  met  him  too,  and  mounted. 

Lorn.  Where's  Dinant  ? 

Nurse.  There's  all  the  hope;  I've  staid 
him  with  a  trick  : 
If  I  have  done  well,  so. 

Lam.  What  trick  ? 

Nurse.  I  told  him. 
Your  ladyship  laid  your  command  upon  him 
To  attend  you  presently;  and,  to  confirm  it. 
Gave  hhn  the  nn^  he  oU  hath  seen  you  wear. 
That  you  bestowM  on  me.  He  waits  witliour 


Disguis'd,  and  if  you  have  that  power  in  hint 
As  I  presume  you  have,  it  is  in  you 
To  stay  or  alter  him. 

L/wi.  Have  you  learnt  the  place 
Where  they  are  to  encounter  ? 

Nurse.  Yes,  'tis  where  [venth. 

The  duke  of  Burgundy  met  T^wis  the  Ele- 

Lam,  Enough;  I  will  reward  thee  liberally. 


IKtit  Nurse, 
ov'( 


Go,  bring  him  in.— Full  dear  I  lov'd  Dinant, 
While  it  was  lawful ;  but  those  fires  are 

queuch'd, 
I  being  now  another's.     Truth,  forgive  mc^ 
And  tet  dissimulation  be  no  crime, 
Tho'  most  unwillingly  I  put  it  on^ 
To  guard  a  brother's  saicty  ! 

Enter  Dinant, 

• 

Din.  Now,  your  pleasure. 
Tho'  ill  you  have  descrv'd  it,  you  perceive 
I'm  still  your  fool,  and  cannot  but  obey 
Whatever  you  command. 

Law.  You  speak  as  if 
You  did  repent  it;  and  'tis  not  worth  my 

thanks  then : 
But  there  has  been  a  time,  in  which  you  would 
Receive  this  as  a  favour. 

Din.  Hope  was  left  tlien 
Of  recompense. 

Dim.  V/hy,  I  am  still  Larair^, 
And  you  Dinant,  and  'tis  vet  in  my  power 
(I  dare  not  say  I'll  put  it  into  act) 
To  reward  your  love  and  bervice. 

Din.  T^iere's  some  comfort.  [fame, 

Lum-  But  think  not  that  so  low  I  prize  my 
To  give  it  up  to  any  ni'an  that  refuses 
To  buy  it ;  or  with  danger  of  performance 
Of  what  1  shall  enjoin  iiiui 

Din.  Name  that  danger 
(Be't  of  what  horrid  shape  soever,  lady) 
Wi)ich  I  will  shrink  at ;  only,  at  this  instant. 
Be  speedy  in't. 

Lam.  ril  put  you  to  the  trial: 
You  shall  not  fight  today,  (d  you  start  at  that?) 
Not  with  my  brotlicr.    I  have  heard  your 

diflference; 
Mine  is  no  Helen's  beauty,  to  he  purchas'd 
With  blood,  and  so  defended:  If  you  look  for 


7  Enter  Lamira  and  Charlotte.,'\  I  think  it  very  clear,  that  this  is  the  beginning  of  the 
tecood  act :  for  a  whole  night  is  past  since  tlie  last  scene,  and  the  players  seem  to  have  di- 
vided the  acts  at  tlic  end  of  the  next  scene,  only  to  make  them  of  a  more  equal  length. 

Seward, 

Though  there  is  reason  in  what  Mr.  Seward  says,  and  propriety  in  his  variation  (whrrc- 
fore  we  have  adopted  it),  we  are  fw  from  being  clear  that  tlie  old  division  was  not  Fletcher's* 
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[Act  t.  Scene  f . 


Favours  from  me,  deserve  them  with  obedi- 
There's  no  way  else  to  guin  'em.         [euce  ; 

Diti.  You  command 
M'hat  with  mine  honour  I  cannot  obey, 
\Vhich  lies  at  pawn  against  it,  and  a  friend 
Finally  dear  as  that,  or  life,  engag'd, 
f^'ot  for  himself,  but  me. 

Lam.  Why,  foolish  man, 
Dare  you  solicit  me  to  serve  your  lust, 
In  which  not  only  I  ahuse  my  lord, 
JVIy  father,  and  my  family,  but  write  whore, 
Tho*  not  unon  my  ibrehcad,in  my  conscience. 
To  hercn(f  hourly,  and  yet  name vour honour? 

*      •  •  •  • 

Yours  sutfors  but  in  circumstance;  mme  in 

substance. 
If  you  oltey  mc,  you  part  with  some  credit ; 
From  whom?  the  gidcly  multitude:  But  man- 
Will  censure  me,  and  justly,  [kind 

Din.  I  will  lose 
What  most  I  do  desire,  rather  than  hazard 
So  dear  a  friend,  or  write  myself  a  coward  : 
■Tis  better  be  no  man. 

Lam.  This  will  not  tlo.—^  ^AsiJe. 

Why,  I  desire  not  von  should  be  a  coward. 
Nor  do  I  weigh  my  brother's  life  with  yours ; 
Meet  him,  fight  with  him,  do,  and  kill  him 

fairly  : 
Let  me  not  suffer  for  you,  I  am  careless. 

Din.  Suffer  for  mc  ? 

Lam.  For  you  ;  my  kindness  to  you 
Already  brands  me  with  a  strumpet's  name. 

Jbin.  Oh,  thai  I  knew  the  wretch  ! 

Lam.  I  will  not  name  him, 
Nor  give  you  any  character  to  know  him ; 
Jiut  if  you  dare,  and  instantly,  ride  forth 
At  the  West  port  o*th*city,  and  defend  there 
]V1^  reputation  agaiust  all  you  meet, 
For  two  hours  only,  VW  not  swear,  Dinant, 
To  satisfy,  tho'  surp  I  think  I  shall. 
Whatever  you  desire.    If  you  deny  this. 
Be  desperate  ;  for  willingly,  by  this  light, 
I'll  never  sec  thee  more. 

Din.  Two  hours,  d'you  say  ? 

Lam,  Only  two  hours. 

Din,  1  were  no  gentleman,  [arms  me. 
Should  I  make  scruple  of  it.  This  favour 
And  boldly  1*11  perform  it.  [Exit, 

Lam,  I  «tm  glad  on't. 
This  will  prevent  their  meeting  yet,  and  keep 
My  brother  safe,  which  was  uic  mark  I  shot 
at.  [Exit, 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Ciercmont,  as  in  thefitld, 

Cler.   Vm  first  i'  th'  6eld,  that  honour's 

gain*d  of  our  side  ; 
Pray  Heav'n,  I  may  get  off  as  honourably  ! 
The  houris  past ;  1  wonder  Dinantcomesnot: 
This  is  the  place ;  I  cannot  see  him  yet : 
It  is  his  quanel  too  that  brought  me  hither. 
And  I  ne'er  knew  him  yet  but  to  his  honour 
A  firm  and  worthy  friend;  yet  I  sec  notliing. 
Nor  horse,  nor  man  :  'Twould  ve^^me  to  be 

left  here,  prov'd  ones. 

To  th*  mercy  of  two  swords,  and  two  ap- 
I  never  knew  him  last* 


Enter  Beavpre  and  Verdone, 

Beau,  You're  well  met,  Cleremont. 

Verdone.  You're   a  fair   gentleman,  and 

love  your  friend,  sir.  [us. 

What,  are  you  ready  ?  The  time  has  overta'ea 

Beau,  And  this,  you  know,  the  place. 

Cicr,  No  Dinant  yet !  [do  : 

Beau.  We  come  not  now  to  argue,  but  to 
We  waityou,  sir. 

Cler,  There's  no  time  past  yet,  gentlemen ; 
We've  day  enough. — Is't  possible  he  comes 

not  ? — 
You  see  I*m  ready  here,  and  do  but  stay 
Till  my  friend  come :  Walk  but  a  turn   or 
'Twill  not  be  long.  [two  ; 

Verdone,  We  came  to  fight. 

Cler.  Ye  shal!  fight,  gentlemen. 
And  fight  enough :  But  a  short  turn  or  two ! 
I  tliink  I  see  iiim ;  set  up  your  watch,  we'll 
fight  by  it.  [iuded. 

Pcau.  That  is  not  he ;  we  will  not  be  de» 

Cler,  Am  I  bob'd  thus  ? — Pray  take  a  pipe 
of  tobacco. 
Or  sing  but  some  new  air;  by  that  time, 
gentlemen 

Verdone.  Come,  draw  your  sword ;  you 
know  the  custom  here,  sir. 
First  come,  first  served. 

Cler'  Tho'  it  be  hpld  a  custom. 
And  practised  so,  I  do  not  hold  it  honest. 
What  honour  can  you  both  win  on  me  singled 

I       Beau.  Yield  up  your  sword  tlien. 
Qler.  Yield  my  sword  !  that's  Hebrew  ; 
1*11  be  first  cut  a-pieces.     Hold  but  a  while. 

Enter  an  old  Gentleman. 

I'll  take  the  next  that  comes.    You're  an  old 

Gent,  Yes,  indeed  am  I,  sir.  [gentleman? 

Cler.  And  wear  no  sword  ? 

Gent,  I  need  none,  sir. 

Cler.  I  would  you  did,  atid  had  one; 
I  want  now  such  a  foolish  courtesy. 
You  see  tlicse  gentlemen  ? 

Gent.  You  want  a  second  ?  [it. 

In  good  faith,  sir,  I  was  ne'er  handsome  a| 
I  would  you  had  my  son  ;  but  he's  in  Italy. 
A  proper  gentleman.  You  may  do  well, 
gallants,  [mercy ; 
If  your  Quarrel  be  not  capital,  to  have  more 
The  gentleman  may  do  his  country 

Cler.  Now  1  beseech  you,  sir, 
If  you  dare  not  fight,  don't  stay  to  beg  roj 

pardon. 
Thtre  lies  your  way. 

Gent.  Good-morrow,  gentlemen.    [ExiU 

Verdone.  You  see  your  fortune  ; 
You'd  better  yield  your  sword. 

Cler.  Pray  ye  stay  a  little  ; 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Upon   mine   honesty,  you  sludl  be  fought 

with. — 
Well,  Dinant,  well ! — These  wear  swords,, 

and  seem  brave  fellows.  [me ; 

As  you  are  gentlemen,  one  of  you  supplj 
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I  want  a  second  now,, to  meet  tliese  gallants; 
You  know  what  honour  is. 

1  Gent.  Sir,  you  mubt  pardon  us  ;  [for, 
We  po  about  the  same  work  you  are  ready 
And  must  tiiiht  presently ;  else  we  were  your 

servants. 

2  Gcni,  God  speed  you,  and  good  day  ! 

[Ereunt  Otuticmen, 
Cler.  Am  I  thus  coltoii*? 

Jieau.  Come,  either  yieUI 

Chr,  As  you  are  honest  tentlemen,  [tunc; 
Stay  hut  the  next,  and  then  1*11  take  uiy  tor- 
Ami  if  J  ^l^htnot  like  a  man Fy,  Dinant! 

Coid  now  and  treacherous  ?  [caus»4.'s ; 

Lit-WrU  [icUftift].     I     understand    your 

Yours  ahout  corn,   yours   about    pins  and 

glas$e<i —  [parcels^? 

Will   ye  make  me  mad  ?  have  J  not  all  the 

And  his  petititin  to<*.  ah'>ut  Itell-tbundin^  ; 

dcnd  in  your  witnesses.— W lint  will  >e  have 

me  do  ?  I  [are  melted  ! — 

Will  vou  have  me  break  mv  heart?  mv  brnins 

And  tell  your  master,  as  I  an)  a  gentleman, 

Uis  cau:»e  »liail  be  the  tirst.     Commend  me 

to  y«*ur  mistress. 
And  tell  her,  it*  there  be  an  extraordinary 

feather,  [>****  '*'*'> 

And  tall  enough  for  her 1  shall  di««pitcli 

1  know  your  cause,  for  transporting  of  far- 

tliin<;ales  : 
Trouble  me  no  more,  I  say  again  to  yrin; 
No  more  vexation !  Bid  my  wife  send   me 

s«>mc  puddings ; 
I  have  a  cause  to  run  thro*  requires  puddings  ; 
Puddings  enough.     Farewell  ! 

Enter  Ld-Writ, 

Cler,  God  speed  you,  sir  ! 

Btitit,  *\V'i>uid  he  would  take  this  fellow  I 

Vtrdone.  A  rare  voutli. 

Cler.  Jf  you  ben*t  hasty,  sir^ 

La-Writ.  Yes,  I  am  hsisty,  [liament ; 

Exceediui:  hasty,  sir;  I  am  poini^  to  the  pur- 
You  u.iderst:uid  this  bag:  Jf  yuu  have  any 
business  [it, 

Depend  me  there,  be  short,  and  let  me  hear 
And  pay  yt>ur  fees* 

Cler.  *Faiih,  sir,  I  have  a  business, 
Bur  it  (iepciicU  upon  no  parliament. 

Jja^Wrtt.  I  have  no  ^kill  in't  then. 

Cler.  I  must  desire  you  ; 
Tis  a  sivord  matter,  sir. 

JM-JVrit.  1  am  no  cutler, 
I  atn  an  advocate,  sir. 

Btau.  How  the  thiiii!;  looks  I 

VcrJonc.  When  he  brings  him  to  fight- — 

Cler.  Be  not  so  hasty  ; 
You  wear  a  g«K>d  sword. 

La-Writ.  I  know  not  that, 
1  never  drew  it  yet,  or  whether  it  be  a 
swurd— 


Cler.  T  must  entreat  you  try,  sir,  and  bear 
a  part 
Against  these  gentlemen ;  I  want  a  s<Tond : 
You  seem  a  man,  and  *us  a  noble  othce. 

La-Writ.  I  am  a  Lawyer,  sir,   I  am   no 
hj;hter.  [best  to  satisfy. 

Cler.  Vou  that  bred  quarrels,  sir,  know 

lleau.  'I'liis  is  s.oJiie  M>urt  yet. 

Vtnltme.  Jf  tliis  fellow  should  fight? 

La-  Wrif,  And,  for  any  thing  I  know,  I  am 
an  arrant  cowanl  ; 
Do  not  rru?>t  mc  ;  I  tliink  I  am  a  coward* 

Cler.  Try,  try;  yuu  are  mistaken. —  Walk 
on,  gentlemen. 
The  man  shall  follow  presently. 

I^-Wrtt,  Are  ve  mad,  uentlcman? 
My  business  is  within  tliis  half-hour. 

Cler.  That's  all  one  ;  [in  that  bottom ; 
We'll  dispateh  within  this  quarter. — There 
Tis  most  convenient,  gentlemen. 

heau.  Well,  vve*Jl  wait,  sir.  [You'll  follow? 

I'vrilone.  Why,  this  will  be  acomick  fii^ht. 

L(i-Writ.  As  1  m  a  true  man,  I  cau*t  fight. 

Cier,  Away,  away. — 

[Exeunt  Beavpre  and  Verdone, 
I  know  you  can  :  I  like  your  modesty  ; 
I  know  you  will  fight,  and  &o  fight,  with  such 

metal,  [^"*'y — 

And  vvith  such  judgment  meet  your  enemy's 
I  see  it  in  your  eye,  sir. 

iM-WrU.  I'll  be  hang'd  then; 
And  I  chariie  you,  in  the  king's  name,  name 
no  more  fighting.  [the  man ; 

Cler»  1  charge  you,  in  the  klng*s  name,  play 

Which,  if  \o\x  do  not  quickly,  I  beiiin  with 

you ;  [diestick  ? 

J 'II  make  you  dance.     Do  you  see  your  fid- 

.Sweet  aHvocate,  lliou  shalt  fi«»ht. 

La  Writ.  Stand  further,  gentleman, 
Or  I'll  give  you  ?>u<:li  a  du»t  o'  th'  chaps 

CUr.  fSpoke  bravely. 
And  like  thyseii',  a  noble  advocate  ! 
Come,  to  thy  tO(ds. 

La-Writ.   I  di>  not  say  Fll  fight. 

Cicr.  1  say  thou  shalt,  and  bravely, 

iM-Writ.'W  1  do  fiiiht— 
1   say,  //'  I  do,  but  don't  depend  upon't— 
(And  y(»t  f  have  a  foolish  itch  upon  me) — 
What  shall  become  of  my  writing**? 

Cler.  Ijit  *em  lie  by  ; 
They  will  not  run  away,  man. 

La-Writ.  I  may  be  kili'd  too,  [siness? 
And  where  are  all  my  caube^  tiien — my  bu- 

I   will    uot    tight;  I    cannot   fight My 

causes [sand  causes  ; 

Cler.  Tiiou  shalt  fiiiht,  if  thouhadsta  tliou- 
Thou  art  a  man  to  fi«jht  tor  any  cause. 
And  carry  it  with  honour. 

Lti-Writ.  Hum!  say  you  so  ?  If  I  should 
Be  such  a  coxcomb  to  prove  valiant  now  ! 

Cler.  I  know  thou  art  most  valiant. 


•  Colted."]  See  note  '*  on  Rule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife. 

9  PnrctU.']  This  is  a  law-term,  and  means  that  part  of  a  dcsd  in  which  land,  or  ot!ier 
tfiiogs,  to  be  conveyed,  arc  dcbcribed.  li. 
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LorWrit.  Do  you  think  so  ? 
I  am  undone  fur  ever,  if  it  prove  so, 
I  tell  you  that,  my  honest  friend,  for  ever; 
For  I  shall  ne'er  leave  quarrelling* 
How  long  must  we  fight?  for  I  cannot  stay. 
Nor  will  not  stay  ;  I've  business. 

Cler.  We'll  do  it  in  a  minute,  in  a  moment. 
LorWrit,  Here  will  I  hang  my  bag  then ; 
it  may  save  my  belly ; 
I  never  lov'd  cold  iron  there. 
Cler.    You  do  wisely. 
La-WrU,  Help  me  to  pluck  my  sword  out 
tlien ;  quickly,  quickly  ! 
^  has  not  seen  sun  these  ten  years. 

Cier.  How  it  grumbles  ! 
This  sword  is  vengeance  angry. 

Luf^Writ,  Now  ni  put  my  hat  up, 
And  say  my  prayers  as  I  go.    Away,  boy  ! 
l£  1  be  kill  d,  remember  the  Little  Lawyer  ! 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Beaupre, 
Beau,  They're  both  come  on;  that  may 
be  a  stubborn  rascal. 

Enter  La-Writ. 

Take  you  that  ground ;  I'll  stay  here.  Fight 
bravely  !  [let^s  have  fair  play ; 

La-Writ.  To*t  chearfuUy,  my  boys!  You'll 
None  of  your  foining  tricks. 

Beau,  Come  forward,  monsieur ! 
What  hast  thou  tliere?  a  pudding  in  thy  belly? 
I  shall  see  what  it  holds. 

LorWrit,  Put  your  spoon  home,  then ! 

{Fight. 
Nay,  since  I  mtist  fight,  have  at  you  without 
Crod-a-mercy bag !  wit,  sir! 

Beau.  Nothing  but  bombast  in  you  ? 
The  rogue  winks  and  fights. 
[Beau,  lotes  hi$  sword;  La^Writ  treads  an  it, 

LorWrit,  Now  your  fine  fencing,  sir ! 
Stand  off:  thou  diest  on  point  else :  I  have  it. 
Yet  further  off! — I  have  his  sword.  [I  have  it! 

Cler.  [within,]  Then  keep  it; 
Be  sore  you  keep  it ! 

La-lVritt  I'll Jput  it  in  my  mouth  else. 
Stand  further  on  yet,  and  stand  quietly, 
And  look  another  way,  or  I'll  be  with  you  ! 
Is  tliis  all?  I'll  undertake  within  these  two  days 
To  furnish  any  cutler  in  this  kingdom. 

Beau,  Pox,  what  fortune's  this !  Disarmed 
A  snail  ?  a  dog  ?  [by  a  puppy  ? 

La-Writ,  No  more  o'  these  words,  gentle- 
man !  [me ! 
Sweet  gentleman,  no  more!  Do  not  provoke 
Co  wuk  i'  th'  Ilorse-fair;  whistle,  gentle^ 
What  must  I  do  now  ?                      [man. — 

Enter  Cleremontj  pursued  by  Verdone* 

Cler.  Help  me;  I'm  almost  breathless. 
La-Writ.  With  all  my  heart.     There's  a 

cold  pie  for  you,  sir! 

[Strikes  Cleremont. 
Cler.  Thou  strik'st  me,  fool ! 
•La-Writ,  Thou  fool,   stand  further  off 

theo«— 


Deliver,  deliver! 

[Strikes  up  Verdowfs  heels,  and  takes 
his  sword  too, 
Cler,  Hold  fast. 

La- Writ,  1  ne*er  fail  in't.  [daggers ! 

There's  twelve-pence;  go,  buy  you  two  leaden 
Have  I  done  well  ? 

Cler.  Most  like  a  gentleman. 
Beau,  And  we  two  basely  lost! 
Verdone.  'Tis  but  a  fortune. 
We  shall  yet  find  an  hour. 

[Exeunt  Beau,  and  Verd,  sad* 
Cler.  I  shall  be  glad  on*t. 
La-Writ.    Where's  my  cloak,    and   my 
trinkets?  Or,  will  you 
Fight  any  longer,  for  a  crash  or  two  ? 
Cler.  I  am  your  noble  friend,  sir. 
La-Writ.  It  may  be  so. 
Cler.  What  honour  shall  I  do  you,  for 

this  great  courtesy  ? 
Lor-Writ,  All  I  desire  of  you,  is  to  take 
The  quarrel  to  yourself,  and  let  me  hear  no 

more  on't; 
(I  have  no  liking  to't;  it  is  a  foolish  matter) 
And  help  mc  to  put  up  my  sword. 

Cler,  Most  willingly. 
But  I  am  bound  to  gratify  you,    and  I  must 
Not  leave  you. 

LorWrit.  I  tell  you,  V\\  not  be  gratified; 
Nor  I  will  hear  no  more  on't.     Take  the 

swords  too, 
And  do  not  anger  me,  but  leave  me  quietly. 
For  the  matter  of  honour,  'tis  at  your  owi) 
disposure ; 

And  so,  and  so [Exit  La-Writ, 

Cler,  This  is  a  most  rare  Lawyer ; 
I'm  sure,  most  valiant.      Well,  Dinant,  as 

you  satisfy  me — 
I  say  no  more.    I'm  loadcn  like  an  armorer. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Dinant, 

Din,  To  be  dispatch'd  upon  a  sleeveless 

errand !  [tainted ! 

To  leave  mv  friend  engag'd,  muie  honour 
These  are  trim  things.    I  am  set  here  like  a 

perdue,  [mistress. 

To   watch  a  fellow  that  has  wrong'd  my 
A  scurvy  fellow  that  must  pass  tliis  way; 
But  what  tliis  scurvy  fellow  is,  or  whence. 
Or  whether  his  name  be  William,  or  John, 
Or  Antony,  or  Dick,  or  any  thing,  I  know 

not; 
A  scurvy  rascally  fellow  I  must  aim  at; 
And  there's  the  office  of  an  ass  flung  on  me. 
Sure  Cleremont  has  fought,  but  how  come  off. 
And  what  the  world  shall  think  of  me  here^ 

after !  [rascals. 

Well,  woman,  woman,    I  must  look  your 
And  lose  my  reputation!    YouVe  a  fine 

power  over  us.  [curiously 

These  two  long  hours  I've  trotted  here,  and 
Surveyed  all  goers-by,  yet  find  no  rascal, 

La-Writ  sings  within,  then  enters. 
Nor  any  face  to  quarrel  with.  What's  that  I 
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This  is  a  rascaUy  voice;    sure  it  comes  this 
way.  [broke, 

La-  WHt.  *  He  strook  so  hard  >*,  the  bason 
'AiidTarquin  heard  the  sound.' 

Din,  W  hat  mister-thing  is  this  "  ?  let  me 

survey  it.  \\x\  two.' 

Lor-Writ,  *  And  then  he  struck  his  neck 

Din.  This  may  be  a  rascal,  but  'tis  a  mad 

rascal. 

VVhat  an  alphabet  of  faces  he  puts  on  ! 

Hej,  how  It  fences!    If  this  should  be  the 

roi^uc — 
As  'tis  the  likeliest  rogue  I  see  this  day— 
La-Writ.  *  Was  ever  man  for  lady's  sake? 

Down,  down ! ' 
Din.  And  what  are  you,  good  sir?  Down, 

down,  down,  down ! 
La-Writ.  What's  that  to  you,— good  sir  ? 
Down,  down !  [down,  down ! 

Din.  A  pox  on  you,   gooa  sir !     Down, 
You  with  your  buckram   bag,    what  make 
you  here  ?  [with  my  shadow  now. 

And  from  whence  come  you  ?— «T  could  fight 
La-Writ.  Thou  fierce  man,   that  like  Sir 
Lancelot  dost  appear, 
I   need  not  tell  thee  what  I  am,   nor  eke 
what  r  make  here  *^. 
Din.    This  is  a  precious  knave. — Stay, 
stay,  good  Tristram, 
And  let  me  ask  thy  mightiness  a  question; — 
Did  you  ne*er  abuse  a  lady  ? 

Li-Writ.  Not;    to  abuse  a  lady's  very 
Din    Say  you  so,  sir  ?  [hard,  sir. 

Did^  thou  never  abuse  her  honour  r 

La^Writ.   Not;  to  abuse  her  honour  is 

impossible.  [thy  name? 

Din.  Certain,  this  is  the  rascal.     What's 

La-  Writ.  My  name  is  Cock  o'  two ;  use  me 

I  will  be  cock  of  tliree  else,  [respectively  *3, 


Din.  What's  all  this? 
You  say,  you  did  abuse  a  lady. 

Lik-Writ.  You  lie. 

Dm.  And  that  you  wrong'd  her  honour. 

La^Writ.  That"i  two  lies. 
Speak  suddenly,  for  I  am  full  of  business. 

Din,  What  art  thou,    or  what  canst  thou 

be,  thou  peagoose,  [me  wonder. 

That  durst  give  me  the  lie  thus  r  thou  mak'st 

La-Writ,  And  wonder  on,  till  time  makes 
all  tliis  plain.  [thou  a  gentleman  f 

Din,  You  must  not  part  so,  sir.    Art 

LorWrit,    Ask  those  upon  whose  ruins  I 
am  mounted.  [sun. 

Din.  This  is  some  Cavalero  knight  o'  th' 

La^Writ.  I  tell  thee  I'm  as  good  a  gentle^ 
'        man  as  the  duke. 
I  have  atchiev'd Gro,  follow  thy  business! 

Din.  But  for  this  lady,  sir 

Lit-Writ.  Why,  hang  this  lady,  sir! 
And  the  lady-mother  too,  sir !  What  have  I 
to  do  with  ladies? 

Enter  Cleremont, 

Cler,  'Tis  the  Little  Lawyer's  voice :   Has 
he  got  my  wav  ? 
It  should  be  hereabouts. 

Din.  You  dry  biscuit  rogue, 
I  will  so  swinge  you  for  tliis  blasphemy ! 
Ha'  I  found  you  out  ? 

Cler,  That  should  be  Dinant's  tongue  too, 

La-Wril.  And  I  defy  thee;  do  thy  worst! 

*  Oh,  ho,  quoth  Lancelot  tho' ! ' 

And,  that  thop  shalt  know  I'm  a  true  gentle* 

man,  [phant. 

And  speak  according  to  the  phrase  trium-* 

Thy  lady  is  a  scurvy  lady,    and  a  shittcn 


lady, 


And,  tho'  I  never  heard  of  her,  a  debos 


[lady »% 
?  boshed 


'•  He  strook  so  hard,  &c.]  The  lines  La-Writ  here  sings  are  taken  from  ^n  old  ballad, 
called  *  The  Noble  Acts  of  Arthur  and  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.'  R. 

"  What  master-thing  is  this  y]  The  idea  this  gave  was,  What  master-piece  qfodditp  have 
wc  here  ?  But  Mr.  Sympson  has  hit  on  a  ihore  humorous  reading ;  What  »i*Ver-thing  is  this? 
J^Jjster  zeight  being  common  to  Spenser  and  Chaucer.  I  am  far  from  approving  tlie  insert 
cion  of  obsolete  words  in  general ;  but  here,  where  La-Writ  is  talking  and  singing  knight^ 
errantry,  a  word  common  iq  the  tales  of  kniglit-errants  is  certainly  natural  and  obvious* 
Id  the  excellent  Glossary  to  Urry's  Cnaucer,  mister,  from  the  French  mestier,  a  profession 
or  trade.  Hence  it  is  used  for  any  sort,  kind,  or  condition ;  as  mister-folk  kind  of  mcUy 
&c.  Seward, 

Mister-thing  is  the  reading  of  the  second  folio ;  not  a  variation  hit  on  by  Mr.  Sympson  ! 

»•  Thou  fierce  man,  &c.J  These  two  lines  also  we  apprehend  to  be  quoted  from  some  old 
romance,  play,  or  ballad. 

«  Use  fne  respectively.]  Here  respectively  is  synonymous  to  respectfully,  W^e  never,  I 
believe,  now  use  it  in  that  sense,  Seward, 

Id  The  Laws  of  Candy,  Annophel  says,  "  The  princess  ever  for  your  sake  most  respec'* 
theeiy  loved  me."    The  word  frequently  occurs  in  the  same  sense,  in  the  old  writers. 

H  Deboshed.']  In  The  Tempest,  act  iii.  scene  2,  Trinculo  uses  this  word,  speaking  to 
Caliban,  upon  which  Mr.  Steevens  remarks,  *  I  meet  with  this  word,  which  I  suppose  to 
'  be  the  same  as  debauch* d,  in  Randolph's  Jealous  levers,  1634, 

"  See  your  house  be  stor'd 
"  With  the  dehoishest  roarers  in  this  city." 
*  When  diis  word  was  first  adopted  from  the  French  language,  it  appoj^rs  to  have  been  spelt 

*  pronunciation,  and  therefore  wrongly;  J)ut  ever  since  it  has  been  spelt 


'accordioE  to  the  ^ 

'  righty  it  has  been  utter^  with  equal  impropriety.' 


R. 
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And  thou  a  squire  of  low  degree !   Will  that 
content  thee  ?  [sword,  sir, 

Dost  thou  way-hiyinc  with  ladies r — A  pretty 
A  very  pretty  sword  !   I  have  a  great  mind 
to't.  [rojiue ! 

Din.    You  shall  not   lose  your  longing, 
C/tr.    Hold,  hold  ! 
Hold,  Dinant,  as  thou  art  a  gentleman! 
Lu-Writ,  As  much  as  you  will;  my  hand 
is  in  now.  [you  draw  yj>ur  sword 

C/er.  I  am  your  triend,  sir. — Dinant, 
Upon  the  gentleman  prestTv*d  your  honour: 
This  was  my  sf.'cond,  and  did  back  me  nobly. 
For  shame,  I'orheiir. 

JMu.  I  ask  y«)ur  mercy,  sir, 
And  am  your  f-ervant  n(».v. 

Lu'Writ.  May  we  not  figlit  then? 
CUr.  Tm  sure  you  siiull  not  now. 
jM-\\'rit»  J'm  M)rry  lor't ; 
I'm  sure  ril  slay  no  longer  then,  not  a  jot 
ionger.  [*»till,  sir. 

Arc  there  any  more  on  ye  afore?   1  will  sing 

[EtU  La-Writ,   nifiging. 

Din.  I  look  now  you  should   chide   me, 

and  'tis  lit,  [anirur. 

And   with  much    bitterness    express    your 

1  have  deserv'd  :  Yet,  when  you  know 

Citr,  1  thank  you  ! 
Do  you  think  ihiit tin:  wrong  you  have  ofiVr'd 

'  me,  [wrong 

The    most    unmanly    wrong,   *  unfriendly 

Din.  1  do  confers 

\    CJcr,  That  bo\  i^h  sleight— 

Din.  Noti^o,  sir.  [your  honour, 

C/er,  Tliat  poor  and  base  renouncing  of 
Can  be  allay 'd  with  w«>rds? 

Din.  J  give  you  way  Lt ill.  [it  a  friend**  part, 

Cftr.  Coloiir'd  withsinoolli  excuses?  Was 

A  gentleman's,  a  man's  that  wears  a  sword. 

And  r-tunds  upon  the  point  of  reputation. 

To   hide   his   head   tlien,    when  his  honour 

ciill'd  hnn; 
CalPd  hnn  ulou<l,  and  led  liim  to  his  fortune  ? 
To  halt,  and  slip  the  collar?    }\y  my  life, 
1  would  have  giv'n  my  life   I'd  never  known 

thee  ! 
Th*  hast  eaten  cankei^like  into  my  judgment 
With  this  disgrare,    tliy  whole  lite  caiuiot 
heal  a;;ain. 
Din.  This  I  can  suffer  too ;  I  fmd  it  honest. 
CUr.  Can  yon  pretend  an  excuse  **  now 
may  absolve  you, 
Or  any  thing  llkehonr»t,  to  bring  you  off? 
Engage  n»e,  like  an  ass? 

Dm.  Will  you  but  hear  mc? 
CUr.  Expose  mc  like  a  jade  to  tug,    and 
hale  thro', 


Laugh'd  at,    and  almost  hooted  ?    Your  dis- 
graces [me  ? 
Invite  men's  swords  and  angers  to  dispatch 

])in,  Jl'you  will  be  patient 

Cier.  An'd  be  abu:>M  still?    But  that  I've 
call'd  thee  friend. 
And  to  that  name  allow  a  sanctuary, 
You  should  hear  further  I'rom  me;     I'd   not 
talk  thus:  [^ir* 

Rut  henceforih  stand  upon  your  own  bottom. 
And  })ear  your   own    abuses;    1    scorn  my 

sword 
Should  travel  in  so  poor  and  empty  quarrels. 
Din.  lla*  you  done  vet?    take  vour  whole 
swjug  ol  anier ; 
I'll  bear  all  uitlicoiiient. 

C/er.  \\\\y  were  you  absent  ? 

Din.    You    kn«»w  1   urn  no  coward,  you 

have  seen  that. 

And  therefore,  out  of  fear  forsook  you  not: 

You  know  J  am  not  faljc,  of  a  treacherous 

nature,  [>*"^  '^^^  • 

Apt  to  l»€tray  my  friend;  I    have  fought  for 

You   know   no  busine^^s,  that  conccrn'd  my 

l\Iy  kindred,  or  my  life [state, 

C/cr.  W  here  Mas  the  fault  then  ? 
Din.  The  honour  of  that  lady  1  ad«)re, 
Her  credit,  and  her  name:  You  know  she 
And  with  what  haste.  [sent  for  me, 

C/er.  What  was  he  that  trndue'd  ? 
Dill.  'Hie  man  i*tir  moon,  1  think  ;  hither 
But  to  what  end [1  was  sent. 

Enter  Xursc, 
C/er.  This  is  a  pretty  Him-flam  I 
iV//rsf.  I'm  glad  I've  met  you,  sir;  T  have 
And  seeking  evVy  where.        [been  seeking^ 

C/ir.  And,  now  you've  found  him, 
Declare  what  bjisiness,  <mr  ambassador  '5, 
Awr.vc.    Whai's    that  to   •  (ui,     goodman 

Klouter? — Oh,  sir,  luy  lady 

Din.    Prithee,    nJuvoreof  thy  lady;    ^ 

have  too  much  on't. 
CUr.  Let  me  have  a  little;  speak  to  me. 
Sur$e.  To  you,  sir?  [iu>ide,  sir, 

Tis   more   than   time  ! — All   occar-ious   set 
Or  whatsoever  nv\v  be  tlionght  a  busnu?«s— 
Din.  What  then? 

^'urse.  liepair  to  mc  within  this  hour. 
CUr.  Where? 

Xnrsc.  What  is  that  to  you  ?    come  von. 
When  you  re  Sv-nt  for.  [sir, 

CUr.  (Jod-a-mercy,  Mumpsimns  ! 
You  tnay  go,    Dinant,  and   follow   this  old 

fairy, 
Till  you  have  lost  yourself,  your   friends, 
your  credit, 


>•  Can  you  preten<i  an  excuse — ]  Mr.  Seward's  passion  for  exact  measure  induces  him  to 
read,  **  C  an  yon  pretend  a  \chsc.** 

»5  Our  iunhMMi:io/ .']  Mr.  Syujpson  Unnks  this  might  probably  be  o/d  ambassador,  and 
^hen  there  is  a  :tron;:  reason  for  her  calling  Wnn^fiuuttr.  It  is  certainly  an  improvement, 
and  bids  fair  for  having  been  the  original.  Sewanl. 

Our  ambassador  isfioutine ;  and  the  old  reading  shoidd  not  be  altered  without  authorityi 
irhilc  it  is  intelligible ;  thoiij^  we  think  the  emeudatioD  a  good  otuc. 
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And  honey  out  your  youth  in  rare  adven- 
I  can  but  grieve  IVe  known  you^       [tures : 

J^urse.  Will  you  go,  sir  ? 
1  come  not  often  to  vo«  with  these  blessinsjs: 
You  may  believe  that  thing  tlicre,    and  rc- 
That  dogig;ed  thing!  [pent  it, 

Cicr.  I'eacc,  Touchwood! 
Din.  I  will  not  go. 
Go,  bid  your  lady  seek  some  fool   to  fawn 
on  her,  [with; 

Some  unexperiencM   puppy  to  make  sport 
Tve  been  her  mirtii  too  long  !   Thus  I  shake 
from  me  [ments 

The  fetters  she  put  on ;   thus  her  enchant- 
Jblow  away  like  wind :  Xo  more  hcrlieauty— 
Nurse.  Take  heed,  sir,  what  you  say. 
Clcr,  Go  forward,  Diiiant. 

JHn.  The  charms  shot  from  her  eyes 

Nurse.  Be  wise. 
Cler,  JBe  valiant. 

Din.    That  tongue,  that  tells  fair  tales  to 
men's  destructions, 
^hall  never  rack  me  more'^. 
Nurse.  Stay  there. 
Cier.  Go  forward. 

Din.  I  will  now  hear  her,  see  her,  as  a 
woman,  [her*', 

purvey  her,  and  the  power  man  has  allow'd 
As  I  would  ^o  the  course  of  common  things. 
Unmoved,  unstruck. 

Citr.  Hold  tliere,  and  T  forgive  thee. 
Din.  She  is  not  fair,  and  that  that  makes 
her  proud 
Is  not  her  own,  our  eyes  bestow  it  on  her ; 
To  touch  and  kiss  her  is  no  blessedness, 
A  sun-burnt  Ethiop's  lip's  as  soft  as  hers, 
po,  bid  her  stick  some  other  triumph  up, 
And  take  into  her  favour  some  dull  fool. 
That    has    no    precious  time   to  lo?e,    no 
friends,  [chi^nt. 

No  honour,  nor  no  life :    Like  a  bold  mcr- 
A  bold   and  bankrupt  man,    I've  ventured 
all  the^e,  [to  her; 

And  split  my  bottom.      Return  this  answer 


I  am  awake  again,  and  see  her  mischiefs, 
And  am  not  now,  on  every  itUc  errand. 
And  new-coin*d  angt  r,  to  he  hurried  '**, 
And  then  despised  a!j;ain ;    I  have  forgot  het^ 

CJer.  If  this  be  true 

Nurse.  Vm  sorry  I  have  troubled  you ; 
More  sorry,  that  my  lady  has  adventur*d 
So  great  a  favour  in  so  weak  a  mind. 
This  hour  yoi|  have  refus'd  That,  when  you 
come  to  know  it,  [fellow  ! 

Will  run  Y«)tf  mad.  and  make  vou  rui>c  that 
She  i>  not  fair,  nor  Imndsome !  so  1  leave  you. 
Cler.  Stay,  lady,  stay ;    but  is  there  such 
a  business  ?  [yours 

Nurse.    You'd   break  vour  neck,  'twere 
C/er.  My  back,  you  would  say. 
Nurse.  But  play  the  friend 'spurt  still,  sir, 
rris  a  fair  oHice.  [and  undo  liim  ; 

J)i/i.  I've  spoke  too  liberally. 
Nurse.  I  shall  deliver  what  you  say. 
Cfer.  You  shall  be  hang-d  first; 
You'd  fain  be  prating  now !    Take  the  man 
Nurse.  Not  i ;  I  have  no  power,  [with  you. 
(fler.  You  may  go,  Dinant. 
Nurse.  'Tis  in*s  own  will;  I  had  no  further 
charge,  sir,  [tltought 

Than  to  tell  him  what  I  did ;    which,    if  I'd 

It  should  have  been  recciv'd  so 

Cler.  Taith,  you  may; 
You  do  not  know  how  far  it  may  concern  you. 

If  I  perceived  any  trick  in't 

Din.  'J\vill  end  there. 

Cler.    Tis  my  fault  then.    Tliere  is  an 

hour  in  fortune  '9,  [chide  you. 

That  must  be  still  ohscr>-M:    You   think'  I'll 

When   things  must   be.      Nay,  see,  an   he 

will   hold  his  head  up  !  [too  ? 

Would  such  a  lady  send   with  such  11  charge 

Say  she  has  play'd    the  fool,   play  the   fool 

with  her  again. 
The  great  fool,  the  greater  still  the  better. 
He  shall  go  with  you,  v\^oman. 

Nurse.  As  it  please  him; 
I  know  the  way  idone  else. 


it. 


'•  Shall  never  rack  me  more.l  Rackf  i.  e.  torment,  is  certainly  good  sense  here,  and  I 
therefore  don't  change  it,  though  wrack,  the  old  way  of  spelling  ureck,  i.  e.  ship-wreck^ 
seems  much  more  poetical:  Fur  his  honour,  by  her  devices,  had  just  before  been  wrack^d^ 
yhich  Dinant  a  little  lower  expresses  by  the  same  metaphor : 

**  ■         like  a  bold  merchant, 

I've  ventured  all  these,"  (i.  e.  time,  friends,  honour  and  life,) 

And  split  my  bottom." 
Tliis  confirmation  occ^urred  after  the  conjecture  itself.  Servard. 

^'  And  the  pozeer  man  has  allow^dy  sir.]  i'onner  edit.  Scioard. 

**  And  am  tfot  now  on  every  idle  errand, 
And  new-coined  an^er,  to  he  hurried. 

And  then  despis*d  a^ain.'\  Mr.  Sympson  suspects  the  word  hurried,  as  mating  no  antithe- 
M5  to  despised,  and  therefore  proposes  to  read  hoiiayed,  a  word  common  to  our  Authors.  But 
a»  Dinant  had  just  before  been  "  hurried  on  an  idle  errand,  and  a  new-coin'd  iuigcr,"  I 
see  no  sort  of  reason  fof  the  change:  Perhaps,  indeed,  anger  might  have  been  danger, 
because  it  was  the  pretence  of  that  which  had  induced  him  to  go  upon  her  former  errand  ; 
but  neither  is  this  change  necessary.  Seward. 

»»  There  is  an  hour  in  fortune. 


Tbc 


That  must  be  still  observ*d,'\  We  meet  with  this  sentiment  in  Shakespeare's  Julius  Cesar* 
pa&$»age  is  quoted  (vol.  i.)  act  ii.  so.  1.  noie  *  of  The  Custom  of  the  Country, 
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[Act  3.  Scene  !• 


Din,  Whrre's  your  lady  ? 
i^^urse.  1  shall  direct  you.  quickly. 

Dill.  Well,  ril  go;  [say 

put  what  her  wrongs  will  pive  me   leave  to 
Cler,  We'll  leave  that  to  yourselves.    I 
tball  hear  from  you  P 


Din.  As  soon  as  I  come  off. 

Cler.  Come  on  then  bravely. 
Farewell  till  then,  and  play  the  man  ! 

Din.  You're  merry; 
All  1  expect  is  »coru.    I'll  lead  you,  lady. 

l^evnt  severally. 


^^ 


ACT   iir. 


JRntcr  Ckampernel,  l/tmir'a^  BeauprCf    Vei'^ 
done,  and  Charlotte. 

Beau.  \1I7E'LL  venture  on  him. 

^^      Champ.  Out  of  iny  doors!    I 
charge  t!ice, 
6ee  me  no  more ! 

Lam.  Your  nephew  ? 

Chump.  I  di«>claini  him; 
He  has  no  part  in  nie,  nor  in  my  blood. 
Ady  brother,  that  kept  fortune  bound,  and 
Conquest  hereditary  to  his  issue,  [left 

Could  not  l>e^et  a  coward. 

Verd.  1  fought,  sir, 
Xike  a  good  fefiow,  and  a  soldier  too ;  [fates ; 
But  men  are  men,  and  cannot  make  their 
Ascribe  you  to  my  father  what  you  pleasei 
I'm  born  to  suffer. 

Champ.  All  disgrace?,  wretch  ! 

Lam.  Good  sir,  be  patient. 

Champ,  Was  there  no  tree, 
(Fpr  to  fall  by  a  noble  enemy's  sword 
A  coward  is  unworthy)  nor  no  river  ••, 
To  force  thy  life  out  backward,    and   to 

drown  it, 
But  that  thou  must  survive  thy  infamy. 
And  kill  me  with  the  sight  of  one  I  hate, 
And  gladly  would  forget  ? 

Beau.  Sir,  his  misfortune 
Deserves  not  this  rejiroof. 

Champ.  In  your  opinion: 
Tis  fit  you  two  should  be  of  one  belief. 
You  are  indeed  ^ne  gallants,     and  fight 

bravely  v 

I'th'  city  with  your  tongues,  but  in  the  field 
Have  neither  spirit  to  dare,  nor  power  to  do ; 
Your  swords  are  all  lead  tlicre. 

Beau.  I  know  no  duty 
(However  you  may  wreak  your  spleen  on 
That  binds  me  to  endure  tliis.  [him) 

Champ.  From  Dinunt 
You'll  suffer  more  !  That  ever  cursed  I 
Should  give  my  honour  up,  to  the  defence 
Of  such  a  tl)inc  as  he  is  ! 


or  my  lady, 


That  is  all  innocent**,  for  whom  a  dove  would 
Assume  the  courage  of  a  daring  eagle, 
Repose  her  confidence  in  one  tliat  can 
No  better  guard  her  !  In  contempt  of  you, 
I  love  Dinaptf  mine  enemy,  nay,  admire 
him ;  [justice. 

His  valour  claims  it  from  me,    and  with 
lie  that  could  fight  thus,    in  a  cause  not 
honest,  [honour. 

His  sword  cdgM  with  defence  of  right  and 
Would  pierce  as  deep  a&  lightning,  with 
And  kill  as  deadly^  [that  speed  too, 

Verd,  You're  as  far  from  justice, 
In  him  you  praise,    ^a  equity  in  the  censure 
You  load  me  with. 

Beau.  Dinant?  he  durst  not  meet  us. 

Lam.  How !  durst  not,  brother  ? 

Beau.  Durst  not;  I  repeat  it. 

Verd.    Nor  was    it  C|ereinont's    valour 
tliat  disaim'd  us ; 
I  had  die  better  of  him.  For  Dinant,  [I  dare 
If  that  might  make   my  pence  witli  you, 
Write  him  a  coward  upon  evVy  post, 
And  with  the  hazard  of  my  life  defend  it. 

Lam.  If  'twere  laid  ^t  the  stake  you'cj 
lose  it,  nephew. 

Champ.  Came  he  not,  say  you? 

Verd.  No;  but  in  his  room 
There  was  a  devil,  hir'd  fron)  some  magiciaUi 
I'th'  shape  of  an  attorney. 

Beau.  Twas  he  ditj  it, 

Verd.  And  his  the  honour. 

Beau.  I  could  wish  Dinant 

Ttwt  what  talk  I  of  one  that  stcpp'd  aside. 
And  durst  not  come  ! 

Lum.  I'm  such  a  friend  to  truth, 
I  cannot  hear  this.     Why  do  you  detract 
Thus  poorly  (I  should  say  to  others,  basely) 
From  one  of  such  approv'd  worth? 

Champ.  Ha  !    how's  this  ?  [noble, 

Lam.  From  one  so  excellent  in  all  that's 
Whose  only  weakness  fs  excess  of  courage  ? 
That  knows  no  enemies,    that  he  cannot 
master. 


•no  river. 


To  force  thif  life  out  backwardy  or  to  drown  it."]  The  disjunctive  or  is  surely  improper  here; 
for  forcing  life  out  backward  is  only  an  exceedingly  droll  description  of  drowning.        Seward. 

*>  J%at  is  all  innocent.]  All-innocent  is  poetical,  but  from  no  hyphen  being  added  in  the 
former  editions,  and  innocent  being  wrote  witli  a  great  letter,  perlmps  the  true  reading  may 
be,  **  all  innocence."  Seward. 

Surely  there  is  no  need  of  a  hyphen ;  the  expression  is  equally  poetical,  and  the  sense  the 
(»une,  without  ifrj 


Act  S.  Scene  1.] 
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But  his  affections;  and  in  them,  the  worst. 
His  love  to  me? 

Champ.  To  you  ? 

Lam.  YeSy  sir,  to  me : 
I  dare  (for  what  b  that  whicli   innocence 
dares  not)  [combat 

To  you  profess  it :  And  he  shunn'd  not  the 
For   fear  or  doubt  of  these.      Blush,  and 
repent,  [valour ! 

Thai  you  in  thou|;ht  e*er  did  that  wrong  to 

Beau.  Why,  this  is  rare. 

Champ    'Fore  Heaven,  exceeding  rare  ! 
Why,  modest  lady,  yuu  tliat  sing  such  en- 
Of  your  first  suitor [comiums 

Verd.  How  can  you  convince  us 
In  our  reports**  ?  " 

Lam.  With  what  you  cannot  answer : 
Twas  my  command  that  staid  him. 

Champ.  Your  command  ?  [with  my  power 

Ijam,  Mine,  sir;  and,  had  my  will  rank'd 
And  his  obedience,  I  could  have  sent  him. 
With  more  ease,   weaponless  to  you,    and 
bound,  [his  honour 

Than  have  kept  him  back ;    so  well  he  loves 
Beyond  his  lite. 

Champ.  Better  and  better  still ! 

JLam.  I  wrought  witii  liim  in  private,  to 

divert  him  [y^^ 

From  your  assur'd  destruction,  had  he  met 

Champ.  In  private  ? 

Ldum.  Yes,  and  ui>*d  all  arts,  all  charms. 
Of  one    that    knew    herself   the   absolute 
Of  all  his  faculties.  [mistress 

Chump.  Gave  all  rewards  too 
Hts  service  could  deserve  ?  Did  not  he  take 
The  measure  of  my  sheets  ? 

Lam.  Do  not  look  yellow;  [me,  sir. 

Fre  cause  to  speak ;    frowns  cnnnot  fright 
By  all  luy  hopes,  as  I  am  spotless  to  you. 
If  I  rest  once  assur'd  you  do  but  doubt  me. 
Or  curb  me  of  that  freedom  you  once  gave 

Champ,  What  then  ?  [me 

Lam.  ril  not  alone  abuse  your  bea,  (that's 
nothing  ! ) 
But,  to  your  more  vexation,  'tis  resolv'd  on, 
rU  run  away,  and  then  try  if  Dinant 
Have  courage  to  defend  me. 

Champ.  Impudent  ! 

Verd.  And  on  the  sudden 

Beau.  How  are  you  transformed 
From  what  you  were ! 

Lttm.  I  was  an  innocent  virgin. 
And  1  can  truly  swear,  a  wife  as  pure 
As  ever  lay  by  husband,  and  will  die  so, 
Let  me  live  unsuspected :  Tm  no  servant. 
Nor  will  be  us'd  like  one!  If  you  desire 
To  keep  me  constant,  as  I  would  be,  let 
Trust  and  belief  in  yuu  beget  and  nurse  it: 
Unnecessary  jealousies  make  more  whores, 
Than  all  baits  else  laid  to  en  trap  our  frailties. 

Beau,   There's  no  contesting  with  her: 
From  a  child, 


Once  mov'd,  she  hardly  was  to  be  appeas'd; 
Yet  I  dare  swear  her  honest. 

Champ.  So  I  think  too. 
On  better  judgment.    I  am  no  Italian, 
To  lock  her  up;    uor  would  I  be  a  Dutch- 
man, [me : 
To  have  my  wife  my  sovereign,  to  command 
1*11  try  tlie  gentler  way ;  but,  if  that  fail. 
Relieve  it,  sir,  t!ierc*s  notiiing  but  extremes 
Which  she  must  feel  from  me. 

Beau.  That  ns  you  please,  sir. 

Char.  You've  won  tlye  breeches,  madam ! 
Look  up  sweetly ; 
My  lord  limps  towVd  you. 

Lum.  You  will  learn  more  manners ! 

[Strikes  her» 

Char.  This  is  a  fee,  for  counsel  that's  un« 
ask'd  for ! 

Champ.  Come,   I  mistook  thee,    sweet; 
prithee,  forgive  me ! 
I  never  will  be  jealous:  Ere  I  cherish 
Such  a  mechanic  humour,  I'll  be  nothing. 
I'll  say,  Dinant  is  all  that  thou  wouldst  hav« 
Will  that  suffice?  him; 

Lam   Tis  well,  sir! 

Champ.  Use  thy  freedom 
Unchcck'd,  and  unobserv'd :    If  thou  wilt 
have  it,  [wrongs; 

These  shall  forget  their  honour,  I  my 
Wc'ii  all  dote  on  him.  ElcU  be  my  reward, 
li  ^  dissemble  ! 

Lum.  And  that  hell  take  me. 
If  J  aifeclhiin  !  He's  a  lustful  villain, 
(But  yet  no  coward)  and  solicits  me 
To  my  dishonour;  that's  indeed  a  quarrel. 
And  truly  mine,  which  1  will  so  revenge. 
As  it  shall  iVi^iit  such  as  dare  only  think 
To  be  adulterers. 

Champ.  Use  thine  own  ways ; 
I  give  up  all  to  tiiee. 

Beau,  Oh,  wo»'ien,  women  !  [evils. 

When  vou  are  pleas'd   you  are  the  least  of 

Veri.  I'll  rhyme  to't— But  provok'd,  th« 
worst  of  devils  !  [Bxeunt, 

Enter  Sampson  and  three  Clients* 
Sfimp.  1  know  monsieur  La- Writ. 

1  Client.  'Would  he  knew  himself,  sir! 
Samp.  He  wai  a  pretty  lawyer,  a  kind  of 

Of  a  kind  of  unable  thin*;,      [pretty  lawyer, 

2  Client.  A  line  lawyer,  sir. 

And  would  have  firk'd  you  up  a  business  ! 
And  out  of  this  court  into  that  ! 

Samp.  You  are  too  forward  ;  [have  done. 
Not  so  fine,  n.y  friends;  somcthi.ighe  could 
But  short,  short  I 

1  Client,  I  know  your  worship's  favour  ; 
You're  nephew  to  th-i  ju(l;;e,  sir. 

Samp.  Jt  may  l;3  so, 
And  somet'iinj;  may  be  done,    without  trot- 
ting i'th' dirt,  friends: 
It  may  be  I  can  take  him  in  his  chamber, 


•»  In  our  repoHs.']  All  editions,  but  the  first,  read  "jjoi/r  reports  ;*'  We  think  the  old 
reading  best  i^  convince  tignilies  confute^  or  convict  us  if  falsehood. 
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[Act  8.  Sc6ne  i* 


And  have  an  hour's  talk  ;  it  may  be  so  ; 
And  tell  him  that  in's  cai* — there  an*  such 
I  will  not  say,  I  can.  [courte«ics ; 

3  Client.  We  know  you  can,  sir. 

Samp.  Peradventure  ay,  peradventure  no. 

But  wherc*s  La-Writ? 

Whf  re*s  your  sufficient  lawyer? 

1  Client,  lie's  blown  up,  <«ir. 

2  Client.  Run  mad,  and  quarrels  with  the 
do2  he  meets : 

lie  is  no  Ljiwycr  of  this  world  now. 

Samp.  Your  reason  ? 
Is  he  defunct  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

2  Client.  No,  he's  not  dead  yet,  sir; 
But  J  would  be  loth  to  cake  a  lease  on's  life  , 

for  two  hours:  [tij^iitinj:, 

Alas,  he  is  possess'd,  sir,  with  the  spirit  of 

And  quarrels  with  all  people  ;    but  how  he 

came  to  it —  [mau, 

Sonip.  Jf  he  fijiht  well,  and  Tike  agentle- 
The  man  may  fight;  for  *tis  a  lawful  cailinj;. 
Look  you,  my  friends,  I  am  a  civil  tjentle- 
And  my  lord  my  uncle  loves  me.  [luan, 

li  Client.  Wc  all  know  it,  sir. 

[too,  much  business, 

Sftmp.  I  think  he  does,  sir;  I've  business 
Turn  yon  some  forty  or  fifty  causes  in  a 
Yet,  when  1  j;etan  hour  of  vacancy,  [week: 
I  cau  tight  too,  my  friends;  a  little  does  well; 
I  would  be  loth  to  learn  to  tight. 

1  Client.  But,  an't  please  you,  sir. 
His  fighting  has  neglected  all  our  business  : 
We  are  undone,  our  causes  cast  away,  sir; 
His  not  appearance 

Samp.  Tliere  he  fought  too  long  ; 
A  little,  and  light  uell;  he  fought  too  long, 

indet?d,  friends : 
But,  ne'crihcK  ss,  things  must  be  as  th(  y  may. 
And  there  he  ways 

1  Clitnt,  Weknow,sir,if  you  please 

Sump,  St>inething   I'll   do.   Go,   rally   up 

your  causes. 

Enter  La-Writ  and  a  Gentleman  at  the  door. 

2  Client.  Now  you  may  behold,  sir, 
And  be  a  witness,  whether  wi*  tie  or  no. 

Lu'Writ.  I'll  meet  you  at  the  ordit.ary, 
sweet  gentlemen, 
Anl  if  there  be  a  wench  or  two 

Gent.  We*ll  have  'em.  [rome  ; 

iM'Writ.  No  handling  any  duels  before  J 
V^'e'U  have  no  going  leSb*J ;  1  Imtc  a  cowju^l ! 

Gent.  1  here  shall  be  nothing  done, 

JM-Writ.  Make  ail  tlie  quarrels 


You  can  devise  before  I  come,  and  let's  aFl 
There's  no  sport  else.  [fight ; 

Gent.  We*ll  see  what  may  be  done,  sir. 

1   Cli-nt.  Ila!  monsieur  Lu-Writ ! 

La-Writ.  Baflled  in  way  of  business. 
My  causes  cast  away,  judgment  against  us  ! 
Why,  there  it  goes. 

il  Clitnt.  What  :Jiall  we  do  the  whilst,  sir  ? 

La-Writ.  Breed  new  dissensions ;  go  hang 

yourselves !  [living. 

'Tis  all  one  to  me  ;  I  have  a  new  trade  of 

1  Client.  Do  yon  hear  what  he  says,  sir? 

Samp.  The  gentleman  speaks  finely. 

Lu-Writ.  Will  any  of  you  fight?  Fighting's 
my  occupation, 
If  Yf>"  find  yourselves  aggricv'd. 

&(imp.  A  complete  gentleman  I  [petitions! 

La-Writ.  Avnnt,  th^n  buck  ram  budget  of 
Thou  spital  of  lame  causes*^  !  I  lament  for 
And,  till  revenge  be  taken [thee; 

Samp.  Tis  most  excellent. 

Lu-Writ.  The  re,  every  man  chuse  his  pai- 

per,  and  his  place:  [ness, 

I'll  ansiwer  ye  all ;  1*11  neglect  no  man's  busi- 

But  he  shall  have  satisfaction  like  agentleman. 

Tiie  judge  may  do  and  not  do;  he's  but  a 

monsieur.  [hag,  sir. 

Samp.  Voii  have  nothing  of  mine  in  yoUr 

La-Writ.  I  know  not,  sir ;  |  thing. 

But  you  may  p»;t  any  thing  in,  any  fighting 

Samp.  It  is  sufficient ;  you  may  hear  here- 

La-Writ,  r  rest  y«)ur  bXTvaiit,  sir  !  [afteif". 

Samp.  No  more  words,  gentlemen,    [nie* 
Rut  follow  me  ;  no  more  words,  as  you  love 
The  gentieman'ij  a  noble  gentleman  I 
I  >hall  do  whiit  1  can,  and  then 

Clients.  We  tiu\iik  you,  sir.    [gentleman. 

Samp.  Not  a  word  to  disturb  him  ;  he's  a 
[Eueunt  Sampson  and  Clients, 

La-Writ.  No  cause  go  o*iny  side?  the  judge 

cast  all?  [action, 

And,  becauj^e  I  was  honourably  employ'd  in 

And  not  aj^perur*d,  juonouiice  ?  I'is  very  well, 

Tis  well,  'faith  !    tis  well,  judge  ! 

Enter  Cleremont, 

Cler.  Who  have  we  here? 
jMv  J.ittlo  furious  lawyer  ? 

IM-Wrtt.  I  sav,  'lis  well ! 
But  mark  the  end  ! 

Ciei .  How  he  is  mctamorphos'd  ! 
Nothing  of  Lawyer  lef't,  not  ubitof  buckrami 
No  sohciting  face  now :  This  is  no  simple 
Your  senant,  sir,  and  friend  !    [couversioo. 


*•»  Well  hare  no  going  less.]j  So  first  folio  ;  but  the  other  editions  read,  *'  We'll  have  no 
{oing  else."  W'e  thmk  the  old  reading  is  the  best  sen^e,  aud  much  more  characteristick. 
Uo  go  less,  too,  is  a  phrase  often  ust-d  by  our  Authors. 

«4  Thou  sihUIk.' of'  lame  causes.l  To  call  a  pettifogger  a  person  spit  out  of  lame  causes 
•eciiiS  very  stiff,  and  the  common  cant  tenu  splitter  is  so  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  that 
there  can  be  little  doubt  of  its  being  tfie  original.     There  are  few  characters,  either  i 
Shakespeare,  Jonson,  or  Moliere,  that  surpass  1^-Writ  in  comic  humour.  Seward. 

Mr.  Sewiird  totally  misapprehends  this.  *'  Spittle  [or  Spital']  of  lame  causes,"  is  mOKt 
ridiculously  interpreted  *'  a  peri>on  suit  out  of  lame  causes."  It  means,  **  an  hospital  of  lam* 
cau:i^t» ;"  'a  ti^ur^tivo  exprc^uUy  quite  a^recaljlc  to  tiiu  usoui  style  of  our  AuUiors. 
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La^Writ,  You  come  in  time,  sir. 

Cier.  The  happier  man,  to  he   at  your 

command  then.         [but  that's  all  one ; 

"Lth-Writ.  You  may  wonder  to  see  me  tlius  ; 

Time  »hall  declare.  '  fis  true,  I  was  a  Lawyer, 

But  I  have  mew*d  that  coat ;  I  hate  a  Lawyer ; 

I  t^k'd  much  in  the  court;  now  I  liate  talking. 

I  did  you  the  office  of  a  man  ? 

C/er.  I  must  confess  it. 

La-Writ.  Ami  bud«M  not;  no,  I  budg'd 

Ci€r,  No,  Tou  did  nut.  fnot? 

La^Wrii.  There's  it  then  ;  one  good  turn 

requires  another.  [service. 

Cier.   Most  willing,  sir ;  I*m  ready  at  your 

JLti-WrU.  Tnere,    read,  and  un(ier:>tand, 

and  then  deliver  it. 
Cier.  Tills  is  a  challenge,  sir. 
La-Writ.  Tis  very  like,  sir  ; 
I  seldom  now  write  sonnets. 

Cier.  Oj  admrantis^  ! 
*  To  Monsieur  Vertaigo,  the  President.' 
La-Writ.  I  chuse  no  fool,  sir. 
Cier.  Wljy,  he's  no  swordman,  sir. 
Lu-Writ.  Let  him  learn,  let  him  loam; 
Time  that  trains  chickens  up^  will  teach  him 
quickly. 
Clrr    NViiy,  he"s  a  judge,  an  old  man  ! 
La-Writ.  Never  too  old 
To  be  a  geutlemau;  and  lie  that  is  a  judge 
Can  jodj^e  best  what  belongs  t^  wounded  ho- 
nour, [causes, 
TVere  arc  my  griefs,  he  has  cast  away  my 
In  wliich  he  has  bow'd  my  reputation  : 

And  therefore,  jud^e,  or  no  judge 

Cier.  Prsky  be  rui'd,  sir  ! 

This  is  the  ma.idest  thin^ 

Jjo-Writ.  You  will  not  carry  itr 

Cier.  I  do  not  tell  you  so ;  but,  if  you  may 

be  persuaded [would  not  ti^lit ; 

La-  Writ,  Yoa  know  how  you  us'd  me  when  1 
I>o  you  remember,  gentleman  ? 

Cf'^r.  The  dt»virs  in  him.  [do  it; 

JLfl-  Writ.  I  see  it  in  your  eyes,  that  you  d:ire 
You  have  a  rarryius;  f;ice,  an<l  you  shall  carry 
Cier.  The  le:ist  is  banishuient.  [it. 

Ln  Writ.  Be  banishM  then ; 
Thi  a  friend's  part :   VVe'll  meet  in  Africa, 
Or  any  conier  of  the  earth. 
Cttr.  Say,  he  will  not  (i»ht  ? 
La- Writ.  I  know  then  what  to  say  ;  take 

yuu  no  care,  sir. 
Cier.  Well,  f  will  carry  it,  and  deliver  it. 
And  to-morrow  mormng  meet  you  in  t!ie 

l>^uvre  ; 
^1  when,  my  service. 


La-Writ.  A  judge,  or  no  judge,  no  judj;e  ? 

\Eri(. 
Cier.  This  is  the  prettiest  rogue  that  e'er 
I  reail  of;  [sidcnt } 

None  to  provoke  to  tli*  field,  hut  the  old  pre- 
What  face  shall  I  put  on  ?  Iff  come  in  ear- 
I  am  sure  to  wear  a  pair  of  bracelets,  [nest. 
This  nuiy  make  some  sport  yet ;  I  will  deliver 
Here  comes  the  preaident.  [it. 

Enter  Vertai^n,  with  two  Gentlemen. 
Vert.  I  shall  find  time,  gentlemen. 
To  do  your  causes  good      Is  not  that  Clere- 
1  Gent.  Tis  he,  my  lord.  [mont  ? 

Vert.  Wiiy  does  he  smile  upon  me  ?    [sir. 
Am  I  become  ridiculous  ?  Has  your  fortune, 
Upon  my  son,  made  you  contemn  his  father  ? 
The  glory  of  a  gentleman  is  fair  bearing. 
Clcr.  Mistake  me  not,  my  lord  ;  you  shall 
not  find  that : 
I  come  with  no  blown  spirit  to  abuse  you ; 
I  know  your  place,  and  honour  due  unto  it. 
The  reverence  to  your  silver  age  and  virtue. 
Vert.  Vour  face  is  merry  still. 
Cier.  So  is  my  business; 
And  I  beseech  your  honour  mistake  me  not, 
I  have  brought  you,  from  a  wild,  or  rather 
mad-inan,'  [mirth. 

As  mad  a  piece  of You  were  wont  to  love 

In  your  young  days ;  I've  known  your  honour 

wooe  it :  [lenge,  sir — 

This  may  be  made  no  little  one  ;  'tis  a  clial- 

N  ay,  start  not,  I  beseech  you ;  it  means  you  no 

harm. 
Nor  any  man  of  honour,  or  understanding; 
Tis  to  steal  from  your  serious  hours  a  little 

laughter, 
I  am  bold  f)  bring  it  to  your  lordship. 

Vert.  Tib  to  nie,  iiuli.ed.  [years  ? 

Do  ihcy  take  me   for  a  swordman  at  these 
Clcr.  *  ris  only  worth  your  honour's  mirth, 
that's  all,  sir  ; 
It  hud  been  in  nie  else  a  sancy  rudeness. 
Vert.  rro[n  one  La-Writ ;  a  very  punctual 
challenge.  [mutter. 

Cier.  But,  if  your  lordship  mark  it,  no  great 
Vtrt.  I  have  known  such  a  wrangling  ad- 
vocute,  [him  ; 

Such  a  little  fi^ent  thing.     Oh,  I  rememben 
A  notable   talking   knave!  Now,  out  upon 
him,  [mortally ! 

Il'has  cliallen«j;'d  me  downright,    detied  mo 
I  do  remember  too,  1  cast  his  causes. 
1       Cier.  Why  there's   the  quarrel,  sir,  the 
I  mortal  quarrel. 


•*  O  admirantis.]  An  ingenious  friend  suspects  this  Latin  word  to  have  been  a  marginal 
note  crept  into  the  text.  That  Clereinont  saying  only  0,  someb.jdy  wrote  ugaiiist  it  ad/ni- 
r^Htis,  to  shew  that  a  note  of  admiration  was  omitted ;  and  t!iut  tiiis  was  the  expression  of 
ooe  mider  a  very  coniiCk  astonishment.  I  hojje  the  reader  will  assent  to  tiie  conjecture,  and 
ii4ve  thercfofe  discarded  the  word.         Seward, 

We  do  not  think  admiuntis  to  have  been  a  marginal  notp,  but  tliat  the  word,  or  some 
near  it,  was  really  given  ^y  the  writers  to  Clcreaiont  to  express  his  astonishment.  The  old 
Urxt  slioold  not  be  discarded  ;  and  the  word  completes  the  measure,  an  argument  U)  whicti 
Mr.  Seward  often  pays  too  much  rej;ard. 
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[Acts.  Scene  1. 


my 


FerL  Why,  what  a  knave  is  this!  As  you're 

a  gentleman. 

Is  there  no  furtlier  purpose  but  mere  mirth  ? 

What  a  bold  man  of  war !  he  invites  me 

roundly.  [man, 

Clcr,  It' there  should  be,  I  were  no  gentle- 

Nor  worthy  of  tlie  honour  of  my  kindred. 

And,  tho*  I'm  sure  your  lordship  hates  nr 

person, 

Which  time  may  bring  again  into  your  favour, 
Yet,  for  the  manners— ^^ — 

Vert,  I  am  satisfied  : 
You  see,  sir,  I've  outrliv'd   those  days  of 
fighting,  [beat  him  myself; 

And  therefore  cannot  do  him  the  honour  to 
.  But  I  have  a  kinsman  much  of  his  ability. 
His  wit  and  carriage*^,  (for  this,  call  him  fool) 
One  that  will  spit  as  senseless  fire  as  this 
fellow. 
Cler.  And  such  a  man  to  undertake,  my 

lord  ?  [pitch-barrels  together 

Vert,  Nay,  he's  too  forward  ;  these  two 
Cler.  Upon  my  soul,  no  harm. 
Vert.  It  makes  mc  smile. 
Why,  what  a  stinking  smother  will  they  ut- 
ter !  [pion, 
Yes,  he  shall  undertake,  sir,,  as  my  cham- 
(Since  you  propound  it  mirth,  I'll  venture  on 
it)                                                [honest, 
And  shall  defend  my  cause :  But,  as  you're 
Sport  not  with  blood  ! 

Cier.  Think  not  so  basely,  good  sir. 
Vert.  A  squire  shall  wait  upon  you  from  my 
kinsman ; 
To-morrow  morning  make  your  sport  at  full ; 
You  want  no  subject:  But,  no  wounds! 
Cler.  That's  my  care. 
Terf.  And  so,  good  day!  [Ex.  Vert.^  Gent. 
Cler.  Many  unto  your  honour  ! 
This  is  a  noble  fellow,  of  a  sweet  spirit. 
Now  must  I  think  how  to  contrive  thib matter. 
For  together  they  shall  go. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din,  Oh,  Cleremont! 
I  am  glad  I  have  found  thee. 

Cler.  1  can  tell  thee  rare  things. 

Din.  Oh,  I  can  tell  tliee  rarer : 
Dost  thou  love  me  ? 

Cler.  Love  thee  ? 

Din,  Dost  tliou  love  mc  dearly  ? 
Dar'bt  thou  for  my  sake 

Cler.  Any  thing  that's  honest. 

Din.  Tho*  it  be  dangerous  ? 

Cler.  Pox  o'  dangerous ! 

Din.  Nay,  wondrous  dangerous  ? 

Cler,  Wilt  thou  break  my  heart? 

Din,  Along  with  me  then. 

Cler.  I  must  part  to-morrow.  ["Jg^t, 

Din.  You  shall, you  shall.  Be  faithful  ior  this 
And  thou  hast  made  thy  friend ! 


Cler,  Away,  and  talk  not !  [Ereunt, 

Enter  Lamira  and  Nvrse. 

Lam.  Oh,  Nurse,  welcome !  Wh^'s  Di- 

iS/urse.  He's  at  my  back.  [nant? 

Tis  the  most  liberal  gentleman — ^This  gold 
He  gave  me  fur  my  pains  I  Nor  can  I  blame 
If  vou  yield  up  the  fort.  [y^"» 

tAtm.  How:  yield  it  up? 

Nurse.  I  know  not ;  he  that  loves,  and 
gives  so  largely. 
And  a  young  lord  to  boot,  (or  I  am  cozen'd) 
May  enter  every  where. 

Lum.  Thou'it  make  me  angry. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont. 

Niirxe.  Why,  if  you  are,  I  hope  here's  one 
will  please  you  ;  [with  youi 

Look  on  him  with  my  eyes.     Good  luck  go 
Were  I  young  lor  your  sake 

Din.  I  thank  thee.  Nurse.  [am— 

Nu7  8€.  I  would  be  tractable ;  and,  as  I 

Lam.  Leave  the  room  I 
So  old,  and  so  immodest  I  And  be  careful, 
Since  whispers  will  wake  sleeping  jealousies. 
That  none  disturb  my  lord.        [Eiit  Nurse, 

Cler,  Will  you  dispatch  ? 
Till  you  come  to  the  matter,  be  not  rapt  thuj. 
Walk  in,  walk  in ;  I  am  your  scout  for  once  ; 
You  owe  me  the  like  service. 

Din.  And  will  pay  it. 

Lam.  As  you  respect  our  lives,  speak  not 
so  loud.  [am  silenc'd. 

Cler.  Why,  do  it  in  dumb  show  then ;  I 

Lam.  Be  not  so  hasty,  sir  !  The  golden 

apples  [sures 

Had  a  fell  dragon  for  their  guard ;  your  plea« 

Are  to  be  attempted  with  Herculean  danger, 

Or  never  to  be  gotten. 

Din.  Speak  the  means.  [and,  alas, 

Lam.  Thus,  briefly  :  My  lord  sleeps  now-^ 
Each  night  he  only  sleeps. 

Cler,  Go,  keep  her  stirring.  [does. 

Lam.  Now,  if  he  wake,  as  sometimes  he 
He  only  stretches  out  liis  hand,  and  feels 
Whether  I  am  a-bcd,  which  being  assured  of, 
He  sleeps  again ;  but,  should  he  miss  me. 
Could  not  defend  our  lives.  [valour 

Din.  What's  to  be  done  then  ?        [I  anj 

Lam.  Servants  have  servile  faiths,  nor  have 
That  I  dare  trust ;  on  noble  Cleremont 
We  safely  may  rely. 

Cler,  What  man  can  do. 
Command,  and  boldly. 

Lam.  Thus  then  ;  in  my  place 
You  must  lie  with  my  lord. 

Cler,  With  an  old  man  ? 
Two  beards  together  ?  that's  preposterous  ! 

Lam.  There  is  no  other  way ;  and,  tho'  'tie 

dangerous,  [too. 

He  liaving  servants  within  call,  and  arm'd 


••  His  wit  onrf  carriage.]    So  first  folio;  and  the  character  of  Sampson  proves  this  the 
right  reading,  though  all  the  otlier  copies  say,  "  wit  and  courage.*^    The  following  wonto, 
too,  ^^for  this  call  him  fool/'  confina  it. 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 
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Slaves  fed  to  act  all  that  his  jealousy 

And  rage  command  them;  jet  a  true  frieud 

Check  at  the  hazard  of  a  life,     [should  not 

Cler  I  thank  you  ! 
I  knre  my  frieody  hut  know  no  reason  why 
To  bate  myself.    To  be  a  kind  of  pandar. 
You  see,  I  am  willing ; 
Bat,  to  betray  mnie  own  throat  you  must 
parduii.  [defeated  ! 

Dm.  Then  I  am  lost,  and  all  my  hopes 
Were  I  to  hazard  ten  times  more  for  you, 
You  should  iind,  Ciercmont 

Cler.  You  shall  not  out-do  me; 
Fail  what  may  fall,  Til  do*t. 

Din.   But,  for  his  beard 

Ijam.  To  cover  that,  you  shall  have  my 
night-linen : 
And,  yon  dispos*d  of,  my  Dinant  and  1 
Will  have  some  private  conference. 

Enter  Champernel  privaiely, 

Cler.  Private  doing. 
Or  [*ll  not  venture. 

Idon.  Tliat's  as  we  agree. 

[Exeunt  omnes  prater  Champ, 

Ifurte  and  Charlotte  past  over  the  ttuge  with 
pUlowSf  night'Cloaths,  and  such  things. 

Champ,  What  can  tbis  woman  do,  preserv- 
ing her  honour? 

I  have  given  her  all  the  liberty  that  may  be. 

I  will  nut  be  far  off  tho',  nor  I  will  not  be 
jealous. 

Nor  trust  too  much :  I  think  she  is  virtuous ; 

Yet,  when  I  hold  her  best,  she's  but  a  womttn, 

As  full  of  frailty  as  of  faith ;  a  poor  slight 
woman, 

And  licr  best  thoughts  but  weak  fortifications : 

There  may  be  a  mine  wrought.  Well,  let'em 
work  then  ;  [strous, 

I  sliall  meet  with  it ;  'till  the  signs  be  niou- 

And  stick  upon  my  head,  I  wiil  not  believe 
it.  [Stands  private. 

She  may  be,  and  she  may  not.  Now  to  my 
observation. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Lamira, 

Din.  Why  do  you  make  me  stay  so?  If 

you  love  me— 
Jjum.  You  are  too  hot  and  violent. 
Din.  Why  do  you  sliit't  thus 
From  one  chamber  to  another? 

Ldtm.  A  little  deluy,  sir. 
Like  tire  a  little  sprinkled  o'er  with  water, 
Makes  the  desires  burn  clear,  and  ten  times 
hotter. 


Pin.  Why  do  you  speak  so  loud  ?  I  pray 
go  in,  [away, 

Sweet  mistress.    I  am   mad !  Time  steals 
And  when  we  would  enjoy 

Lam.  Now,  fy,  fy,  servant!  [sures? 

Like  sensual  beasts  shall  we  enjoy  our  plea- 

Din.  Pray  do  but  kiss  me  then  ^. 

Lam.  Why,  that  I  wiil, 
And  you  shall  find  anon,  servant* 

Din.  Softly,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  [now  I 
You  know  my  friend's  eiigag'd.  A  little;  now. 
Will  you  go  in  again  ? 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Din.  Why  do  you  laugh  so  loud,  precious  ? ' 
Will  you  betray  me  ?  have  my  friend's  throat 
•       cut? 

Lam.  Come,  come.  111  kiss  thee  again. 

Champ.  Will  you  so?  You're  liberal! 
If  you  do  cozen  me 

Enter  Nurse^  with  wine. 

Din.  What's  this? 

Lam.  Wine,  wine ;  a  draught  or  two. 

Din,  What  does  this  woman  here  ? 

Lam,  She  sliall  not  hinder  you. 

Din.  This  might  have  been  spar'd  ; 
Tis  but  delay,  and  time  lost.     Pniy  send 
her  softly  ofif.^  [wine ; 

Lam.  Sit  down,  and  mix  your  spirits  with 
I  wiil  make  you  another  Hercules. 

Din.  I  dare  not  drink. 
Fy,  what  delays  you  make !  I  dare  not ; 
I  shall  be  drunk  presently,  and  do  strange 
things  then.  [Oh,  the  pleasure  ! 

Ijim,  Not  drink  a  cup  with  your  mistress  I 

Din.  Lady,  why  this  ?  [Musick, 

Lam.  We  must  have  mirth  to  onv  wine. 

Din.  Plaijue  o'  the  musick.  [man. 

Champ.  God-a-inercy,  wencli  I 
If  thou  dost  cuckold  me,  I  shall  forgive  thee. 

Din.  The  house  will ull  rite  now;  this  wili 
disturb  all. 
Did  you  di  this  ? 

Liim.  Peace,  and  sit  qui«*t,  fool ! 
You  love  me  ;  come,  sic  down,  and  drink. 

Enter  Clcremout  ahore. 
Cler.  What  a  devil  ail  you? 
How  cold  I  bwcat !  A  hug's  pox  stop  your  pipes ! 

[Musick^ 

The  thing  will  wake.     Now,  now,  metinnks 

I  find  [that? 

His  swordjust  gliding  thro' my  throat.  What's 

A   vcogeance  choak  your  jiipcs  I  Are  you 

there,  lady? 


*7  Prajf  do  not  kiss  me  then.]  Dinant's  answer  and  Lamira's  reply  seem  to  have  lost  all 
their  humour  by  this  pointing.  The  furmer  being  eager  with  expectation,  she  a>ks  him 
tauntingly,  •  Whether  tliey  should  enjoy  tlieir  pleasure  hke  seiiMiai  l^casts?'  I  In  smartly 
answers,  *  By  no  means,  don't  If  t  us  do  so  ;  and  for  that  reason  kis^  me.'  Kissing  being  the 
distinction  between  the  fondness  of  huinim  creatures  and  that  of  beasts  :  She  immediately 
comphes,  but  speaks  and  smacks  so  loud,  that  she  puts  him  into  a  panic  instead  of  a 
raoturc.         Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  "  Pray  do  not ;  kiss  me  then.*"  The  error  originated  from  the  second 
folio,  which  reads  not  for  but ;  and  even  tiiat  is  preferable  to  Seward*s  variation,  wliich  we 
took  for  an  error  of  the  press,  before  we  were  aware  of  liis  note. 


so 
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[Act  S.  Scene  1« 


Stop,  stop  those  rascals !  Do  you  bring  me 

hitlier 
To  be  cut  into  minc*d  meat?  Why,  Dinant! 

Din,  I  cannot  do  withal; 
I  have  spoke,  and  spoke;  I  am  betray *d  and 
Jobt  too.  [me  ? 

Cier,  Do  you  hear  me  ?  do  you  understand 
Plague  damn  your  whibtlcs !     [Musick  endt. 

Lam,  Twas  but  an  over-sight; 
They Ve  done ;  lie  down.  [not 

Ckr.  'Would  you  had  done  too ;  you  know 
In  what  a  misery  and  tear  I  lie  ; 
You  have  a  lady  m  your  arms. 

Din,  I  would  have.   [The  recorders  again. 

Champ.  1-11  watch  you,  goodman  Would- 

CUr,  Ueniove,  for  Heaven's  sake,  [have  I 
And  fall  to  that  you  come  for. 

Lajn.  Lie  vou  down ; 
Tis  hut  an  hour's  endurance  now. 

Cier,  1  dare  not ; 
Softly,  sweet  lady.  God's  heart  ••! 

Lam.  Tis  nothing  but  your  fear;  he  sleeps 
Lie  gently  down.  [still  soundly. 

C/er,  Pray  make  an  end. 

Din.  Come,  madam. 

Jmw,  'J'hese  chambers  are  too  near. 

Champ.  1  shall  be  nearer. 

[Kreunt  Din.  and  Lam. 
Well,  po  thy  ways ;  I'll  trust  thee  thro*  the 

world, 
Deal  how  thou  wilt:  That  that  I  never  feel, 
I'll  never  fear.    Yet,  by  the  honour  of  a 
soldier,  [will  look, 

I  hold  thre  truly  noble.    How  these  things 
And  how  their  bloods  will  curdle  I  Play  on, 
children;  [fool, 

You  shuti  have  pap  anon.     Oh,  thou  grand 
That  thou  kntu  st  but  thy  fortune  ! 

[Aliisick  done. 

Cler.  Peace,  good  madam  \        [be  wary ; 
Stop  her  mouth,  Oinant.  It  sleeps  yet ;  pray 
J)ispatrh;  I  can't  endure  this  misery;  1  cjin 
Hear  nothing  more;  Tli  say nry  prayers,  aiid 
down  again.  [M'nutlevrithin. 

A  thousand  larums'S  fall  upon  ray  quarters! 
Heav'n  send    me  olV!  Whcu  I  lie  keepinc 
courses  30 —  [shake  I 

Plague  o'  your  fumbling,  Dinant !  How  I 
'Tis  still  a>:ain.  'Would  1  were  in  tlie  Indies  ! 

[Exit, 


Enter  Dinant  and  Lamira :  A  light  within. 

Din.   Why  do  you   use  me  thus?    thus 

poorly,  basely? 

Work  me  into  a  hope,  and  then  destroy  me  ? 

Why  did  you  send  forme  ?  this  new  way  train 

me  ?  fnow  1*11  shew  thee ! 

La7n.  Madman,  and  fool,  and  false  man. 

Din.  Pray  put  your  light  out. 

Lam.  Nay,  1*11  huld  it  thus,  [it  f 

Tha  t  al I  chaste  eyes  may  see  thy  1  ust,  and  scorn 
Tell  me  but  this,  when  you  first  doted  on  me. 
And  made  suit  to  enjoy  me  as  your  wife. 
Did  you  not  hold  me  honest? 

Din.  Yes,  most  virtuous. 

Latn.  And  did  not  that  appear  the  only 

lustre,  [ration  ? 

That  made  mc  worth  your  love  and  admi- 

Din.  I  must  confess. 

Lam,  Why  would  vou  deal  so  basely  ? 
So  like  a  thief,  a  villain 

Din.  Peace,  pood  madam  ?  [cioosly, 

La?n.  I'll  speak  aloud  too  I — Thus  man- 
Thus  breaking  all  the  rules  of  lionesty, 
Of  honour  a*.  '  of  truth  (for  which  I  lov'd  you. 
For  which  I  call  c!  you  servant,  and  admir'd 

you,) 
To  steal  that  jewel  purchas'd  by  another. 
Piously  set  in  wedlock,  even  that  jewel. 
Because  it  had  no  flaw,  you  held  unvaluable  ? 
Can  he  that  has  lov'd  good,  dote  on  the 
devil  ?  [agent) 

(For  he  that  sfeks  a  whore,  seeks  but  hi& 
Or  am  I  of  so  wild  and  low  a  blood, 
So  nurs'd  in  infamies 

Din.  I  do  not  think  so. 
And  I  repent. 

Jjim.  That  will  not  scne  your  turn,  sir. 

Din.  It  was  your  tieaty  drew  me  on. 

Lam.  But  it  was  your  villainy 
Made  you  pursue  it.    I  drew  you  but  to  try 
How  much  a  man,  and  nobly  you  durst  stancf. 
How  well  you  had  deserv'^  the  name  of  virtu- 
ous : 
But  you,  like  a  wild  torrent,  mix'd  with  all 
Beastly  and  base  affections,  came  Hoating  on. 
Swelling  your  poison'd  billows— 

J)in.  Will  you  betray  me  ? 

Lfif»,  To  allthe  mis*riesa  vex'dwomanmay. 

Din.  Let  me  but  out, 


•*  Softly,  m^eet  lady heart?]  Former  copies.    We  must  either  read  "hark  !  "  for 

"  heart  ?''^  or  rather  believe  there  has  been  some  omission  from  delicacy. 


quarters  seems  to  mean  the  odd  post  he  was  (quartered  in,  and  he  had  a  thousand  alarms 
beating  on  every  side  of  him.         Seztard, 

Must  not  every  reader  suppose  "larums"  was  introduced  to  the  text  by  this  ingenious 
commentator  ?  Indeed,  it  w  as  not,  as  the  old  folio  proves. 

3*  When  I  lie  keeping  courses.]  I  know  no  idea  to  **  keeping  courses"  tliat  will  at  all  suit 
the  occasion  it  is  here  spoke  upon :  I  therefore  read,  "  keeping  coarses,"  or  "  watching  of  dead 
bodies."  Dinant  had  before  called  Champemel  "  Lamira's  grave,"  andCleremont  may  in 
the  same  spirit  call  bin)  "  a  dead  corps,"  and  his  own  station,  like  that  of  persons  set  to 
watch  one,  generally  attended  with  fears  and  horrors.  This  receives  still  afldiuozuU  humour 
from  the  strange  mistake  he  is  under.        Seward. 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


THE  LTITLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


Hi 


Give  me  but  room  to  toss  my  sword  about 
me,  [woman ! 

And  I   will  tell  yon,  you're  a  treaciierous 
Oh,  that  I  had  but  words 


I.  They  will  not  serve  you, 

l>iii.  Bnt  two-edg'd  words,  to  cut  thee !  A 

.^      lady-traitor  ?  [honour 

Perish  by  a  proud  puppet  ?  I  did  you  tO')  much 

To  tender  you  my  love ;  too  mucii  respected 

you. 
To  think  you  worthy  of  ray  worst  embraces. 
Go,  take  your  groom,  and  let  liini  dally  with 
you,  [stock ; 

Your  greasy  groom  !  I  scorn  to  imp  your  lame 
Yo'i  are  not  fair,  nor  liundsome ;  I  lied  loudly. 
This  tongue  abus'd  you,  when  it  spoke  you 
beauteous. 
Lam.  'Tis very  well,  'tis  brave! 
Din.  Put  out  your  lit;ht  ; 
Your  lascivious  eyrs  are  flames  enouph 
For  fools  to  tind  you  out.     A  laily-plottcr  ? 
Must  I  be^in  your  sacrifice  of  mischief? 
I  and  my  friend,  the  fn*st-fruits  of  that  blood 
You  and  your  honourable  husband  aim  at? 
CriKiked  and  wretched  you  are  both  ! 

Ltzm,  To  you,  sir ; 
Yet,  to  the  eye  of  Justice,  straight  as  truth. 
X>m.  Is  this  a  womau'&  love  ?  a  woman's 
mercy  ?  [at  me  ? 

Do  you  profess  this  seriously  ?  Do'you  laugh 
Lam.  Ha,  ha  I  [your  flatteries  I 

i>m.  Plague  li^ht  upon  your  scorus,  upon 
Upon  your  temptmg  faces,  all  destructions  ! 
A  bed-rid  winter  hang  upon  your  cheeks. 
And  blast,  blast,  blast  those  buds  of  pride 
that  paint  you  !  [dangers, 

Heath  ia  your  eyes,  to  fright  men  from  tliese 
Kai>e  up  your  trophy  !  Cleremoiit ! 
Cier.  What  a  vengeance  ail  v<>u  ? 

[  Noise  within. 

Din.  What  dismal  noise  **  I    Is  there  no 

honour  in  you  ?  [woman  ! 

Cleremont,weare  botray*d, betray 'd,  sold  by  a 

Deal  bravely  for  thyself. 

Cler,  This  corner  of  rutting  ! 
Are  we  made  stales  ^^  to  one  another  ? 

Din.  Yes; 
We  are  undone,  lost. 

Cier.  You  shall  pay  for't,  greybeard ! 
tFp,  up  I  you  sleep  your  last  else  ! 

I  Lights  above ;  two  Servants^  and  Anahel, 

1  Serv.  No,  not  yet,  sir.  [beJiuty  ? 
Ladv,  look  up.  Would  you  have  wrong'd  this 
Wake  so  tender  a  virj^m  with  rough  terms? 
You  wear  a  sword ;  we  must  entreat  you  leave 

2  Sero.  Fy,  sir  !  so  bwect  a  lady  ?        [it. 
Ckr.  Was  this  my  bedfellow  ?  [yet ; 

Pray,  give  me  leave  to  look  I  I  am  not  mad 


I  may  be  by  and  by.     Did  this  lie  by  me  ? 
Did  1  fear  this  ?  Is  this  a  cause  to  shake  at  ? 
Away  with  me,  for  shame  !  I  am  a  rascal. 

EttterChampemelyBeaupre,  Verdoney  Lamira, 
Anubcl,  Clercmont,  and  two  Sci'vanis. 
Din.  I  am  amaz'd  too. 
Beau.  We*ll  recover  you, 
)  \nione.  You  walk  like  Kobin  Good-fellow, 
all  the  house  over. 
And  every  man  afraid  of  you. 

Din.  'i'is  well,  lady! 
The  honour  of  this  deed  will  be  your  own; 
The  world  shall  know  your  bounty. 
Beau.  What  shall  we  do  with  'cm  ? 
Cltr.  Geld  me ; 
For  'tis  not  ht  I  should  be  a  man  again ; 
I  am  an  ass,  a  dog  ' 

Lam.  Take  your  revenges  ; 
You  know  my  husband*s  wrongs  and  your 
own  losses.  [man  ! 

Ana.  A  brave  man,  an  admirable  brave 
Well,  well,  1  would  not  be  so  tried  again. 
A  very  handsome  proper  gentleman  ! 

Cler.  Will  you  let  me  lie  by  her  but  one 
And  then  hang  me?  [hour  more. 

Din.   We  wait  your   malice ;   put  your 
swords  home  bravely  ! 
You  have  reason  to  seek  blood. 
Jmui,  Not,  as  you  are  noble  ! 
Chainp,  Hands  off,  and  give  them  liberty  ; 

ouly  disann  'em. 
Beau.  We  have  done  that  already. 
Champ.  You  are  welconie,  gentlemen ! 
I  am  glad  n»y  house  has  any  pleasure  for  you. 
I  keep  a  couple  ot*  ladies  here,  tliey  say  fair. 
And  you  are  young  and  ituiidsomc  gentlemen  : 
Have  )fou  any  more  mind  to  wenches  ? 
CVer.  To  be  alMis*d  too !  Lady,  you  might 
have  help*d  this.  [may  stand 

Ami.  Sir,  now  'tis  paf.t ;  but  it  may  be  I 
Your  friend  hereafter,  in  a  greater  matter. 
Cier,  Sii\eT  whilst  you  live. 
Ana.  You  cannot  tell. 
Now,  sir,  a  parting  hand. 

Cier.  Down  and  roses  !  [rogue ! 

Well,  I  may  live  to  see  you  again.     A  dull 
No  revelation  in  tliee  ? 

Imih.  Were  you  well  frighted  ? 
Were  your  fits  from  tlie  heart  ?  of  all  colds 

and  colours  ? 
That's  all  your  punishment. 

Cler.  It  miiiht  have  been  all  yours. 
Had  not  a  blockhead  undertaken  it. 

Champ.  Your  swords  you  must  leave  to 

these  gentlemen. 
Verdone.  An<l  now,  when  you  dare  fight^ 
We  are  on  even  ice  again. 


*•  Din.  What  dismal  noise  ?]  Either  this  is  a  continuation  of  Cleremont's  speech,  or  some 
marginal  direction,  (as  Noises  withiny)  is  left  out :  tlie  latter  seems  most  probable  to  me,  the 
former  to  Mr.  Sympson.         Seward^ 

We  think  with  Mr.  Seward  here. 

^  Arc  wc  made  stales  to  one  another  f]  Stales  is  a  technical  name  for  dtcoi^^ducks, 

Se^ardm 
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THE  UTTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER- 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Din.  Ti«well. 
To  be  a  mistress,  is  to  be  a  monster  as  * 
And  so  1  leave  your  house,  and  you,  for  ever. 
LajH.  Leave  your  wild  lusts,  and  tlien  you 

are  a  master. 
Champ.  You  may  depart  too, 
Cler.  I  had  rather  stay  here. 
Champ.  'Faith,  we  shall  fright  you  worse. 
Cler.  Not  in  that  manner; 
Tliere's  five  hundred  crowns,  fright  me  but 

so  aeaiu. 
Din.  Come,  Cleremont,  this  is  the  hour 

of  fool. 
CUr.  Wiser  the  next  shall  he,  or  we'll  to 

school.  [Exeunt  Cler.  and  Din. 


Champ.  How  coolly  these  hot  gallants  artf 
departed  f 
'Faith,  cousin,  'twas  unconscionably  done. 
To  lie  so  still,  and  so  long. 

Ana.  Twas  your  pleasure ; 
If  'twere  a  fault,  I  may  hereafter  mend. 

Champ.  Oh  my  best  wife,  [wbac  life. 

Take  now  what  course  thou  wilt,  a:.d  lead 

Lam.  The  more   trust  you  coiumit,  the 

more  care  still. 

Goodness  and  virtue  shall  attend  my  will. 

Champ.  Let's  laugh  this  night  out  now^ 

and  count  our  giains  ;  [pains. 

We  have  our  honours  home,  and  thcv  their 

lEseunt, 


M  To  be  a  mistreu,  is  to  be  a  monttcr.']  Lamirn's  answer  plainly  shews,  that  Dinant  called 
himself,  not  her,  a  monster;  i.e.  a  uKjnstrous  fool,  as  he  afterwards  siiys  more  plainly. 
Mr.  Sympson  concurred  with  me  in  pointing  out  \\\c  corruption,  and  in  the  sense  tlmt  ought 
to  be  restored.    He  reads, 

'*  To  be  a  mistress's,  is  to  be  a  monster  :" 
but  as  this  ^ives  a  harshness  to  the  measure,  J  have  ventur'd  to  prefer  the  correction  I  had 
made  before  the  receipt  of  his.        Seward. 
Mr.  Seward  reads, 

"  To  hare  a  mi5tre*JS,  is  to  be  a  monster." 


fulOLCS,         J,  JV. 


ACT    IV. 


Enter  Cleremont  and  Dinant, 

3in.  TT  holds,  they  will  go  thither. 

-'•     Cicr.  To  their  suHinier-housc  .^ 
Din.  Thither  i'th' evening;  and,  which  is 
the  most  infliction. 
Only  to  insult  upon  our  mis^fts. 
Cler.  Are  you  provided  I 
Din.  Yes,  yes. 
Cler.  Thoroughly? 
Din.  Thoroughly. 
Cler.  fiasta,  enough'"!  I  have  your  mind ; 

I  will  not  fail  you. 
Din.  At  such  an  hour. 

Cler.  Have  I  a  memory  ?  [len 

A  cause,  and  will  to  do? — Thou  art  so  sul- 
Din.  And  shall  be,  till  I  have  a  fair  re- 
paration, [a  fortune, 
Cler.  I  have  more  reason,  for  I  'scap'd 
Which,  if  1  come  so  near  again-^I  say  no- 
thing ; 


But  if  r  sweat  not  in  another  fashion^     ■  * 
Oh,  a  delicate  wench  ! 

Din.  Tis  certain  a  most  handsome  one. 

Cler.  And,  methoucht,  the  thing  was  an-^ 

gry  with  itself  too,  [with  you  ; 

It  lay  so  long  conceal'd.    But  1  must  part 

I  have  a  scene  of  mirth  to  drive  this  from 

And  my  hour  is  come.  [my  heart. 

Din.  Miss  not  your  time. 

Cler,  I  dare  not.  [Exeunt  severallt/. 

Enter  Sampson  and  a  Gentleman, 
Gent.  I  presume,  sir,  you  now  need  no 
instruction,  [man  ? 

But  fairly  know  what  belongs  to  a  gentle- 

You  bear  your  uncle's  cause. 

Santp.  Do  not  disturb  me  ;  [riagc. 

I  understand  my  cause,  and  the  right  car- 
Gent.  Be  not  too  bloody.  [bite. 

Samp.  As  I  find  my  enemy ;  if  his  sword 

If  it  bite,  sir,  you  must  pardon  me. 


i*Basta,  f7MWg/i.]  Mr.  Sympson  obscr%-es  that  enough,  here,  was  a  marginal  explanation 
^  the  Italian  word  bnsta  ;  and  adds  nothing  to  the  text  but  a  tautology  in  sense,  and  a 
redundancy  in  measure.        Seward, 

Mr.  Seward  therefore  omits  the  word  enough.  We  cannot  think  that  the  old  transcribers 
were  very  solicitous  to  give  marginal  explanations.  Many  passages  have  been  mistaken  for 
want  of  them.  Repetitions  in  familiar  conversation  are  common,  and  often  graceful, 
ittCher  than  tautology. 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYEt. 


SS 


Gent.  No  doubt  he  is  Taliant ; 
He  durst  not  undertake  else. 

8mmp,  He's  most  weiconie,  [me  else. 

As  he's  most  valiant ;  he  were  no  mau  for 

Gent.  Biit  say  he  should  relent? 

&iiiip.  He  dies  relenting, 
(I  cannot  help  it)  he  must  die  relenting  ; 
If  he  pray,  praying,  ip$o  facto,  prayint^ ; 
(Your  honourable  way  admits  no  prayer) 
And  if  be  fipht,  he  falls  ;  there's  his  quietun, 

Gettt.  You're  nobly  punctual.  Let's  retire 
But  fctill,  I  say,  have  mercy  !  [andmt^t  'em ; 

Samp.  1  say,  honour  !-  [Exeunt. 

Unter  Champernely  Lamira^Anahel^  Bcaupre, 
Verdtme,  Charlotte,  and  a  Strvunt. 

Lam.  Will  not  vou  go,  sweetlieart  ? 

Champ,  Go  ?  I'U  fly  with  tliee ! 
I  stay  behind  ? 

La^.  My  father  will  be  there  too, 
A ud  all  our  best  friends. 

Heau.  And  if  we  be  not  merry, 
We  have  hard  luck,  lady. 

I'erdone.  'Faith,  let's  have  a  kind  of  play. 

Chtimp.,  What  shall  it  be  ? 

Verdotte.  The  story  of  Dinant.        [mont. 

Lam.  With  tlie  merry  conceits  of  Clere- 
fiis  tits  and  fevers. 

Ana.  But  I'll  lie  still  no  more. 

Lam.  That,  as  you  make  the  play.  Twill 
be  rare  sport ;  [hear  it  ! 

And  how  'twill  vex  my  gallants,  when  they 
Have  yon  giv'n  order  for  the  coach  ? 

Char.  Yes,  matiam. 

Champ.  My  easy  na<r,  and  pad  ? 

S^rv.  Tis  making  rtady. 

Champ.  Where  are  your  horses  ? 

Bfuu.  Ready  at  an  liour,  sir. 
WeM  not  be  last. 

Champ.  Fly  I  what  a  night  shall  we  have 37  ? 
A  roaring  racrry  nii»ht ! 
.     Lam.  We'll  fly  at  ail,  sir.        [ruffle  thee ! 

Champ^  I'll  fly  at  thee  too,  finely,  and  so 
ni  try  your  art  u|)on  a  country  pallet. 


Lam.  Brag  not  too  much,  for  fear  I  should 
Then,  if  you  fail [expect  it  ; 

Chump.  Thou  say'st  too  true  ;  we  all  talk. 
But  let's  in,  and  prepare,  and  after  dinner 
Begin  our  mirthful  pil(;rimage. 

iMtn.  He  that's  sad, 
A  crab-fac'd  mistress  cleave  to  him  for  this 
year  I  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleremont  aitd  La-Writ. 

La-Writ.  Since  it  cannot  be  the  judge— > 

CUr.  Tis  a  great  deal  better. 

Lti-Writ.  You  are  sure  he  is  his  kinsman  ? 
a  gentleman  ?         *  [fellow, 

C/cr.  As  arrant  a  gentleman,  and  a  brave 
And  so  near  to  iiis  blood 

La-Writ.  It  shall  suffice: 
I'll  set  him  further  ofl^,  I'll  give  a  remove 
Shall  quit  his  kindred  ;  Til  lop  him. 

C/er.  Will  you  kill  him  ? 

IM-Writ.  An  there  were  no  more  cousins 
in  tlie  world,  I  kill  him  ! 
I  do  mean,  sir,  to  kill  all  my  lord's  kindred  ; 
For  every  cause  a  cousin. 

CIcr.  How  if  he  have  no  more  cousins  ? 

La-Writ.  The  next  a-kin  tlien  to  his  lord- 
The  man  he  smiles  upon.        [ship's  favour  ; 

CV^r.  Why,  this  is  vengeance, 
Horrid  and  dire. 

La- Writ.  I  love  a  dire  revenge: 
*  Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill, 
'  And  last  iiimsclf  38/ 

CJer.  You  stole  that  resolution,   [all  one, 

Li- Writ.  I  had  it  in  a  play  ;  but  tliat's 
1  would  see  it  doiic. 

CU'r.  Conic,  you  must  he  more  merciful. 

La- Writ.    To   no    lord's  cousins   in   the 
world  ;  1  bate  'em  ! 
A  lord'^  cousin  to  me  is  a  kind  of  cookatricei 
If  I  see  him  first,  he  diesss. 

Cler.  A  strange  antipathy  ! 
What  think  \^u  of  their  nieces  ? 

La-  Writ.^  I  like  *eni,  [morninoj. 

They  may  live  and  multiply. — Tis   a  cold 


J7  Champ.  Fy,  what  a  night  shall  we  have  ?]  As  Champerncl  promotes  and  not  discourn^es 
the  scheme  of  mirth, /y  is  burely  wn>ng.  It  might  be^/y,  ni  answer  to  Beau  pre  ;  but  I 
rather  tnink  it  was  a  note  of  joy  instead  of  disapprobation  ;  as  Acy .'  or  something  to  that 
•ficct.         Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  het/J  We  prefer  his  other  conjecture,  Jij/,  which  the  next  speech 
•eems  to  coanteuance. 

J*  Give  me  the  man  that  trill  all  others  kill, 

And  last  himself.]  There  is  ceruinly  great  humour  in  this  quotation,  if  wc  knew  from 
wHcDce  it  was  taken.  Such  a  sentiment,  or  something  like  this  sentiment,  had  probably 
been  introduced  as  a  piece  of  serious  sublimity;  for  had  it  been  before  coinick  only,  there 
would  be  no  humour  in  the  quotation.  Whoever  reads  Almanzor,  wrote  by  so  eminent  a 
port  as  Mr.  Dryden,  will  not  wonder  to  find  sentiments  as  ridiculous  as  this  in  tragedies 
of  feome  note.         Seward. 

»  //'  I  see  him  first,  he  dies. 

A  strange  antipathy  !^  Did  the  latter  part  belong  to  La-Writ,  the  line  would  have  been 
continued  ;  for  the  lirst  three  monosyllables  beini;  contracted  by  the  reader  into  two,  (a 
liberty  the  old  Poets  often  use)  the  verse  is  compleat.  This,  together  with  the  humour 
the  sentiment  receives,  by  making  it  the  observation  of  Clercmont  upon  what  La-Writ  had 
laid,  seems  to  prove  sufiicienily  that  it  belongs  to  him.        Seuard, 
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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


[Act  4.  Scene  i^ 


Ckr.  'Tis  sharp  indeed.  YouVe  broke  voiir 
LaAVrit,  No,  verily.  [fast  ? 

Cler.  Your  valour  would  haveask'd  a  good 

foundation. 
La-Writ.  Hang  him,  Til  kill  liim  fasting. 

Enter  Sampxon  and  the  Gentleman, 

Cler.  Here  they  come.  [jrently  ; 

Bear  yourself,  in  vour  language,  sraouth  and 
When  vour  swords  argue 

JM'Writ.  Pray,  sir,  spare  your  precepts. 

Gent.  [  have  hroujiht  you,  sir 

La-Writ,  'Tisverv  well :  no  words, 
YouVe  welcome,  sir  I 

Sump.  I  thank  you,  sir  ;  few  words. 

Jyt'Writ,  ril  kill  you  for  your  uncle's  sake. 

Samp.  {  love  you; 
I'll  cut  vour  throat  for  your  own  sake. 

La-Writ.  I  esteem  of  you  <«. 

Cler.  Let's  render  'em  honest  and   fair 
gentlemen. 
Search  my  friend,  I'll  search  yours. 

Gent.  That's  quickly  done.  [crafts? 

Cler.  You  come  with  no  spells  nor  witch- 

Samp.  I  come  fairly,  to  kill  him  honestly. 

La-Writ.  Hang  spells  and  witchcrafts  I 
I  come  to  kill  my  lord's  nephew  like  a  gen- 
And  so  I  kiss  his  hand.  [tleman; 

Gent.  This  doublet  is  too  stiff. 

La-Writ.  Off  with't;  I  hate  it,  [He  strips. 
And  all  such  fortitications:  Feel  my  skin; 
If  that  be  stiff,  flea  that  off  too. 

Gent.  'I'is  no  soft  one. 

La-Writ.  OtT with't,]  say! 
I'll  iight  with  him  like  a  flead  cat. 

Gent.  You're  well,  you're  well. 

Cler.  You  must  uncase  too. 

&/7n/i.  Yes,  sir.  [honour 

But   tell  uie   this,  why  should  I  mix  mine 
With  a  fellow  that  has  ne'er  a  lace  in's  *>hirt? 

Gertt.  That's  a  main  point;  ray  friend  has 

C/fr.  That's  true,  sir.  [two. 

La-  Writ,  Base  and  degen'rate  cousin,  dost 
not  thou  know, 
An  old  and  tatter'd  coloiirs  to  the  enemy 
Is  of  more  honour,and  shews  more  ominous? 
This  shirt  6ve  tiuies  victorious  I  have  fought 
under,  [cut-works, 

And  cut  throujjh  squadrons  of  your  curious 
As  I  will  do  thro'  thine.      Shake  and  he  sa- 

Cfer.  Ttiis  is  unanswerable.  [tistied! 

Samp    But  may  1  tight 
With  a  foul  shirt  ? 

Gejit.  Most  certain,  so  it  be  [lousy : 

A  fighting  shirt,  let  it  be  ne'er  so  (oiii,  or 
Caesar  wore  such  a  one. 


Samp.  Saint  Denis,  then  ! 
I  accept  vour  shirt. 

Cler.  J^ot  so  forward  ;  first,  you  must  talk; 
(It  is  a  main  point  of  the  French  method) 
Talk  civilly,  and  make  your  cause  authentic, 

Gent.  No  weapon  must  be  near  you,  nor 
no  anger.  [resolutions; 

Cler.  When  you  have  done,  then  stir  your 
Take  to  your  weapons  bravely. 

JM-Writ.  Tis  too  cold  : 
This  for  a  summer  fight. 

Cler.  Not  for  a  vorld 
You  should  transgress  thefnles 

Sa7Mp,  *]'is  peevish  weather; 
I'd  rather  fight  without. 

Gent.  An  'twere  in  a  river- 


Cler.  Where  both  stood  up  to  th'  chioft  ! 

La-Writ.  Then  let's  talk  quickly. 
Plague  o'  this  circumstance ! 

Cler,  Are  the  horses  come  yet? 

Gent.  Yes,  certain. — Give   your  swords 
to  us ;  now,  civilly. 

Cler.  We'll  stand   a*  while  off. — ^Take  the 
things,  and  leave  'era — 
You  know  when — and  let  the  children  play: 
This  is  a  dainty  time  of  year  for  puppies. 
'Would  the  old  lord  were  here ! 

Gent.  He'd  die  with  laughter,  [game  out; 

Cler.  I'm  sorry  I've  no  time  to  see  this 
Away,  away ! 

Gent.  Here's  like  to  be  a  hot  fight. 
Call  when  ye're  fit.  [Exeunt  Cler.  and  Gent, 

Li-Writ.  Why,  look  you,  sir,  you  seem 
to  be  a  gentiemtm, 
And  you  come  in  honour  of  your  uncle — » 

B'>h,  boll,  'tis  very  cold  ! — 
Your  uncle  has  offer'd  me  some  few  affronts. 
Past  lli^^h   and  blood   to   bear — Boh,   boh, 
wondrous  cold  !  [able  man, 

Safnp.  IVJy  lord,  mine  uncle,  is  an  honour- 
And  what  he  offer?* — Boh,  boh, cold  indeed  ! 
Having  made  choice  of  me  (an  unworthy 
kinsman,  [lencecold! — 

Yet  uike  me  with  you) — Boh,  boh,  pesti- 
Not  altogether 

Lu'  Writ.  Boh,  boh— I  say  altoecther. 

S'jmp.  You  say  you  know  not  what  then- 
Bo  h,  boh — sir. 

La-Writ.  Sir  me  with  your  sword  in  your 
hand.  You  have 
\  scurvy  unt  le,  you  have  a  most  scurvy  cause. 
And  ynu  are — Boh,  boh  ! 

Sump.  Ik»h,  bob— What? 

Lt-Writ.  A  shitten  scui*vy  cou^^inl 

Samp.  Our  swords,  our  swords  ! 
Thou  ait  a  dog ;  and  like  a  dog — Our  swords ! 


^  1  esteem  of  j^w.]  The  of  seems  here  only  to  hurt  both  sense  and  measure.  This  is  a  fine 
continuHtion  of  the  banter  on  ti)«  French  politeness  in  duelling.  And  I  doubt  not  but  our 
Potts,  who  so  often,  and  with  huch  infinite  varioty  of  hinnour,  have  bantered  the  shock  inj} 
fashion  of  their  age,  of  figi'ting  for  every  trifle,  did  not  little  contribute  to  the  reformatioa 
of  tljt  ir  countrvnien  in  thac  particular.         Seward. 

There  is  a  stiff  coinplaisimt  formality  in  the  of;  and  it  is  perfectly  in  the  style,  nut  only 
of  the  character,  but  of  the  times. 
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Lff-llVif.  Our  weapons,  gentlemen  I — Ila! 

w  here's  your  second  ? 
Samp,  Where's  yours? 
La-Wrii.  So  ho  I  our  weapons ! 
Samp,  Wa,  ha,  ho !  onr  weapons ! 
Our  doublets,  and  our  weapons  I — I  am  dead. 
Jjor-Writ,  First,  second,  third — A  plague 

be  wi'  you,  ^entjcnien  I  [starved. 

^w/».  Arc  thesr  the  rules  of  honour?  lam 
Jbk-Writ.  They're  gone,  and  we  arc  here. 

What  shall  we  do  ? 
Samp.  Oh,  for  a  couple  of  faggots ! 
La-  Writ,  Hang  a  couple  of  faggots  ? 
Dar'st  thou  take  a  killing  cold  with  me  ? 
Samp.  I  have  it  already. 
Ztf-Rri/.   Rogues,  thieves— Boh,  boh — 

Kun  away  with  our  doublets !      [game ! 

To  fi^ht  at  biiflltts  now,  'twere  such  a  may- 

Samp.  There  were  no  honour  in't ;  plague 

on't,  'tis  »cur\'y  !  [fisty-cuffs  ? 

La- Writ,  Or  to  revenge  my  wrongs  at 
Samp.  My  lord  mine  uncle's  cause  depend 

on  boxes  ?  [cover  'em — 

jM'Writ.  Let's  CO  in  quest.  Hever\vere- 
Samp,  Ay,  come,  pur  colds  together,  and 

our  doul>luts.  [valiant  gentleman  ! 

La- Writ.  Give  me  thy  hand;  thou  art  a 
I  sny,  if  ever  we  rt»corer  em 

Scmtp,  I^t's  get  into  a  house  and  warm  our  • 

hearts.  [mile.     Qeat  me, 

Iji'Writ.  Tliere's  ne'er  a  house  within  this 

Kick  me  and  beat  me  as  I  go,  and  I'll  beat 

thee  too. 
To  keep  us  warm.  If  ever  we  recover  'em- 
Kirk  hard  ;  I'm  frozen.  So  so;  now  I  feel  it* 
Samp.  I  am  dull  yet. 
La-Writ.  rUw^rm  thee,  1*11  warm  thee— 

Grentlemcn ! 
Rogues,  thieves,   thieves !   Run  now;    I'll 

follow  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  VeriaigUy  phampemel,  Beaupre,  Ver- 
dnac,  Lamira,  ^nabei,  CharldUejUnd  Nurse, 

Vert,  Use  legs,  ancj  liave  legs. 

Champ,  You  that  have  legs  say  so  ; 
I  put  my  one  to  too  nmch  stress. 

Vent.  Your  horse,  sir, 
Will  meet  you  within  half  a  mile, 

J  jam.  I  like  [co<^»h, 

Tljo  walk   so  well,  I  should  not  mis.^  my 
1  ho'  it  were  farther,    Anabel^  thou'rt  sad  : 
What  nils  ray  niece  ? 

Beau.  SUe  is  still  musing,  sister, 
How  quietly  hcf  late  bcdfc|low  lay  by  her. 

'Xtrrte,  Old  as  I  am,  he  would  have  star* 
Xor  caJi  vou  blame  her.  [tied  me ; 

Char.  Had  I  taVjn  her  place, 
I  know  not,  but  I  fear  I  should  ha' shriek 'd^ 
Tho*  be  ha^  Mcvcr  offcr'd 

Ana.  Out  upon  thee  ! 
Thou  wouhlst  have  taught  him. 

Char,  1  tliink,  with  your  pardon, 
That  you  wish  now  you  had. 

Ana.  I  am  glad  I  yield  you  [Cornet, 

Such  ample  scope  qf  mirth.  [Muiick  within. 

Vol.  II. 


Vert.  Nay,  be  not  angry  ;  [musick  ? 

There's  no  ill  meant.  Ha !  musick  ?  and  choice 

Champ.  Tis  near  us  in  the  grove.     What 
courteous  bounty 
Bestows  it  on  us  ?  My  dancing  days  are  done ; 
Yet  I  would  thank  the  giver,  did  I  know  him. 

Vcrdone.  Tis,  questionless,  some  one  of 
your  own  village,  [tfier. 

That,  hearing  of  your  purpos'd  journey  thi- 
Prepares  it  fqr  yopr  entertainment,  and 
The  honoor  of  my  lady. 

Lam,  1  Uiink,  rather, 
Some  of  your  lordship's  clients. 

Beau,  What  say  you,  cousin, 
If  they  should  prove  your  snitori? 

Verdonp.  I'hat's  most  lik«ly.  [will. 

Nurse,  t  say,  if  you  are  noble,  be't  who 
Go  presently,  and  thank  'em.  I  can  jump  yet, 
Or  tread  a  measure. 

Lam.  Like  a  miller's  mare,  [the  country. 

Nurse.  I  warrant  you,  well  enough  to  serve 
I'll  make  one,  and  lead  the  way.  [£jr*Y. 

Char,  Do  you  note 
How  zc»alous  the  old  crone  is  ? 

Lafn.  And  yon  titter 
As  eagerly  as  she.  (Jome,  sweet,  well  follow ; 
^No  ill  can  be  intended.  [Musick  ends, 

Chan\p.  I  ne'er  fear'd  yet.  [Exeunt. 

80NG  TN  TItE  WOOD. 
This  way,  this  way  come,  and  hear. 
You  that  hold  these  pi e;tsu res  dear; 
Fill  your  ears  witli  our  sweet  sound^ 
Whilst  we  melt  the  frozen  ground. 
This  way  come  ;  make  haste,  oh,  fair  ! 
Let  your  clear  eyes  gild  the  air; 
Come,  and  bless  us  with  your  sij^ht; 
This  way,  this  way,  seek  delight  I 

Enter  a  company  of  Gentlemen,  like  ruffians. 

1  Gent'  They  are  ours;  but  draw  them  on 
a  little  further  [thicket. 

From  the  foot-path  into  the  neighb'ring 
And  we  may  do't  as  safe  as  in  a  castle. 

2  Gent.  They  follow  still;  the  president 
Vertaign  [after ; 

Comes  on  apace,  and  Champernrl  limps 
The  women,  as  if  they  had  wings,  and  walk*d 
Upon  the  air,  fly  to  us. 

1  Gent.  They  are  welcome;      [All  know 
We'll  make  'em  sport.   Make  a  stand  here. 
How  we  are  to  proceed  ? 
»    12  Gent.  We  are  instructed. 

[Musick  continues  within. 

Enter  Vertaign,  Champernel,  Meuupre,  Ver-^ 
done,  Lamira,  Anubel,  Nurse,  and  Charlotte, 

1  Gent.  One  strain  or  two  more — Excel- 
lent! they're  come.  [ness,  yet 

Nurse*  We  cannot  miss ;  in  such  a  busi* 
Mine  ear  ne'er  failM  me. 

Char-  'Would  we  were  at  it  once  ! 
I  do  not  walk,  but  riance. 

1  Gent.  You  shall  have  dancing  ? 
Begin;  and  when  I  give  the  word- 
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2  Gent,  No  more  : 
We  are  instructed.  IDance  ;  after  which  the 
Gentlenien  rush  on  Beaupre  and  com- 
pant/'"]     Now  ! 

Beau.  But  win  us  fairly  !       [your  valour, 

1  Gent.  Oh,  sir,  we  do  not  come  to  try 
But  to  possess  you ;  yet  we  use  you  kindly, 
In  that,  like  English  thieves,  we  till  you  not, 
But  are  contented  witli  the  spoil. 

Vert.  Oh,  Hcav'n  ! 
Jflow  hath  mine  a«:;e  descrvM  this  ? 

Champ.  Hell  confound  it ! 
This  comes  of  walking!  Had  I  kept  my  legs, 
Or  ray  good  horse,  my  armour  on. 
My  staff  in  my  rest,  and  tliis  good  sword  to 

friend  **,      ^ 
How  i  would  break  and  scatter  these  ! 

Ail  Gent.   Hq,  ha,  hal 

Champ,  Do  you  scorn  me,  rogues  ? 

Nurse.  Nay,  gentlemen,  kind  gentlemen. 
Or  honest  keepers  of  theso  woods  |  but  hear 
Be  not  so  rough  !  If  you  are  taken  witli  [me; 
My  beauty,  as  it  hath  been  worth  the  seeking. 
Some  one  or  two  of  you  try  me  in  private; 
You  shall  not  find  me  squeamish. 

Char.  Do  not  kill  me, 
A.nd  do  your  worst ;  1*11  suffer. 

Lam,  Peace,  vile  creatures  ! 

Vert.  D*youknowme,ormyplace,thatyo« 
To  touch  my  person?  [presume  not 

1  Gent.  If  you  are  well,  rest  so  | 
Provoke  not  angry  wasps. 

Vert.  You're  wasps  indeed. 
Never  created  to  yield  wax  or  honey. 
But  for  your  country's  torment.     Yet,  if  you 
are  men,  [Frenchmen, 

(As  you  seem  such  in  shape)  if  true-horn 
However  want  compels  you  to  (hese  courses. 
Rest  satisHed  with  what  you  can  take  from  us, 
(These  ladies' honours,  and  our  liberties  safe) 
We  freely  give  it. 

1  Gent.   1 6u  give  but  our  own, 

Vert.  Look  on  these  grey  hairs,  as  you 
would  be  old  !  [mercy 

Their  tears,  as  you  would  have  yours  to  find 
When  justice  shall  overtake  you  ! 

Champ.  Look  on  me. 
Look  on  me,  rascals,  and  learn  of  rac  too. 
That  have  been  in  some  part  of  your  pro- 
fession, [it; 
Before  that  most  of  you  e'er  suck'd,  I  know 
I  have  rode  hard,  and  late  too. 

P'ert.  Take  heed,  sir.  [trade. 

Chump,  Then  use  me  like  a  brother  of  the 
For  I  have  been  at  sea,  as  you  on  land  are. 
Restore  my  matrimony  undefil'd,       [silver. 
Wrong  not  my  niece,  and,  for  our  gold  or 
If  I  pursue  you,  hang  me ! 

Nurse,  Tis  well  offer'd  ;  [faces, 

Andy  as  I  said,  sweet  gentlemen  with  sour 


If  you  are  high,  and  want  some  sport,  or  soj^ 
(As  living  without  action  here,  you  may  do) 
Forbear  their  tender  gristles;  tliey  are  meat 
Will  wash  away ;  there  is  no  substance  in  it; 
We  that  are  expert  ia  the  game,  and  tough 
Will  hold  you  play.  [too. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont. 

1  Gent,  This  hen  Jongs  to  be  troddei^. 
Din,  Lacquey,  my  horse  ! 

Cler.  This  way,  I  heard  the  cries 
Of  distresb'd  women. 

2  Gent,  Stand  upon  your  guard  ! 

Din,  Who's  here  r  my  witty,  scornful  lady^ 
1' th' hands  of  ruifians?  *  rpl*>t, 

Cler,  And  my  (ine  cold  virgin. 
That  was  insensible  of  man,  and  woman? 

Din.  Justice  too,  without  a  sword  to  guar4 
itself  ? 

Cler,  And  valour  with  it$  hands  bound? 

bin.  And  the  greJit  soldier  dull? 
Why,  this  is  strange. 

Lum,  Dinant,  as  thou  art  noble— 

Ana.  As  thou  art  valiant,  Cleremont z 

Lam,  As  ever  I 
Appeared  lovely 

Ana.  As  you  ever  hope 
For  what  I  would  give  gladly 

Cler.  Pretty  conjurations  I 

Lum.  AH  injuries  » little  laid  behind  you— r 

Ana,  Shew  yourselves  men,  and  help  u^. 

Din.  Tho'  your  many  [me 

And  gross  abuses  of  me  should  more  move 
To  triumph  in  your  mis'ries  than  relieve  you. 
Yet,  that  hereafter  you  may  know  that  I, 
The  scorn 'd  and  despis'd  Dinant,  know  what 


Belong  to  honour,  thus- 


[does 
[tight. 


Cler,  I  will  say  little; 
Speak  thou  for  me ! 

Champ.  1'is  bravely  fought. 

Vert.  Brave  tempers. 
To  do  thus  for  their  enemies  \ 

Champ,  They're  lost  yet. 

1  Gent.  You  that  would  rescue  others^ 
shall  now  feel 

What  they  were  born  to. 

2  Gent,  Hurry  them  ^way  !         [Exeunt, 

Manent  VertMgn  and  Champernel, 

Champ,  That  I  could  follow  them  I 

Vert,  I  only  can 
Lament  my  fortune,  and  desire  of  Heaven 
A  little  life  for  my  revenge. 

Champ.  The  provost 
Shall  fire  the  woods,  but  I  will  6nd  'em  out: 
No  cave,  no  rock,  nor  hell,  shall  keep  them 
My  searching  vengeance  !  [from 

Enter  La-Writ  and  Sfimpson. 

La-Writ.    Oh,  cold !    oh,  fearful  cold  ! 
Plague  of  all  seconds  ! 


«•  Ajid  this  good  sword  too,  friend,"}  Mr.  Sympson  has  undoubtedly  hit  on  the  true  read- 
ing here, 

" my  sword /o  friend ," 

t.  e.  to  befriend  me,  is  %q  expression  commou  to  the  best  writers.         Seward^ 
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Samp.  Oh,  for  a  pint  of  burnt  wine^  or  a  sip 
Of  aquafortis !  [two, 

Chatap.  The  rof  a^s  have  met  with  tliese 
Upon  n»y  life,  and  robb'd  'cm. 

jLb-  Writ.  As  you  are  honourable  gentlemen, 
Impart  unto  a  couple  of  cold  combatants 

Sump.  My  lord  mine  uncle,  as  I  live ! 

La- Writ.*  Pox  take  him  ! 
How  that  word  has  warm'd  my  mouth  ! 

Vert.  Why,  how  now,  cousin  ? 
Why,  why, — and  where,  man^  have  you  been  ? 

at  a  poulter*s, 
That  you  are  cas'd  thus  like  a   rabbit?  I 
could  laugh  now,  [children, 

And   I   shall  Jaueh,  for  all  I  have  lost  my 
Lftucrli  monstrously. 

Cfiamp.  What  are  they  ? 

Vert.  Give  me  leave,  sir; 
Laui;h  more  and  more,  never  leave  laughing ! 

Champ.  Why,  sir?  [sir,  I  smell  it) 

Vert.  Why,  'tis  such  a  thing,  (1  smell  it. 
Such  a  ridiculous  thing! 

Lif-Writ.  Do  you  lau^h  at  me,  my  lord  ? 
Foi  very  colrl,  buttliat  should  not  be  laugh*d 

Cheanp.  What  art  thou  ?  {at. 

La-Writ.  What  art  thou  ? 

Samp.  If  he  had  his  doublet. 
And  his  sword  by  his  side,  as  a  gentleman 
ought  to  have 

Vert.  Peace,  monsieur  Sampson  ! 

Champ.  Come  hither,  little  gentleman. 

La-Writ,  Base  is  the  slave  commanded  : 
Come  to  me. 

Vert.  This  is  the  Little  Advocate. 

Champ.  What  Advocate  ?  [challenge. 

Vat.  The  Little  Advocate  that  sent  mc  a 
I  told  you  that  my  nephew  undertook  it, 
And  what  *twas  like  to  prove :  Now  you  see 
tiie  issue* 


Champ.  Is  this  the  Little  Lawyer  ? 

La-Writ.  You  have  a  sword,  sir, 
And  I  have  none ;  you  have  a  doublet  too. 
That  keeps  you  warm,  and  makes  you  merry* 

Samp,  if  your  lordship  knew  [man. 

The  nature  and  the  nobleness  of  the  gentle- 
Tho'  he    shew    slight    here,  and  at   what 

gusts  <*  of  danger 
His  manhood  has  arriv'd,  but  that  men's  fates 

arc  foolish. 
And  often  headlong  over-run  their  fortunes- 
La- TFrtV   That  Little  Lawyer  would  so 
prick  his  ears  up. 
And  bite  your  honour  by  the  nose 

Champ.  Say  you  so,  sir  ? 

La-Writ.  So  niggle  about  your  grave  shins, 
lord  V'ertaign,  too 

Samp.  No  more,  sweet  gentleman ;  no  more 
of  that,  sir.  [more. 

La-Wrii.  I  will  have  more,  I  must  have 

Vert.  Out  with  it. 

Samp.  Nay,  he  is  as  brave  a  fellow— 

Champ.  Have  I  caught  you f 

[Strikes  him  doom. 

Vert.  Do  not  kill  him,  do  not  kill  him. 

Champ.  No,  no,  no,  I  will  not.       [heart ! 
D'you  peep  again?    Down,  down,   proud 

Samp,  Oh,  valour  !  [rescue  thee. 

Look  up,  brave  friend,  I  have  no  means  to 
My  kingdom  for  a  sword <' ! 

Champ,  ril  sword  you  presently ; 
I'll  claw  your  skin-coat  too. 

Vert.  Away,  good  Sampson  ; 
You  go  to  grass  else  instantly. 

Samp.  But  do  not  murder  my  brave  friend. 

Vert.  Not  one  word. 

Champ.  If  you  do,  sirrah 

Samp.  Must  I  go  ofFdishonour'd? 
Adversity  tries  valour;  so  I  leave  thee  I  [Exit. 


^  And  at  what  gusts  of  danger 

Hit  manhood  has  arrived,]  Mr.  Seward,  disliking  the  word  gusts^  reads, 

" at  what  ;m5/s  of  danger 

"  His  manhood  has  arrived  :** 

*  i.  e.'  s.iys  he,  "  what  dangerous  tournements  his  manhood  has  been  engaged  in."    It  is  a 

*  technical  word  in  knight-errantry,  and  perfectly  suitable  to  the  errant  knight  that  utters  it.* 
The  conjecture  is  probable ;  but  we  see  no  difficulty  in  "  gusts  of  danger." 

«»  3fy  kingdom Jor  a  sword/]  Mr.  Sympson  thinks  this  a  stupid  sneer  at  Shakespeare,  and 
Mr.  Theobald  always  usf d  to  look  on  every  such  jocular  quotation  from  him,  as  so  many 
sneers.  For  my  part,  I  thin  k  it  no  more  a  sneer  upon  Shakespeare,  than  The  Battle  of  the 
Frogs  and  Mice  is  upon  the  Iliad,  or  The  Splendid  Shilling  upon  Paradise  Lost.  Every 
seotimenty  or  expression  of  dignity  and  sublimity,  when  applied  to  a  ridiculous  subject, 
series  only  by  its  contrast  to  render  the  subject  more  ridiculous.  Thus,  Et  tu,  Brute, 
below,  cannot  possibly  be  a  sneer  upon  Shakespeare,  who  does  nothing  but  transcribe  tlie 
very  expression  Czesar  made  use  of  at  his  death  ;  at  least  the  Latin  translation  of  it.  But 
tSampson  assuming  the  distress  of  Richard  the  Third,  and  La-Writ  the  dignity  of  Ciesar  in 
bis  fall,  extremely  heighten  the  comic  drollery  of  their  characters.  Thus  again,  in  an 
emendation  of  Mr.  Sympson's  note  ",  in  this  very  play,  [a,  prete7ided  emendsitloA  !] 

"  What  mister-thing  is  tliis  ? " 
as  Spenser  had  stamp'd  a  dignity  upon  the  obsolete  word  mister^  it  is  with  great  humour 
applied  to  J^-Writ.     But  is  Spenser  sneer'd  by  the  application  ?  No  ;  Fletcher  was  so  far 
from  sneering,  that  he  almost  idolized  him;  as  is  shewn  in  note  ^  on  The  Faithful  Shep- 
herdess.        Seicard. 

After  all,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  our  Poets,  as  well   as  Ben  Jonson,  have  certainly 
more  than  once  indulged  themselves  in  sneering  allusions  to  the  Works  of  Shakespeare. 
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[Act  4«  Scene  1. 


Champ.  Are  you  a  Lawyer,  sir? 

La-Writ.  ]  was,  T  was,  sir. 

Champ.  Nay,  never  look;  your  Lawyer's 
pate  ih  broken,  [sirrah  I 

And  your  litigious  blood  about  your  ears, 
Why  do  you  fight  and  snail? 

XjO-Writ.  I  was  possess  d. 

Champ.  1*11  cfi»posscss  you. 

Vert,  ila,  ha,  ha! 

Lu'lVrit.  Et  tuy  Brute  f 

Vert.  Beat  him  no  more. 

Champ.  Alas,  sir,  I  must  beat  him. 
Beat  him  into  his  business  again  ]  he  will  be 
lost  else. 

Vert.  Then,  tiike  vour  wav. 

Champ.  Lie  still,  and  do  not  struggle. 

La-Writ,  I  am  patient. 
I  never  saw  my  blood  before;  it  jades  me: 
I  have  no  more  heart  nou'  tlian  a  goose. 

Chafnp.  Why,  sirrah,  [living ♦♦, 

Why.do  you  leave  your  trade,  your  trade  of 
And  send  your  challenges  like  tlmnderbolts^ 
To  men  of  honoured  place  ? 

La-Writ,  1  understand,  sir; 
I  never  un4crstood  before  your  beating. 

Champ.  Does  this 
Work  on  you  ? 

La-Writ,  Yes. 

Champ,  D'you  thank  me  for't? 

La-Writ.  As  well 
As  a  beaten  man  can. 

Chump.  And  d'you  proriiise  me. 
To  fall  close  to  your  tiWe  again  ?  leave 
brawling?  [life, 

La-Writ,   If  you  will  qive  me  leave  and 

Chump,  And  ask  this  nobleman  forgiveness  ? 

La-}\rit.  Heartily. 

Champ,  Rise  then,  and  got  you  gone ;  and 

let  me  hear  of  you  [words ; 

As  of  an  advocate  new  vnmp'd.     No  more 

Get  you  off  quickly,  and  make  no  murmurs; 

I  sinul  pursue  you  else. 

La-Writ.  1  have  done,  sweet  gentlemen. 

[Rrit. 

Vert.  But  we  forget  ourselves,  our  friends, 
smd  children. 

Champ,  We'll  raise  the  country  first,  then 
take  our  fortunes.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  First  Gerdleman  andLamira, 
1  Cent.  Shall  I  entreat  for  what  I  may 
Lam,  Tliink  on  my  birtlj.         [command  ? 
1  Cent.  IliTC  I  am  only  noble, 

A  kino;,  unxl  tiiou  in  my  dominions^  fool, 

A  subject,  and  a  slave. 
Lam.  Be  not  a  tynint, 

A  ravisher  of  hoi)ur6r,  gentle  sir, 

And  I  will  think  you  :»uch;  and  on  my  knees. 

As  to  my  sovereign,  pay  a  subject's  duty, 

Witli  prayers  and  tears. 

1  Gent,  I  like  tliis  humble  carriage : 


I  will  walk  by ;  but  kneel  you  still  and  weep 

too, 
(It  shews  well)  while  I  meditate  on  the  prey, 
Before  I  seize  it. 

Lam,  Is  there  no  mercy,  Heaven  ? 

Enter  Second  Gentleman  and  Anahel. 

2  Gent.  Not  kiss  you  ?  I  will  kiss,  and 

Ana,  Savage  villahi !  [kiss  again. 

My  innocence  be  my  strength!  I  do  defy  thee, 
Thus  scorn  and  spit  at  thee.  Will  you  come 
You're  hot;  there  is  a  cooler.         [on,  sir  ? 

2  Gent,  A  virago? 

AiHi.  No,  loathsome  goat,  more^  more ;  t 
am  that  goddess,  [after. 

That  herewith  whips  of  steel,  in  hell  hei^« 
Scourge  rape  and  tlieft. 

2  Gent,  ril  try  your  deity.  [a  virgin, 

Ana.  My  chastity,  and  this  knife  held  by 
Against  thy  lust,  thy  sword,  and  thee  a  beaat, 
Call  on  for  the  encounter. 

2  Gent,  Now  what  think  yOU? 
Are  you  a  goddess? 

[Throv^s  her  and  takes  her  knife^ 

Ana,  tn  inc  their  pow'r  suffers 
Thut  should  protect  the  innocent. 

1  Ge7it.  1  am  [my  pleasures. 

All  fire,  and  thou  shalt  qucncn  it,  and  strxe 
Come,  partner  in  tlie  spoil  and  the  reward. 
Let  us  enjoy  our  purchase^ 

Lam,  Oh,  Dimmt ! 
Oh,  Hcav'n  !  oh,  husband  I 

Ana.  Oh,  my  Clercmont ! 

1  Gent,  Two  are  our  slaves  they  call  on  ; 
bring  'cm  forth. 

As  they  arc  chaiuM  together;  let  them  see. 
And  suffer,  in  the  object. 

Enter  Dinani  and  Clcremont  houndf  and  the 
rest  of' the  Gentlemen, 

2  Gent.  While  we  sit 
And  without  pity  hear  'em« 

Cler.  By  my  life, 
I  suffer  more  for  thee  than  for  myself,  ['em 

Din.  Be  a  man,  Cleremont,  and  look  upon 
As  such  that  not  alone  abus'd  our  service. 
Fed  us  with  hopes  most  bitter  in  digestion, 
But,  when  love  fail'd,  to  draw  on  further 
mischief,  [nours, 

Tlie  baits  they  laid  for  us  were  our  own  ho- 
Which  thus  hath  made  us  slaves  too,  worse 

2  Ge7U,  He  dies.  [than  slaves. 

1  Gent.  Prayhold :  give  him  a  little  respite. 

Din.  T  see  you  now  beyond  expression 

wretched,  [lionour. 

The  wit  you  bragged  of  fool'd,  that  boasted 

(As  you  believ'd,  compass'd  with  walls  of 

brass. 
To  guard  it  sure)  subject  to  be  overthrown 
With  the  least  blast  of  lust. 
Lam,  A  most  sad  truth. 


**  Your  trade,  your  trade  of  living,^  i,  t.  Your  trade  by  which  you  are  to  get  your  livelihood, 
and  without  which  you  must  starve.  I  add  this  explanation  because  Mr.  Sy  nip  son. 
Caking  trade  qfUvin^  only  for  wojf  of  livings  thought  it  a  strange  tautology.        Sevardl 
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J><a.  That  confidence,  which  was  not  to 
be  ikhaken. 
In  a  per|>etual  fever,  and  those  favours, 
Which,  with  so  strong  and  ceremonious  duty, 
Your  lover  and  a  gentleiuan  long  sought  for, 
Sought,  sued,  and  kneel'd  in  vain  for,  must 

you  yield  up 
To  a  licentious  villain^  that  will  hardly 
Allow  you  thanks  for't. 

C-Ur.  Something  I  must  say  too. 
And  to  you,  pretty  one,  tho'  cryiug  one. 
To  be  Lvng'd  now,  when  tlicse  worshipful 
benchers  please,  fn^c) 

(Tho'  I  know  not  their  faces  that  condt^mn 
A  little  startles  me  ;  but  a  man  is  nothing, 
A  maidenhead  is  the   tiling,  the  thing  al! 
aim  at«  [heart  too. 

Do  not  |FOu  wish  now,  and  wish  from  your 
When,  scarce  sweet  with  my  fears,  I  long 
lay  by  you,  [upon  me, 

(Those  fears  you   and  your  good  aunt  put 
io  make  you  sportjTyou'd  given  a  little  hint, 
A  touch  or  so,  to  tell  me  I  was  mortal, 
And  hy  a  mortal  woman  ? 
Aiui.  Pray  you  no  more  ! 
Cler.  If  I  had  loos'd  that  virgin  zone,  ob- 
serve me, 
I  would  have  iiir*d  the  best  of  all  our  poets 
To'vc  suug  so  much,  aud  so  well,  in  the  hono'ir 


Of  that  night's  joy,  that  Ovid*s  Afternoon, 
Nor  his  Corinna,-  sliould  again  be  mentioned. 

Ana,  I  do  repent,  and  wish  I  had. 

Cler,  That's  comfort. 
But  now 

2  Gent.  Another,  tlrnt  will  have  it  ofTer'd^ 
Compel  it  to  be  ofFerM,  shall  eujoy  it  I 

Clcr,  A  rogue,  a  ruffian  ? 

2  Gent.  As  you  love  your  tliroat— 

1  Gent,  Away  with  them. 

Ana,  Oh,  Clcremont ! 

Lam.  Oh,  Dinant  !  [sorrows, 

JL><;i.  I  can  but  add  your  arrows  to  mj 
Your  fears  to  my  fears. 

Cler,  To  your. wishes  mine, 
Tljis  slave  may  prove  unable  to  perform. 
Till  r  perform  the  task  that  I  was  boru  for. 

Ana,  Amen,  amen ! 

1  Gent,  Drag  the  slaves  hence.  For  you, 
A  while  I'll  lock  you  up  here:  Study  all  ways 
You  Can  to  please  me,  or,  the  deed  being 
You  are  but  dead.  [done, 

2  Gent,  This  strong  vault  shall  contain  you ; 
There  think  how  many  for  your  maidenhead 
Have  pin'd  away,  and  be  prepared  to  lose  it 
With  penitence. 

1  Gent,  No  human  help  can  save  you. 
Ladies,  Help,  help !  [hear  you. 

2  Gent,  You  cry  in  vain;   rocks  cannot 


ACT    V. 


1 


A  horrid  noise  ofmusick  within.  Tenter  one 
and  operts  the  door,  within  which  Lamira 
and  Analtelucere  shut y  thei/  inj'tur, 

Lum.  /^H,  cousin,  how  I   shake  all  this 

^^   long  night  I 
What   frights  and  noises  we  have  heard  ! 

Still  tliey  incrciistu 
Tlie  villains  put  on  shapes  to  torture  iis«, 
Aud,  to  their  devils,  form  such  preparations 
As  if  they  were  arhatching  new  dishonours, 
And  fatal  ruin,  past  dull  man's  invention. 
Go  not  too  far,  and  pray,  good  cousin  Ana- 
Hark,  a  hew  noise  !  [bcl  ! 
[A  strange  tmtsicky  snckbnt,  and  troop-music. 

Ana.  They're  exquisite  in  mischief. 
I  will  go  on ;   this  room  gives  no  protection, 
More  than  the  next.  What's  that?  How  sad 

and  hollow 
The  sound  conges  to  us  !        [Gent,  peeping, 

*  The  viUains  put  on  shapes  to  torture  us^ 
And  to  their  devils  form  such  preparations 

jIs  if  theif  were,  &c.]  The  former  editors,  by  their  pointint^^  and  making  "  dcviU"  the 
plural  number  instead  of  the  genitive  singular,  seem  to  have  taken  **  form"  i'or  a  verb;  but 
UVfti  they  le  ive  **and  to  their  devils*'  without  any  sen>e  at  all-         Seward. 

The  old  pointing  gives,  we  think,  the  same  s<misc  with  Seward'.-,  and  avoids  the  hardnciis 
of  **  put  on  preparation."  **  To  tlieir  dcviU"  sij;nities  "  besid^i  tlieir  devils/*  like  which 
(hey  were  disguised. 


Lam.  Groaning,  or  singing,  is  it  ? 

[  Ijouder  noisr^ 

Ana.    The    wind,    I    think,    murniuring 
amongst  old  rooms.  [presaire 

Lim,  Now  it  grows  louder;  sure  some  sad 
Of  our  foul  loss. — [Peep.'\ — Lixik,  now  they 

Ana,  Pox  peep  'em  !  [peep. 

iMm.  Oh,  iiive  them  gentle  lanjjuage. 

Ana.  Give 'em  rat'i-hane.        [Feep  above. 

Lam.  Now  they're  ahove. 

Ana.  I  would  they  were  i'th'  centre, 

Jjum,  Thou  art  so  t'l.-^jlish  (icsjjerate. 

Ana.  Sinc<.*  we  must  lose 

iMm.  Call  *eni  brave  fellows,  gentlemen. 

Ana,  Call 'em  rogues,  [lains! 

Rogues  as  they  are,  rude  rogues,  uncivil  vil- 

LMm,  ly)ok,  an  thou   woo't  beware;  dost 
tliou  feel  the  dan«'er .' 

Ana,  'Till  the  danger  feel  me,  thus  will  I 
talk  still. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1.^ 


And  worse  when  that  comes  too;   they  can- 
not eat  me. 
This  is  a  punishment  upon  our  own  prides 
Most  justly  laid  :  We  must  abuse  brave  gen- 
tlemen, [laugh  and  jeer  at 
M«ike  *em  tame  fools,  and  hobby-horses; 
Such  men  too,  and  so  handsome  and  so  noble, 
That,  howsoe'er  we  seeni'd  to  carry  it     ■ 
'Would  'twere  to  do  again  ! 

Lam,  I  do  confess,  cousin, 
It  was  too  harsh,  too  foolish. 

Ana.  l>o  ^ou  feel  it  ?  [ment. 

D*  you  find  it  now  ?  take  heed  o*  th'  punish- 
"We  might  have  had  two  gallant  gentlemen. 
Proper,  and  young ;  oh,  how  it  tortures  me ! 
Two  devils  now,  two  rascals,  two  and  twen- 

Larr,  Oh,  think  not  so.  [ty 

Ana.  Nay,  an  wc  'scape  so  modestly 

Lam.  May  we  be  worthy  any  eyes,  or  know- 
When  we  are  us'd  thus  ?  [ledge, 
Ana.  Why  not  ?  why  d'  you  cry  ?       [for  ? 
Are  we  not  women  still  ?  what  were  wc  uiade 


Lam.  But  thus,  thus  basely- 
Afta.  Tis  against  our  wills; 


And  if  there  come  a  thousand,  so 
Lam.  Out  on  thee ! 

Ana.  You  are  a  fool :  What  we  cannot  re- 
sist, [be  women. 
Why  should  we  grieve  and  blush  for?  There 
And  they  that  bear  the  name  of  excellent 
\''omen,  [fortune. 
Would  give  their  whole  estates  to  meet  this 
Lam.  Hark,  a  new  noise  ! 

[  New  sound  within. 
Ana.  Let'em  go  on;  I  fear  not. 
If  wrangling,  fighting  and  scratching  cannot 

preserve  me. 
Why,  so  be  it,  co^isin.    If  I  be  ordain'd 
To  breed  a  race  of  rogues 

Enter  four  over  the  stagey  with  Bcartpre  and 
Verdone  bounds  and  halters  about  their  necks. 

Lam.  They  come. 

Ana.  Be  firm ; 
They're  welcome. 

Lam.  What  mask  of  death  is  this?  Oh,  my 
dear  brother  1  [villains  ! 

Ana.  My  coz  too  ?  why,  now  youVe  glorious 

luim.  Oh,  shall  we  lose  our  honours  ? 

Ana.  Let  'em  go ;  [pageants. 

When  death  prepares  the  way,  they  are  but 
Why  must  these  die  ? 

Beau.  Lament  your  own  misfortunes; 
We  perish  happily  before  your  rums. 

Ana.  Has  miscnief  ne'er  a  tongue  ? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  foolish  woman, 
Our  captain's  will  is  death. 

Ana.  You  dare  not  do  it. 
Tell  thy  base  boistrjus  captain  what  I  say. 
Thy  lawless  captain,  that  he  dares  not  do  it! 
D'you  laugh,  you  rogue  ?  you pamper'd rogue? 

L(mf.  Good  sir, 
(Good  cousin,  gently!)  as  you're  a  gentle- 
man   [devil's  harbinger! 

Ana.  A  gentleman  ?  A  slave,  a  dog,  the  | 


Lam.  Sir,  as  you  had  a  mother 

Ana,  He  a  mother? 
Shame  not  the  name  of  mother !  A  she-bear, 
A  bloody  old  wolf-hitch  !  A  woman-mother? 
Looks  that  rude  lump,  as  if  he  had  a  mother? 
Jntreathim?  Hang  him !  Do  thy  worst,  thou 
dar'st  not,  [dares  not; 

Thou  dar'st  not  wrong  their  lives ;  tliy  captain 
They're  persons' of  more  price. 

Verdone.  Whnte'cr  we  sufter, 
Let  not  your  angers  wrong  you. 

Ana,  You  cannot  suffer ;  [moon» 

llie  men  that  do  this  deed  must  lire  i*  th' 
Free  from  the  gripe  of  justice. 

Lam.  Is  it  not  better [rascals. 

Ana.  Is  it  not  better  ?  Let  'em  go  on  like 
And  put  false  faces  on  ?  they  dare  not  do  it  f 
Flatter  siirh  scabs  of  nature  ? 

Gent.  Woman,  woman, 
The  nest  work  is  with  you. 

Ana.  Unbind  tliosc  gentlemen, 
And  put  their  fatal  fortunes  on  our  necks. 

Lam,  As  yon  have  mercy,  do  ! 
.     Ana.  As  you  are  monsters ! 

Lam.  Fright  us  no  more  with  shipwreck  o( 
our  honours ; 
Nor,  if  there  be  a  guilt  by  us  committed, 
Let  it  endanger  those. 

Ana,  I  say,  they  dare  not. 
There  be  a  thousand  gallowses,  ye  rogues ! 
Tortures,  ye  bloody  rogues  !  wheels ! 

Gent.  Away. 

Lrini.  Stay. 

A?ia.  Stay ;  [gentlemen. 

Stay,  and  ill  flatter  too.     Good  sweet-fac'd 
You  excellent  in  honesty  ! — Oh,  kinsmen  ! 
Oh,  noble  kinsmen ! 

GaU.  Auay  with  'em  ! 

[Exeunt  Vcrd,  Beau,  and  Gent* 

Ana.  Stay  yet.- 

The  devil  and  his  lovelv  dnm  walk  with  vou ! 
Come,  fortify  yoursell";  if  they  do  die, 
(Which  all  lhcirrngj>edncss  can't  rack  into  me) 
'I'hey  cannot  find  an  hour  more  innocent, 
Nor  more  friends  to  revenge  'em. 

Enter  Cfvrenwnt,  disguised. 

Lam.  Now  stand  constant; 
For  now  our  trial's  come. 

C/er.  This  beauty's  mine ; 
Your  minute  moves  not  yet. 

Lam.  She  sinks ! If  Christian, 

If  any  spark  of  noble  heat 

C/er.  Rise,  lady,  [you- 

And  fearless  rise;  there's  no  dishonour  ro€an& 
D'  you  know  my  tongue  ? 

Ann.  I've  heard  it. 

C/cr.  Mark  it  better.  [yon* 

I'm  one  that  loves  you ;  fairly,  nobly  loves 
Look  on  my  face. 

Ana.  Oh,  sir  ! 

Cier.  No  more  words  ;  softly. 
Hark,  but  hark  wisely  how,  midcrstand  well. 
Suspect  not,  fear  not. 

Ana.  You  ha^  e  brought  inc  comfort. 
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Cier.  If  you  dare  think  me  worthy  of  your 


husband^, 


I 


thus- 


I  am  no  rogue  nor  besgar,  if  you  dare  do 

Ana,  You're  monsieur  Cleremont  ? 

CUr,  I  am  tJiC  same.  (yju, 

If  you  dare  venture,  speak ;  if  not,  I  leave 
Xnd  leave  you  to  the  mercy  of  these  villains, 
That  will  not  wooe  you  mucin 

Ana.  Save  my  reputation, 
And  free  me  from  tncse  slaves  ! 

Cler.  By  tliis  kiss,  I'll  do  it,  [yo"« 

And  from  the  least  dishonour  tfiey  dare  aim  at 
I  have  a  priest  too  shall  be  ready. 

Aiut,  You  are  fornard.  [whispers, 

Ijom,  Is  this  my  constant  cousin  ?  How  she 
Kisses  and  hugs  tlic  thief ! 

Ana.  You'll  offer  nothing?  [man. 

Cler.  Till  all  be  tied,  not,  as  I  am  a  gentle- 

Ana.  Can  you  relieve  my  aunt  too  ? 

Cier.  Not  yet,  mistress,  [quickly; 

But  fear  nothing ;  all  shall  be  well.  Away 
it  must  be  done  i*  th'  moment,  or— 

Ana.  I'm  with  you.   [Keep  your  standing. 

CUr.  I'll  know  now- who  sleeps  by  me. — 

[^xcunt  Cler.  and  Anabel. 

Lam,  Well,  go  thy  way,  and  thine  own 
shame  dwell  with  thee  ! 
Is  this  the  constancy  she  shew'd,  the  bravery  ? 
The  dear  love  and  the  life  she  ow'd  her  kins- 
men ?  [woman ! ' 
Oh,  brave  tongue-valiant  <7,  and  vain-glorious 
Is  this  tlie  noble  anger  you  arriv'd  at  ? 
Are  tliese  the  thieves  you  scorn'd,  the  rogues 
you  rail'd  at,  [desty. 
The  scabs  and  scums  of  nature  ?  Oh,  fair  mo- 
Exceilent  virtue,  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
Wliat  baud  of  Heav'n  is  over  us^*,   when 
strong  virgins                           [fortunes? 
Yield  to  their  fears,  and  to  their  fears  their 
Never,  Belief,  come  near  me  more  !  Fare" 
well,  wench, 


A  long  farewell  from  all  that  ever  knew  thee ! 
My  turn  is  next ;  I  am  resolv'd.  It  comes ; 
But  in  a  nobler  shape  f  Ua ! 

Enter  Dinani. 
Din.  Bless  you,  lady  ! 
Lam.  indeed,  sir,  1  had  need  of  many 

blessings ; 
Forall  the  hours  I  have  had  since  I  came  here, 
Have  been  so  many  curses.     How  got  you 

liberty  ? 
For  1  preAume  you  come  to  comfort  me. 
Din.  To  comfort  you,  and  love  }Ou,  'tig 

most  true ; 
My  bondage  was  as  yours,  as  full  of  bitterness. 
And  every  hour  my  death. 

Lam.  Heav'n  wj^s  your  comfort. 

Din,  'Till  the  hist  evening,  sitting  full  of 

sadness,  [tunes, 

Wailing,  sweet  mistress,  your  unhappy  for- 
(Mine  own  I'd  the  least  care  of)  round  about 

me 
The  captain  and  the  company  stood  gaping. 
When  i  began  tlie  story  of  ray  love 
To  you,  fair  saint,  and  with  so  full  a  sorrow 
Follow'd  each  point,  that,  e'en  from  those 

rude  eyes, 
That  never  knew  what  pity  meant,  or  mercy, 
Tlierc  stole  down  soft  releiitings:  (Take  heed, 

mistress. 
And  let  not  such  unholy  hearts  out-do  you  ! 
The  soft-plum'd  god  will  see  again !)  Thus 

taken,  [told. 

As  men  trans form'd  with  the  strange  tale  I 
They  stood  amaz'd ;  then  bid  me  rise  and  live, 
Take  liberty  and  means  to  see  your  person. 
And  wish'd  me  prosperous  in  your  love :  Wish 

you  so  ; 
Be  wise  and  loving,  lady;  shew  but  you  sof 
Lam.  Oil,  sir,  are  tliese  fit  hours  to  talk 

of  love  in  ? 


« 


^  If  y^^  Miw/:  me  worthy  of  your  husband.^  The  word  dare  being  twice  repeated  after- 
irmrds,  m  repeating  this  question,  and  the  want  of  a  syllable  in  tiie  verse,  seem  to  prove  it 
accidentally  dropt  from  this  line.        Seward. 

^'  O  brave  tongue,  valiant  glorious  woman .']  Mr.  Sympson  concurred  with  me  in  reading 
tongue-xxifiant.  It  is  highly  probable  that  Milton  read  it  so,  for  he  seems  to  imitate  it  in  his 
Samson  Agonistes :  Samson  calls  Harapha  tongue-dough tj/  giant ;  and  this  is  not  the  first 
time  in  this  play  that  Milton,  in  that  very  scene,  seems  to  have  imitated  Our  Authors. 
What  Champernei  says  in 'the  second  scene  of  the  first  act, 

[Oh,  that  I  had  thee 

In  some  close  vault,  that  only  would  yield  room 
To  me  to  use  my  swgrd,  to  thee  no  hope 
To  run  away.]" 

Milton  puts,  with  a  small  change  of  expression,  into  Samson's  mouth, 

**  Therefore  without  feign'd  shifts  let  be  assign'd 
**  Some  narrow  place  inclos'd,  where  sight  may  give  thee, 
"  Or  rather  flight,  no  great  advantageof  mc." 
But  betide  the  corruption  of  tongue-valiant,  the  word  glorious  seems  to  have  lost  its  proper 
consort^  which  both  the  sense  and  verse  require  to  be  restor'd :  I  read  therefore, 

*  O  brave  tongue-valiant,  and  vain-glorious  woman  I ' 
Dinant  says,  a  little  below,  to  Lamira, 

"  That  spring  of  chastity  tliat  fed  your  pride, 
"  And  grew  mto  a  river  of  vainrglory," 
This  confirms  the  conjecture  above.        Seward. 
*  What  handj  O  Hetn^n^  is  vctr  ut."}  '^bas  read  all  editions  but  the  first. 
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Slijgill  we  make  fools  of  our  afflictions  ? 
Can  any  thing  sound  sweetly  in  mine  ears, 
Where  all  the  noise  of  bloody  horror  is  ? 
My  brother,  and  my  cousin,  they  are  dead,  sir, 
Dead,  basely  dead  {  Is  this  an  age  to  fool  in  ? 
Apd  I  myself,  I  know  not  what  I  shall  be ! 
Yet  1  must  th;ink  you ;  and  if  happily 
You  had  ask'd  me  yesterday,  when  tliesc  were 
living,  *  [to  you. 

And  my  fears  less,  I  might  have  hearken*d 
Din,  Peace  to  your  grief!  I  bind  you  to 
your  word. 

I^nter  Cicremont,  Anabcf,  Beauprey  Verdone^ 

Charlotte^  NursCy  and  the  two  Gentlemen, 

Lam.  Howl  do  you  conjure?       [madam. 

Din.  Not  to    raise  dreadful  apparitions, 
But  such  as  you  would  gladly  see. 

Lam,  My  brother. 
And  nephew  living  ? 

Beau,  Aod  bot«»  owe  their  lire« 
To  tht  favour  of  those  i;entlemen. 

Verdone.  VVho  (leservc 
Our  siTvice,  and,  for  us,  your  "racious  thanks. 

Lum,  VVhicii  I  give  freely,  and  become  a 
huiior, 
To  be  hereafter  more  familiar  [Kiss, 

With  such  preat  worth  and  virtue. 

1  Gent,  Ever  think  us 
,  Your  servants,  madam. 

Clrr.  Why,  if  thou  wilt  needs  know 
How  we  are  freed,  I  will  discover  it, 
And  with  laconic  brevity.    These  gentlemen 
This  night  cncouutcring  with  those  outlaws 
that  [were. 

Yesterday  made  us  prisoners,  and,  as  wc 
Attempted  by  *era,  they  with  greater  courage, 
(I'm  sure  with  better  fortune)  not  alone 
Guarded  themselves,  but  forc*d  the  bloody 

thieves, 
Being  got  l>etween  them  and  this  hellish  cave, 
For  safety  of  their  lives,  to  fly  up  higher 
Into  the  woods,  all  left  to  their  po^se^^ion  : 
This  sav'd  your  brother  and  your  npphew  from 
The  gibbet,  this  redecm'd  me  from  my  chaiiir*; 
And  gave  my  friend  his  liberty;  this  preserv'd 
Your  honour*  ready  to  be  lost. 

J)in»  But  th^t  [Aside, 

I  know  this  fgr  a  lie,  and  tljat  the  thieves 
And  gentlemen  are  the  same  met),  by  my 

practice 
Suborn'd  to  this,  he  does  deliver  it.        [ful. 
With  such  a  constant  brow,  tiiat,  1  am  doubt< 
I  should  believe  him  too. 

1  Gent.  I  f  we  did  well. 
We  are  rewarded. 

3  Gent,  I'tmnks  but  take  away 
From  what  wa>  freely  purpos*d. 

Cler,  Now,  by  this  hand, 

[To  the  Gentlemen, 
You  have  so  cunningly  discharg*d  your  parts. 
That,  while  wc  live,  rest  confident  jou  shall 
Command    Dinnnt   and    Cleremont.    Nor 

Beauprc 
Nor  Verdone  scents  it;  for  the  ladie^^  they 
Were  easy  to  be  guird. 


1  Gc»t. 'Twas  but  a  jest;  [necks. 

And  yet  the  iest  may  chance  to  break  our 
Should  it  be  known. 

Cler.  Fear  nothing. 

Din.  Cleremont, 
Say,  what  success  ? 

Clef,  As  thou  wouldst  wish ;  'tis  done,  lad; 
The  grove  will  witness  with  me,  that  this  night 
I  lay  not  like  a  block.     But  how  speed  you  ? 

Din.  1  yet  am  in  suspense ;  devise  som« 
To  cet  these  off,  and  speedily.  [means 

Cler,  I  have  it. —  [lows. 

Come,  wc  arc  dull ;  J  think  that  the  good  fcl- 
Our  predecessors  in  this  place,  were  not 
So  foolish  and  improvident  husbauds,  but 
*T\vill  yield  us  meat  and  wine, 

1  Gent.  Lot's  ransack  it ; 
Tis  ouri  now  by  the  law. 

Cler,  IIow  say  you,  sweet  one. 
Have  you  an  appetite  ? 

Atia.  To  walk  again 
1*  til'  woods,  if  you  think  fit,  rather  than  cat. 

Cler.  A  little  respite,  prithee.  Nay,  blush 
not ; 
You  ask  hut  what's  your  own,  and  warrantable. 
,  Moubieur  Beaupre.  Verdone,  what  tliink  you 
of  the  motion  ? 

Verdone  •  Lead  the  way. 

Beau.  We  follow  willingly. 

Cler.  When  yj)u  shall  think  fit, 
Wc  will  expect  you.    . 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Din.  and  Lam, 

Din.  Now  be  mistress  of 
Your  promise,  lady. 

Lam.  Twas  to  give  you  hearing,     [grant. 

Din,  But  that  word  hearing  did  include  a 
And  you  must  make  it  good. 

jMtn.  Must? 

J)in.  Must  and  shall! 
I  will  be  fool'd  no  more :  You  had  your  tricks. 
Made  properties  of  me  and  of  my  friend, 
Presum'd  upon  your  power,  and  whipp'd  me 

with 
The  rod  of  mine  own  dotage  :  Do  not  flatter 
^  Yourself  with  hope,  that  any  human  help 
Can  free  you ;  and,  for  aid  by  miracle, 
A  base  unthankful  woman  is  unworthy. 

Lam,  You  will  not  force  me? 

pin.  Rather  than  enjoy  you  [you  ; 

With  your  consent,  because  I  will  torment 
I'll  make  you  feel  th'  clTccts  of  abus'd  love, 
And  glory  in  your  torture. 

fjom.  Brother !  nephew  ! 
Help,  help,  for  Heav*u's  sake  I 

Din.  Tear  vour  throat,  rrv  louder  ; 
Tho'  every  leaf  these  trees  bear  were  an  echo. 
And  summon'd  in  your  best  friends  to  redeem 

you. 
It  should  be  fruitless :  Tis  not  that  I  love  you, 
Or  value  those  delights  you  prize  so  high, 
That  I'll  enjoy- you;  a  French  crown  w'lll  buy 
More  sport,  and  a  companion  to  whom 
You  in  your  best  trim  are  an  Ethiop. 

Lam.  Forbear  me  tljcn. 

Din,  Not  so ;  I'll  do't  in  spite, 
And  break  tliat  stubborn  disobedient  will, 
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Tbat  hath  80  long  held  out;  that  boasted  bo-  | 


nour 
1  wiil  make  equal  with  a  common  Mvhore's ; 
The  spring  of  chastity,  that  fed  your  pride. 
And  grew  into  a  river  of  vainglory, 
I  will  defile  with  mud,  the  mud  of  lust. 
And  make  it  loathsouie  ev'u  to  goats ! 

Lorn.  Oh,  Heaven ! 
No  pity,  sir? 

Din.  You  taught  me  to  be  cruel,     [fool ; 
And  dare  you  think  of  mercy  ?  1  will  tell  thee, 
•Tliose  that  surpris'd  thee  were  my  instru- 
ments :  fit) 


£ 


1  can  plot  too,  good  madam,  (you  shall  mid 
And,  m  the  stead  uf  licking  of  my  (iugers, 
Kneelingand  whininglikeaboy  new-breech'd, 
To  get  a  toy,  forsooth,  not  worth  an  apple^ 
Thii*»  make  my  way,  and  with  authority 
Command  what  J  would  have. 

Lam,  Vm  lost  for  ever ! 
Good  sir,  I  do  confess  my  fault, my  (;ross  fault, 
And  yield  myself  up,  miserable  guilty! 
Hias  kneeling  I  confess,  you  cannot  study 
Sufficient  punishments  to  load  me  with : 
I'm  in  your  power,  and  I  confess  again, 
Yuu  cannot  be  too  cruel.    Jf  there  be, 
Besides  the  loss  of  my  long-guarded  honour, 
<\ny  thing  else  to  make  the  balance  even. 
Pray  put  it  in ;  all  hopes,  all  helps  have  left 

me; 
I  am  girt  round  with  sorrow,  hell's  about  me. 
And  raviiihment  the  least  that  I  can  look  for ! 
Do  what  you  plciise. 

Din.  Indeed  1  will  do  nothing. 
Nor  touch  nor  Imrt  you,  lady  ;  nor  had  ever 
Such  a  lewd  purpose. 

Lorn.  Cau  there  be^such  goodness, 
And  in  a  man  so  injur'd  ? 

Din.  Be  condrm*d  in't; 
I  seal  it  thus.     I  must  confess  you  vex'd  me, 
In  fooling  me  so  often,  and  those  fears 
You  threw  upon  me  call'd  for  Ji  requital, 
Wiiich  now  I  have  return*d.  All  unchaste  love 
Dinant  tlius  throws*  awav  !  Live  to  mankind. 
As  vou  liave  done  to  nie,  and  f  will  honour 
Your   Tirtue,  and   no  mure  think   of  yot^r 
beauty. 

Lum,  Ail  I  possess  comes  short  of  satisfac- 
tion, ["ight 

Din.  No  compliments.  The  terrors  of  tliis 
Imagine  b'lt  a  fearful  dream,  and  so 
With  ease  Ibrget  it:  For  Dinunt,  Uiat  labour'd 
To  blast  your  honour,  is  a  champion  for  it. 
And  will  protect  and  guard  it. 

Lam,  *l^is  as  safe  then. 
As  if  a  complete  army  undertook  it. 

[  Exeunt, 

Enter  La-Writ,  Sainpson,  and  C/Untt, 

La-  Writ.  1^0  not  persuade  me,  geutle  mon- 
sieur Sampson ; 
I  am  a  uiortai  man  again,  a  Lawyer; 
My  usiirtiHl  part  1  have  put  off. 

Sump.  Sweet  monsieur. 
Let  but  our  honour  a  t«<a6b  ui. 

Vol,  IL 


La-Writ.  Monsieur  Sampson, 
My  honourable  friend,  my  valiant  friend. 
Be  butso beaten — Forward, my  brave  clients ; 
i  am  yours,  and  you  are  mine  again—  be  biiC 

so  thrchht. 
Receive  that  castigation  with  a  cUdgel 

Samp.  Which  calls  upon  us  for  a  reparation. 

La-Writ.  I  have,  it  cost  me  half  a  crown^ 
I  bear  it. 
All  over  me  I  bear  it,  monsieur  Sampson  ; 
The  oils,  and  the  old  woman  that  Repairs  to  mis^ 
To  'noint  my  beaten  body. 

Samp.  It  concerns  you. 
You  have  been  swing  d; 

LorWrit.  Let  it  concern  thee  too ;    . 
Go,  and  be  beaten,  speak  scurvy  words,  al 

I  did ;  ;; 

Speak  to  that  lion  lord,  waken  his  anger, 
And  have  a  hundred  bastinadoes^  do ; 
Three  broken  pates,  thy  teeth  knocked  out, 

do,  Sampson, 
Thy  valiant  arms  and  legs  beaten  to  poultices^ 
Do,  silly  Sampson,  do. 

1  Client,  You  wrong  the  gentleman. 

To  try  to  put  him  out  of  his  right  mind  thus  t 
You  wrong  us,  and  our  causes. 

La-Writ,  Down  with  him,  gentlemen. 
Turn  liim,  and  beat  him,  if  he  break  our  peace. 
Then  when  thou  hast  been  lam'd,  thy  small 

guts  perished, 
Then  talk  to  me ;  before,  I  scorn  thy  counsels 
Feel  what  I  feel,  and  let  my  lord  repair  th^e. 

Samp,  And  can  the  brave  La* Writ- 

2  Client.  Tempt  him  no  further; 
Be  warn'd,  and  say  no  more  ! 

La-Writ,  Jf  thou  dost,  Sampson, 
Thou  seest  my  myrmidons  (I'll  let  ^cm  loose) 
That  in  a  moment 

Samp,  J  say  nothing,  sir^ 
But  J  could  wish 

La-Writ,  They  shall  destroy  thee  wishing  ! 
There's  ne'er  a  man  of  these  but  have  lost  ten 
causes,  [diest ! 

Dearer  tiian  ten  men's  lives ;  tempt,  and  thou 
Go  home,  and  smile  upon  my  lord  thinie  uncle^ 
Take  money  of  the  men  thoumean'st  to  cozen. 
Drink  wine,  and  eat  good  meat,  n;id  live  dis« 

erectly ; 
Talk  little,  'tis  an  antidote  against  a  beating  ; 
Keep  thy  hand  from  thy  sword,  and  from  thy 
And  thou'lt  hve  long.         flandress'  placket, 

1  Client,  Give  ear,  and  be  instructed. 

La-Writ,  I  find  I'm  wiser  than  a  justice  of 
peace  now  : 
Give  me  the  wisdom  that's  beaten  into  a  man  ! 
That  sticks  still  by  him.  Art  thou  a  new  man  t 

Samp,  Yes,  yes. 
Thy  learned  precepts  have  enchanted  me. 

IM-Writ.  Go,  my  son  Sampson,  I  have 
now  begot  thee  ;  ['^^c* 

I'll  send  thee  causes ;  speak  to  thy  lord,  ana 
And  lay  my  share  by  ;  kio,  and  live  in  peace. 
Put  on  new  suits,  and  shew  fit  for  thy  place  : 
That  man  neglects  his  living,  is  an  ass^ 

^  [Eiit  Samf, 
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Farewell  f— Come,  chearly,'  boys,  about  our 

business ! 
Now,  welcome  tongue  again,  hang  swords  !   , 
1  Client.  Sweet  Advocate  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Nitrse  and  Charlotte. 

Nurse,  I  know  not,  wench;  they  may  call 
'em  what  they  will. 
Outlaws,  or  thieves,  but,  I  am  sure,  to  me 
One  was  nn  honest  man  ;  he  us'd  me  well : 
What  I  did,  *tisno  matter;  he  complain'd  not. 

Chur.  I  must  confess  there  was  one  bold 
with  me  too,  [matter; 

Some  coy  thing  would  say  rude,  but  'tis  no 
I  was  to  pay  a  waiting-woman's  ransom, 
And  1  have  done't;  and  I  would  pay*t  again, 
Wer?  I  ta'en  to-morrow. 

Nurse,  Alas,  there  was  no  hurt ! 
If 't  be  a  sin  for  such  as  live  at  hard  meat,  ■ 
And  keep  a  long  Lent  in  the  woods  as  they  do. 
To  taste  a  little  flesh 

Char.  God  help  the  courtiers. 
That  lie  at  rack  and  manger  ! 

Nurse.  I  shall  love 
A  thief  the  better  for  this  while  I  live; 
They  are  men  of  a  charitable  vocation. 
And  give  where  there  is  need,  and  with  dis- 
cretion. 
And  put  a  good  speed-penny  in  my  purse, 
That  has  been  empty  twenty  years. 

Char.  Peace, Nurse;  [Cleremont 

Fare  well  ^f  and  cry  not  roast  meat.  Metliinks 
And  my  lady  Anabel  are  in  one  night 
Familiai'ly  acquainted. 

Nurse.  I  observe  it ; 
If  she  have  got  a  penny  too ! 

Ejiter  Vertaign,  Champemel,  and  Provost, 

Char.  No  more; 
My  lord  monsieur  Vertaign ;  the  provost  too ! 
Haste,  and  acquaiut  ray  lady. 

[Exeunt  Nurse  and  Char, 

Pro.  Wondrous  strange ! 

Vert.  Tis  true,  sir,  on  my  credit. 

Champ.  On  mine  honour.  [years. 

Pro.  I  liavc  been  provost-marshal  twenty 
And  have  truss'd  up  a  tliousand  of  these  ras- 
But  so  near  Pai-is  yet  I  never  inet  with  [cals ; 
One  of  tliat  brotherhood. 

Champ.  We  to  our  cost  have. 
But,  win  you  search  the  wood  ? 

Pro.  It  is  beset;  [wondet 

They  cannot  'scape  us.  Nothing  makes  me 
So  much,  as,  havmg  you  within  flieir  power. 
They  let  you  go;  it  was  a  courtesy. 


That  French  thieves  use  not  often.    I  much 
The  gentle  ladies;  yet,  I  know  not- how,  [pity 
I  rather  hope  than  fear.     Are  these   the 
prisoners  ? 

Enter  Dinantf  Cleremont f  Verdone,  Beaupre, 
Lamira^  Anabel,  Charlotte^  and  'Nurse. 

Din.  We  were  such. 

Vert.  Kill  me  not,  excess  of  joy ! 

Champ.  I  sec  thou  liv'st;  but  hast  thou  had 
no  foul  play  ?  [noble, 

Lam.  No,  on  my  soul ;  my  usage  hath  been 
Far  from  all  violence. 

Champ,  flow  were  you  freed  ? 
But,kissmc  first;  well  talk  ofthat  at  leisure; 
I'm  glad  I  have  thee.    Niece,  how  you  keep 
As  you  knew  me  not  I  [off. 

Ana.  Sir,  I  am  where 
I  owe  most  duty. 

Cler.  *Tis  indeed  most  true,  sir; 
The  man  that  should  have  been  your  bed- 
fellow, [smell  out 
Your  lordship's  bedfellow,  that  could  not 
A  virgin  of  sixteen,  that  was  your  fool 
To  make  you  merry ;  this  poor  simple  felloff 
Has  met  the  maid  again,  aud  now  she  knows 
He  is  a  man. 

Chump.  How  !  is  she  dishonour'd  ?   [able : 

Cler.  Not  unlebS  marriage  be  dishonour* 
Hcav'n  is  a  witness  of  our  happy  contract. 
And  the  next  priest  we  meet  shall  warrant  it 
To  all  the  world.     1  lay  with  her  in  jest; 
Tis  turn'd  to  earnest  now. 

Champ.  Is  this  true,  niece  ? 

Din.  Her  blushing  silence  grants  it.  Nay, 
sir,  storm  not ; 
He  is  my  friend,  and  I  can  make  tliis  good. 
His  birth  and  fortunes  equal  hers  ;  your  lord- 
ship [friends  too. 
Might  have  sought  out  a  worse  ;  we  are  all 
All  differences  end  thus.     Now,  sir,  unless 
You  would  raise  new  dissentions,  make  per- 
What  is  so  well  begun.  [fact 

Vert,  That  were  not  manly. 

Lam.  Let  me  persuade  you. 

Champ.  Well,  God  give  you  joy  ! 
She  shall  not  come  a  beggar  to  you,  sir.  [you 
For  you,  monsieur  Dmant,  ere  hmg  111  shew 
Another  niece,  to  this  not  much  iuferior ; 
As  you  shall  like,  proceed. 

Din.  I  'thank  you,  sir.  [vel  ends 

Champ.  Back  then  to  Paris.  Well  that  tra- 

That   makes    of ,  deadly  enemies    perfect 

friends.  [Exeunt  omnet. 


t9  Farcwel,  and  cry  not  roast  meat."^  The  proverb  proves,  as  well  as  the  sense,  that  we 
should  read,  fare  vcell.    The  corruption  was  easy. 


EPILOGUE. 


Gentlemen, 
AM  sent  forth 
Of  us,  aod 


I 

This  night  eioeedmg  merry 


th  to  enquire  what  you  dr  cree  1 
of  our  Poets;  they  will  be  > 
ceding  merry,  so  will  we,     J 


Jf  you  approve  their  labours.    TTjey  profen 
You  arc  tneir  patrons,  and  we  say  no  less: 
Resolve  us  then :  for  you  can  only  tell 
Whether  we  Irnve  done  idly,  or  done  well. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENTINIAN. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Lovelace  and  Stanley  speak  of  Fletcher  singly  as  Author  of 
thi«.  Tragody.  Its  first  publication  was  in  tlie  folio  of  1647.  About  the  year  1685,  the 
Jiarl  of  Hucbcater  made  sonic  considerable  alterations  in  Valentiuian;  with  which  it  wag 
perfonued. 
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PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 
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if-jCir**,  the  Emperttrt  loj/ul  General, 
Balbcs,    1 

PtKOCVLVS^Cjburnoble  PandurSy  and  Fiat' 
CH1T.AX,     C     tcrtn  to  the  Emperor, 
L'.CINK'S,    ) 

M.\  v I M  rs,  ft^reai  Snidicry  Husband  to  Lucina. 
Lyci  %s,  an  Eunuch. 
PoNTii.***,  an  horn  si  cashiered  Centurion. 
PiiiniA**,  }ta'o  bo!d  and  faithful  Eunuchs, 
A  a  El  us,   \      Scrvunts  to'JEciits. 


Arnxs  ips,  an  tiuincnt  Captain. 


Paulus,  a  Poet, 
Licippus,  a  Courtier. 

EUDOXIA,  Empress,  Wife  to  Valcutinian. 
Lucina,  the  chaste  abused  Wife  of  Maximum. 

^^^^L^.}  ^--''  Waitin,'r^n.n. 
PhorbIT/}  '"'^  ""-f^^^  Emperor's  Bawds. 

Three  Senators^  Physicians^  Gentlemen,  and 
Soldiers. 


SCENE,  Rome, 


mt 


ACT  L 


SCENE  L 


Enter  BaUms,  Proculus,Chilar,and  Licinius, 

Batbus.  1  NEVER  saw  the  like;  she's  u6 

-^     more  stirr'd, 
No  more  another  woman,  no  more  alter*d 
Witii  anv  hopes  or  promises  laid  to  her, 
Let  *em  fee  ne'er  so  weighty,  ne'er  so  winning, 
Th»n  I  am  with  the  uiotiuu  of  my  own  legs. 

Prac.  Cliilax, 
You  are  a  stranger  yet  in  these  designs, 
At  least  in  Rome.  'Tell  me,  and  tell  me  truth, 
Did  you  e'er  know,  in  all  your  course  of 

practice, 
In  all  the  ways  of  woman  you  have  run  thro' — 
(For  1  presume  you  have  been  brou(;ht  up, 
As  we,  to  fetch  and  carry—  )  [Chilax, 

Chi.  True ;  I  have  so.*  [gress, 

Prtx.  Did  you,  \  say  a^ain,irkall  this  pro- 
Evor  discover  such  a  piece  of  beauty. 
Ever  so  rare  a  creature,  and,  no  doubt, 
One  that  must  know  her  worth  too^  and  af- 
fect it. 
Ay,  And  be  flat^er'd,  else 'tis  none ;  and  honest? 
}b>iiest,  a^^aiubt  the  tide  of  all  temptations? 
Honest  to  one  man,  to  her  husband  only, 
And  vet  not  eighteen,  nol  of  age  to  know 
Wby'siie  is  honest? 

C7u.  I  c^nffss  it  freely, 
I  ne^er  saw  her  fellow,  nor  e'er  shall  ; 
Fur  all  our  Grecian  dames,  all  1  have  tried, 
(And  sure  f  have  tried  a  huudred ;  if  I  say  two, 
I  speak  witbim  my  compaai)  all  these  beauties, 


And  all  the  constancy  of  all  these  facet, 
Maids,  widows,  wives,  of  what  degree  or 
calling,  ^[cunning) 

So  tliey  be  Greeks,  and  fat,  (for  there's  my 
I'd  undertake,  and  not  sweat  for  it, l*rocuhis, 
Wtre  they  to  try  again,  say  twice  as  many, 
Under  a  thousuid  pound,  to  lay  *em  bed-rid: 
But  this  wench  staggers  me. 

Licin.  D*  you  see  these  jewels?  [sure  you, 
You'd  think  these  pretty  baits ;  now,  Til  as- 
Ilere's  half  the  wealth  of  Asia. 

BaL  These  are  ni)thing 
To  the  full  honours  1  projiounded  to  her: 
1  bid  her  think,  and  be,  and  presently. 
Whatever  her  ambition,  wha*  the  counsel 
Of  others  would  add  to  her,  what  her  dreamt 
Could  more  enlarge,  what  any  precedent 
Of  any  woman  rising  up  to  glory, 
And  standing  certain  Uiere,and  in  the  hichest. 
Could  give  her  more ;  nay,  to  be  empress. 
Proc.  And  cold  at  all  these  offers? 
BuL  Cold  as  crvstal, 
Ne*er  to  be  thaw'd  again. 

Chi.  I  tried  her  further. 
And  so  far,  tlmt  I  think  she  is  no  woman. 
At  least  as  women  go  now. 
Licin.  Why,  what  did  you  ? 
Chi.  i  offered  that,  that  had  she  been  but 
mistress  [her; 

Of  as  much  spleen  as  doves  have,  I  had  reach'd 
A  safe  revenge  of  all  iliat  ever'hate  Iicr, 
The  crying-down  for  ev(  r  of  a'l  beauties 
That  may  be  thought  come  near  her. 


f$ 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


Froc,  That  wm  pretty.  [tell  y« 

Clii.  I  ne'er  knew  that  way  fail  • ;  yet  I  will 
I  offer'd  her  a  gift  beyond  all  yours, 
That,  that  had  made  a  saint  start,  well  con- 

siderM ; 
The  law  to  be  her  creature,  she  to  make  it, 
Her  n^outh  to  give  it,  every  creature  living 
From  her  aspect*  to  draw  their  good  or  evil, 
Fix'd  in  'em,  spite  of  fortime ;  a  new  Nature 
She  should  be  caird,and  mother  of  aliases; 
Time  should  be  hers ;  and  what  she  did,  lame 

Virtue 
Should  bless  to  all  posterities:  Hor  air    [us; 
Should  give  us  life,  lier  earth  and  water  Iced 
And  last,  to  none  but  to  the  emperor, 
(And  then  but  wlten  she  plcasM  to  have  it  so) 
She  should  be  held  for  mortal. 

Licin.  And  she  heard  you  ? 

Chi.  Yes,  as  a  sick  man  bears  a  noise,  or  he 
That  stands  condemned  his  judgment.    Let 

me  perish, 
But,  if  there  ran  be  virtue,  if  tha^  name 
Be  any  thing  but  name  and  empty  title. 
If  it  be  so  as  fools  have  been  pleased  to  feign  it, 
A  power  that  can  pre  serve  us  after  asiies, 
And  make  the  names  of  men  out-reckon  ages. 
This  woman  has  a  god  of  virtue  in  her  ! 

Bal.  I  woidd  the  emperor  were  that  god. 

Cfii.  Sh'  has  in  her 
All  the  contempt  of  glory  and  vain-seeming 
Of  all  the  Stoicks,  all  the  truth  of  Christians, 
And  all  their  constancy :  Mo<lesty  was  made 
"When  she  was  first  intended.    When  she 

blushes. 
It  is  tlie  holiest  thing  to  look  upon ; 
The  purest  temple  of  her  sect,  that  ever 
Made  Nature  a  bless'd  founder. 

Froc.  Is  ther^  no  way 
To  take  this  pbenix? 


Idcin.  None  but  in  her  ashes. 

Chi,  If  she  were  fat,  or  any  way  inclining 

To  ease  or  pleasure,  or  aftccted  gh»ry. 

Proud  to  be  seen  and  worshipped,  'twere  a 

venture;  [phire. 

But,  on  my  soul,  she's  chaster  than  cold  cam<- 

Bai,  I  think  so  too ;   for  all  the  ways  of 
woman. 
Like  a  full  ^ail,  she  bears  as^ninst.  I  ask'd  her. 
After  my  many  otTeri,  walkinji  with  her, 
And  her  as  many  down-denials,  how 
If  th'  emperor,  grown  mad  with  Jove,  should 

forte  her  ? 
She  pointed  to  a  Lucrece  3,  that  hung  by. 
And  with  aji  angry  look  that  from  her  eyet 
Shot  vestal  fire  against  me,  she  departed. 

Froc.  This  is  the  iirst  went  h  1  was  ever 
pos'd  in ;  [ccthcr 

Yet  I  have  brought  young  loving  things  lo- 
This  two-and-thuty  years. 

Chi.  I  find,  by  this  wench. 
The  calling  of  a  bawd  to  be  a  strange, 
A  wise,  and  subtle  calling,  and  for  none 
But  staid,  discreet,  and  understanding  peoples 
And,  as  the  tutor  to  great  Alexander    [read 
Would  say,  a  younj^  man  should  not  dare  to 
His  moral  books,  'till  after  five-and-twcnty  ; 
So  must  that  he  or  she,  that  will  be  bawdy, 
(I  mean  discreetly  bawdy,  and  be  trusted) 
If  they  will  rise,  and  gain  experience, 
Wellhteep'd  in  years,  and  discipline,  begin  it; 

I  take  it,  'tis  no  boys*  play. 

BaL  Well,  what's  thought  of? 

Prof.  The  emperor  must  know  it. 

TJcin.  If  the  wj>men 
Should  chance  to  fail  too? 

Chi.  As  'tis  ten  to  one. 

Froc,  Why,  what  remains,  but  new  nets 
for  the  purchase  ? 


"Chi.  TneW  knew  that  way  fail;  yet  Fll  tell  ye 

I  offered  her  a  gift  beyond  all ymrs.]  Chdax  had  before  mentioned  his  temptations  ; 
and  had  this  speech  been  his,  he  would  have  said  "  beyond  all  these.**    Proculus  was  tlic 
only  one  that  had  not  mentioned  what  he  had  done;  there  seems  therefore  no  doubt  of 
this  and  the  following  speech  belonging  to  him   *      Scuard, 

This  change  seems  as  improper  as  arbitrary ;  there  being  no  reason  to  suppose  Proculus 
had  attempted  to  seduce  Lucina.  So  far  from  it,  he  is  surprised  at  the  accounts  the  others 
give:  "  And  cold  at  all  these  offers?" 

*  Aspect.]  In  the  time  of  our  Authors,  and  long  after,  this  word  was  always  accented  on 
the  last  syllable :  Many  instances  might  be  produced  of  it ;  aud  from  this  circumstance, 
Mr.  Farmer  appears  convinced  that  the  play  called  Double  talshood,  ascribed  by  Theobald 
to  Shakespeare,  was  the  production  of  an  Author  who  lived  at  a  later  period.  See  Farmer's 
Essay  on  the  Learning  of  Shakespeare,  p.  26.         R, 

^  She  pointed  io  a  Lucrece.]  This  is  extremely  poetical,  and  a  very  eminent  modern  has 
imitated  it  in  the  very  best  tragedy  that  the  English  stage  has  produced  for  many  years 
past :  I  liavc  not  Mr.  Fcnton's  Mariarone  by  me,  buc  thelines,  as  I  remember,  are, 

" -Frowning,  with  a  victor's  haughty  air, 

'*  He  pointed  to  a  picture  on  the  wall, 
"  Whose  silent  eloquence  too  plainly  spoke 
'*  His  fix'd  resolve  against  the  suit  I  urg'd. 
**  il far.  What  picture? 
"  Her,  Perseus  led  in  chains  thro'  Rome," 
The  reader  will  observe,  that  Mr.  Fenton  is  not  so  concise  and  striking  as  our  Authors: 
He  rises  into  beauty  like  the  gradual  opening  of  a  fair  mornir.g;  oof  Poets  break  out  at 
•nee  in  full  lustre,  like  the  suo  bursting  from  an  eclipse.        Sward. 


Aet  1.  Scene  9.] 
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Chi,  Let's  go  consider  then;  and  if  all  fail. 
This  is  the  first  quick  eel,  thatsav'd  her  tail. 

SCENE  II. 
Unter  Lucina,  Ardelioy  and  Phorha. 

Ard.  You  still  insist  upon  that  idol,  Uo- 

nour  * : 
Can  it  renew  your  youth?  can  it  add  wealth 
That  takes  on  wrinkles?  can  it  draw  men*s 

eyt-a 
To  gaze  upon  you  in  your  age?  can  honour, 
(llmt  truly  is  a  saint  to  none  but  soldiers. 
And,  look'd  into,  hears  no  reward  but  danger) 
Leave  you  the  most  respected  p<,»rson  living? 
Or  can  the  common  kisses  of  a  husband 
(Which  to  a  sprightly  lady  is  a  labour) 
Make  you  almost  immortal?  You  are  cozen'd ; 
The  honour  of  a  woman  is  her  praises;  [too, 
The  way  to  get  these,  to  be  seen,  and  sought 
And  not  to  bury  such  a  happy  sweetness 
Under  a  smoakv  roof. 

m 

Lucina.  1*11  hear  no  more. 
FhorhcL,  That  white  and  red,  and  all  that 
blessed  beauty,  [thing: 

Kept  from  the  eyes,  that  make  it  so,  is  no- 
Tlien  you  arc  rarely  fair,  when  men  proclaim 
it.  [doubted. 

The   phenix,    were  she  never  seen,  were 
That  most  unvalued  horn  the  unicorn 
Bears  to  oppose  the  huntsman,  were  it  nothing 
But  tale,  and  mere  tradition,  would  help  no 
man ;  [doubled. 

But  when  the  virtue's  known,  the  honour's 
Virtue  is  either  lame,  or  not  at  all. 
And  love  a  sacrilege,  and  not  a  saint, 
When  it  bars  up  the  way  to  men's  petitions. 
Ard,  Nay,  you  shall  love  your  husband 
too;  we  come  not 
To  make  a  monster  of  you. 
Lucina,  Are  ye  women  ? 


Ard.  You'll  find  us  so,  and  women  you 
shall  thank  too. 
If  you  have  grace  to  make  your  use. 

Lucina.  Fy  on  ye  !  [soul, 

Phorha,  Alas,  poor  ba<%hful  lady !  By  my 
Had  you  no  other  virtue  hut  your  blushes. 
And  I  a  man,  I  should  run  mad  for  those. 
IIow  daintily  they  set  her  otf,  how  sweetly ! 
Ard.  Come,  goddess,  come ;  you  move  too 
near  the  earth; 
It  must  not  be  !  a  better  orb  stays  for  you : 
Here;  be  a  maid,  and  tnke  him*. 

Ltciiia.  Pray  leave  me.  [a  way 

Phorbu.  That  were  a  sin,  sweet  lady,  and 
To  make  us  guilty  of  your  melancholy; 
You  must  not  be  alone;  in  conversation 
Doubts  are  resolv'd,  and  what  sticks  near  th# 

conscience 
Made  easy,  and  allowable. 

Lucina.  Ye  are  dovils !  [damnation. 

Ard.  That  you  may  one  day  bless  for  your 
Jjicina.  I  charge  ye,  in  the  name  of  Chas« 
tity. 
Tempt  me  no  more !  How  ugly  ye  seem  to  me ! 
There  is  no  wonder  men  defame  our  sex, 
And  lay  the  vices  of  all  ages  on  us, 
When  such  as  you  »hall  bear  the  names  of 


women 


I 


If  ye  had  eyes  to  see  yourselves,  or  sense 
Above  the  base  rewards  ye  play  the  bawds  for; 
If  ever  in  your  lives  ye  heard  of  goodness,  . 
Tho'  many  regions  off,  as  men  hear  thunder; 
If  ever  ye  had  fathers'*,  and  they  souls  ; 
If  ever  mothers,  and  not  such  as  you  are; 
If  ever  any  thing  were  constant  in  you. 
Besides  your   sius,    pr  common   but  your 
curses 7; 

If  ever  any  of  your  ancestors 

Died  worth  a  noble  deed,  that  would  be  che- 

rish'd  ; 
Soul-frighted  with  this  black  infection, 
You'd  run  from  one  another  to  repentance, 


<  You  still  insist,  &c.]  The  reader  who  will  compare  this  scene  with  the  persuasives 
against  Chastity,  introduced  by  Milton  into  the  character  of  Comus,  will  readily  sec  how 
much  that  excellent  author  has  been  indebted  to  this  play. 

*  Come  godJesse,  came,  i/ou  mirve  too  ncer  the  earth, 
Jt  tfiust  nnt  be,  a  better  orbe  staies  fur  ^ou  : 

Here:  be  a  mayd,  anrf  take'en,]  So  first  folio.  The  second  folio  varies  in  the  third 
line,  where  it  says,  "  take  'cm,"  and  is  copied  in  the  subsequent  editions.  We  have  no 
doubt  of  "  take  *en  "  meaning  "  take  /ii//i." 

*  ff  ever  ye  had  mothers,  and  they  souls  ; 

if  ever  fathers,  and  not  su'ch  us  you  are.]  The  necessity  of  the  transposition  of  motliers 
msk^ fathers  in  these  two  lines  must  be  sclf-evideut.         Seward. 
7  if  ever  any  thing  were  constant  in  ytm. 

Beside  your  sins,  or  coming  but  your  courses.]  The  old  folio  reads,  "  comming  but  your 
eurses.**  In  attempting  to  correct  this,  the  latter  editions  make  something  worse  than 
nonsense.  Before  I  saw  the  old  folio  I  conjectured,  *  or  comely  but  your  dresses/  hut 
was  unsatisfied  with  it.  Common  being  exceediii;;  near  the  old  word  comming,  I  now  keep 
nearer  the  trace  of  tlie  letters  than  the  late  editions,  and  read,  ^ov  common  hut  your 
eursesi  *  i.  e.  If  you  have  even  any  thing  in  common  with  the  rest  of  woman-kind,  except 
the  curses  that  are  entailed  on  all.         Seward. 

We  think  Mr.  Seward's  reading  right,  but  his  explanation  of  that  rending  wrong.  The 
simple  meaning  is,  *  If  there  is  any  essential  ingredient  in  your  composition  befiidc  your 
*  sins,  or  any  thing  common  to  you  all  betide  the  curses  that  attend  those  sins,  ^c' 
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And  from  your  guilty  e}xs drop  out  those  sins, 
lljat  made  vc  biiun,  and  beasts  I 

rhoiita.  You  speak  well,  lady; 
A  sign  of  fruitful  education. 
If  your  rpligious  zeal  had  wisdom  with  it. 

Ard.  This  lady  was  ordained  to  bless  the  em- 
And  we  may  all  give  thanks  for*t.         [pire, 

I'hoibu,  J  believe  vou. 

Ard.  If  any  thina;  redeem  the  emperor 
From  his  wild  flying  courses,  this  is  she: 
6he  can  instruct  huu,  if  ye  mark ;  she's  wise 
too.  [in  her; 

Phorba.  Exceeding  wise,  which  is  a  wonder 
And  so'religious,  tfiat  I  well  believe, 
Tho'  she  would  sin  she  cannot. 

Ard,  Ami  besides, 
She  has  the  empire's  cause  in  hand,  not  love's; 
There  lies  the  main  consideration^ 
For  w  liich  she's  chiefly  bom. 

F/iorba,  She  llnds  thai  point 
Stronger  than  we  can  tell  her;  and,  believe  it, 
1  look  by  h«T  means  for  a  reformation. 
And  such  a  one,  nnd  such  a  rare  way  carried, 
Tliat  all  the  world  shall  wonder  at. 

Ard.  Tis  true.  • 
I  never  tliought  the  emporor"had  wisdom, 
Pity,  or  fair  atfection  to  his  country, 
'^Till  he  profess'd  this  love :  Gods  give  'em 

children, 
Such  as  her  virtues  merit,  and  his  zeal  I 
I  look  to  see  a  Numa  from  this  lady, 
Or  greater  than  (^ctavius. 

Phorba.  Do  you  mark  too, 
(Which  is  a  noble  virtue;  how  she  blushes. 
And  what  a  flowing;  modesty  runs  thro'  her. 
When  we  but  name  the  emperor  ? 

Ard.  But  mark  it  ? 
Yes,  and  admire  it  too ;  for  she  considers, 
Tho*  she  be  fair  as  lleav'n,  and  virtuous 
As  holy  truth,  yet  to  the  emperor 
She  is  a  kind  of  nothing  but  her  service. 
Which  she  is  bound  to  oflfcr,  and  she'll  do  it; 
And  when  her  country's  cause  commands  af- 
fection, 
She  knows  obedience  is  the  key  of  virtues: 
Then  fly  the  blushes  out,  like  Cupid's  arrows; 
And  tho'  the  tie  of  marriage  to  iierlord 
Would  fain  cry,  *  Stay,  Luc.  ua !'  yet  the  cause, 
And  general  wisdom  of  the  prince's  love. 
Makes  her  find  surer  ends,  and  happier ; 
And  if  the  first  were  chaste,  this  is  twice 
doubled. 

Phorba,  Ilcr  tartness  unto  us  too— 

Ard,  That's  a  wise  one [dom, 

Phorba.  I  rarely  like;  it  shews  a  rising  wis- 
Tbat  chides  all  common  tools  as  dare  enquire 
What  princes  Vuu Id  have  private. 

Ard.  What  a  lady 
'Shall  we  be  bless'd  to  serve ! 

"Lucina.  Go,  get  ye  fn>m  me ! 
Ye  are  your  purses'  agents,  not  the  prince's. 
Is  this  the  virtuous  lore  ye  train'd  me  out  to  ? 
Am  I  a  woman  fit  to  imp  your  vices? 


But  that  I  had  a  mother,  and  a  woman. 
Whose  ever-living  fame  turns  all  it  touches 
Into  the  good  itself  is,  I  should  now 
Ev'n  doubt  myself,  I  have  been  search'd  so 

near  [^^^'o> 

The  very  soul  of  honour.     Why  should  )'uu 
That  happily  have  been  as  chasie  as  1  am, 
(Fairer  1  think  by  much,  for  yet  your  faces. 
Like  ancient  well-built  piles,  shew  worthy 

ruins) 
After  that  angel-age,  turn  mortal  devils  ? 
For  shame,  for  woman-hood,  for  what  ye  have 

been,  [branches) 

(For    rotten    cedars    have    borne     goodly 
If  ye  have  hope  of  any  Heav'n,  hut  court. 
Which,  like  a  dream,  you'll  find  hereafter 

vanish. 
Or  at  the  best,  but  subject  to  repentance,  ^ 
Study  no  more  to  be  ill  spoken  of ! 
Let  women  live  themselves ;  1 '  ihey  must  fall, 
Their  own  destruction  find  'em,  not  your 

fevers, 
Ard.  Madam,  you  are  so  excellent  in  all, 
And  I  must  tell  it  you  with  admiration. 
So  true  a  joy  you  have,  so  sweet  a  fear. 
And,  when  you  come  to  anger,  'tis  so  noble, 
That,  for  mme  own  part,  1  could  still  offendi 
To  hear  you  angry  :  Women  that  want  that, 
And  your  way  guided  (else  I  count  it  n:ithing) 
Are  eithe^  fooU  or  cowards. 

Phorba,  She  were  a  mistress  for  no  private 

greatness,  [anger ; 

Could   she  not  frown  a  ravish'd  kiss  from 
And  such  an  anger  as  this  lady  leunis  us, 
Stuck  witli  such  pleasing  dangers,  gods,  l 
Which  of  ye  all  could  hold  from  ?     [ask  ye^ 
Lncina.  I  perceive  ye ;  [price 

Your  own  dark  sins  dwell  with  ye  !  and  that 
You  sf  11  the  chastity  of  modest  wives  at, 
Hun'  to  diseases  with  your  bones!  I  scorn  ye; 
And  all  tlife  nets  yc've  pitch'd  to  catch  my 

virtues. 
Like  spiders'  webs,  I  sweep  away  before  me. 
Go,  tell  the  emperor,  yc've  met  a  woman, ' 
That  neither  his  own  person,  which  is  god- 
like, [purchase. 
The  world  he  rules,  nor  what  that  world  can 
Nor  all  the  glories  subject  to  a  Cajsar, 
The  honours  that  he  otfers  for  my  body. 
The  hopes,  gifts,  everlabting  flatteries. 
Nor  any  thing  that's  bis,  and  apt  to  tempt  mt. 
No,  not  to  be  the  mother  of  tlie  empire. 
And  queen  of  all  the  holy  fires  he  worships^ 
Can  make  a  whore  of! 

Ard,  You  mistake  us,  lady. 

Lucinu,  Yet,  tell  him  this  has  thus  much 

weakcn'd  mc,  [matrons, 

Tli^t  i  have  heard  his  knaves,  and  you  his 
(Fit  nurses  for  his  sins)  which  gods  forgive 
But,  ever  to  be  leaning  to  his  folly,  [me  ! 
Or  to  be  brought  to  love  his  lust,  assure  him, 
x\nd  from  her  mouth  whose  life  shall  make  it 

certain, 


s  Runs  to  dkeasa,"]  Former  editions.       Scwmrd* 


\\ 
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I  never  can !  I  have  a  noble  husband, 
(Pray  tell  him  that  too)  yet  a  uoble  name, 
A  noble  family,  and,  last,  a  conscience. 
Thus  much  fur  your  answer :  For  yourselves, 
Ye've   liv'd  the  shame  of  women,  die  the 
better !  [Exit, 

Fhorba,  What's  now  to  do? 

Ard,  Ev'n  as  she  said,  to  die ; 
For  there's  no  living  here,  and  women  thus, 
I'm  sure,  for  us  two. 

Fkorba.  Nothing  stick  upon  her  ? 

Arii.  We've  lost  a  mass  of  money.  'Well, 
dame  Virtue, 
Yet  you  may  halt,  if  good  luck  serve. 

Fhanba.  Wonns  take  her ! 
She  has  almost  spoilM  our  trade. 

Ard.  S.)  godly! 
This  is  ill-breed inp;,  Phorba. 

Phorba,  If  the  women 
Sliould  have  a  longing  now  to  see  this  monster, 
And  she  convert  'em  all ! 

Ard.  That  may  bo,  Phorba  ; 
But  if  it  be,  Pll  have  the  youiigmen  gelded. 
Cofue,  let's  go  think ;  slie  must  not  'scape  us 

Urns : 
There  is  a  certain  season,  if  we  hit. 
That  women  may  be  rid  without  a  bit. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Maximut  and  JEciui. 

^ar.  I  cannot  blame  the  nations,  noble 

friend. 
That  tliey  fall  ofiTso  fast  from  this  wild  man ; 
When  ('under  our  allegiance  be  it  spoken, 
And  the  most  happy  tie  of  our  affections) 
The    world's    weight  groans   beneath   him. 

Where  lives  virtue, 
Honour,  discretion,  wisdom?  Whoarecall'd 
And  chosen  to  t!ie  ste«riiig  of  the  empire. 
Bat    bawds,    and    singing-girls s?    01),    my 

Aecius ! 
The  glory  of  a  soldier,  and  the  truth 
Of  men,  made  up  for  goodness-sake,  like 

slielb  ••, 
Grow  to  tiie  ragged  walls,  for  want  of  action : 


Only  your  happy  self,  and  I  that  love  you. 
Which   is  a  larger  means  to  me  than  ili- 

vour 

Audits.  No  more,  my  worthy  friend ;  tho* 
these  be  truths. 
And  tho*  tiiese  truths  would  ask  a  reformation. 
At  least,  a  little  squaring,  yet  remember, 
We  are  hut  subjects,  Maximus^  bbedience 
To  what  is  done,  aiid  grief  for  what  is  ill  done, 
Is  all  we  can  call  ours.  The  hearts  of  princet 
Are  like  the  temples  of  the  gods ;  pure  in- 
cense. 
Until  uuimllow'd  hands  defile  those  ofierings. 
Burns  ever  there ;  we  mubt  not  put  'em  out. 
Because  the  priests  that  touch  those  tweets 
are  wicked ;  [caimot. 

We  dare  not,  dearest  friend,  nay  more,  we 
(Whilst  we  consider  who  we  arc,  and  how, 
To  what  laws  bound,  much  more  to  what  law- 
giver ; 
Whilst  majesty  is  made  to  be  obey'd,  ' 

And  not  enquir'd  into ;  whilst  gods  and  angcU 
Make  but  a  rule  as  we  do,  tho'  a  stricter) 
Like  dcsp'rate  and  unsoason'd  fools,  let  fiy 
Our  killing  augers,  and  forsake  our  honours. 
Alax,  My  noble  friend,  (from  whose  in- 
structions 
I  never  yet  took  surfeit)  weigh  but  thus  much. 
Nor  tliink  I  speak  it  with  ambition, 
For,  by  the  gods,  I  do  not !  Why,  Aecius, 
Why  are  we  tnus,  or  how  become  thus  wretch- 
Aldus,  You'll  fall  again  into  your  fit*  [ed  ? 
j\Jux.  I  will  not. — 
Or,  are  we  now  no  more  tlic  sons  of  Romans, 
No  more  the  followers  of  their  happy  fortunes. 
Bat  conqucr'd  Gauls,  or  quivers  for  the  Par* 

thians  ? 
Why  is  this  emperor,  this  man  we  honour. 

This  god  that  ou;i5ht  to  bo 

JEcius.  You  arc  too  curious. 

Max,  Good,  give  me  leave. — Why  is  this 

autiior  of  us 

McivLS.  I  dare  not  lie ar  you  speak  thus. 
Max,  I'll  be  mo(l(;st. — 
Thus  led  awav,  tlius  vainly  led  away. 
And  wc  beholders  ?  Misconceive  me  not ; 
I  sow  no  danger  in  my  words.  But  wherefore. 


»  Oh^  my  JEciua.]  Our  Authors  always  make  three  syllables  of  ^Ecius,!  therefore  divide 
tKe  diphthong.         Sercard. 

Tlje  first  folio  sometimes  exhibits  JEcius,  sometimes  Acdus,  which  we  follow  ;  though  the 
■leasure  commonly  warrants  the  diuresis  adopted  by  Mr.  Seward ;  and  which  was  used  first, 
believe,  by  Lovelace,  in  his  Commendatory  Verses. 
Uhe  shells, 


!•- 


Grow  to  the  ragged  malls  for  want  of  action.']  The  shell-fish  that  grows  to  stones  seems  t<» 
have  the  least  motion,  sense  and  life  of  any  known  animal,  and  tlierefore  a  state  of  inac- 
tion might  be  beautlt'ully  represented  by  these;  but  then  rocks  would  be  a  much  propcrer 
word  than  walls  for  them  to  grow  to.  I  therefore  believe  the  true  wortl  to  be  shields  instead 
of  shells,  A  Soldier  without  action  is  very  pertinently  compared  to  the  ni  Uy  shields  which 
were,  in  our  Authors*  time,  the  customary  ornaments  of  the  ragged  walls  of  all  the  old 
mansion-houses  in  .the  kingdom.  There  is  another  sense  of  sltelU,  viz,  such  as  snails  ottun 
leave  on  walls ;^  but  shield,  being  a  much  more  soldier-like  metaphor,  I  believe  it  tlie  oris 
ginal.         Seward, 

We  think  shells  right.     It  ^ould  have  been  a  ridiculous  pursuit  of  the  metaphor  to  iiave 
substituted  rocks  for  walls. 
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And  to  what  end,  arc  we  the  sons  of  fathers 
Famous,  and  fast  to  Rome?  Why  arc  their 

virtues 

Stamped  in  the  dangers  of  a  thousand  battles, 

For  goodness- sake  ?  tlicir  honours  time  out- 

I  think,  for  our  example.  [daring? 

jEi'ius,  You  speak  nobly. 

Mar,  Why  are  wc  seeds  of  these  then,  to 

shake  hands  [crc»lit, 

With  bawds  and  base  informers,  kibs  Dis- 

And  court  her  like  a  mistress? — Pray,  your 

leave  yet. — 
You'll  say.  The  emperor  is  young,  and  apt 
To  take  impression  rather  from  his  plciwures. 
Than  any  constant  worthiness  »* :  It  may  be. 
But,  why  do  these,  the  people  call  his  plea- 
sures, 
Eiceed  the  moderation  of  a  man  ? 
Kay,  to  feay  justly,  friend,  why  are  they  vices, 
And  such  as  shsike  our  wortlis  with  foreign 
nations? 
JEciui.  You  search  the  sore  too  deep,  and 
I  must  tell  von, 
In  any  other  man  this  had  been  boldness. 
And  so  rewarded.  Pray  depress  your  spirit; 
For  tho*  I  constantly  believe  you  honest, 
(You  were  no  friend  for  me  else)  and  what  now 
lou  freely  spake,  but  good  you  owe  to  tli' 

empire. 
Yet  take  heed,  worthy  Maximus  ;  all  ears 
Hear  not  with  that  distinction  mine  do,  few 
You*ll  find  admonishers,  but  urgcrs  of  your 
actions,  [sider. 

And  to  the  heaviest,  friend:  And  pray  con 
Wc  are  but  shadows,  motions  others  give  us ; 
And  tho'  our  pities  may  become  the  times. 
Justly  our  powers  cannot.  Make  me  worthy 
To  be  ymir  ever  friend  in  fair  allegiance. 
But  not  in  force :  I'or,  durst  mine  own  j>ou1 
urge  me  [tions) 

(And,  by  that  soul,  I  speak  my  just  aifec- 
To  turn  my  hand  from  truth,  which  is  obedi- 
ence. 
And  give  the  helm  my  virtue  holds  to  anger, 
Tho' I  had  both  the  blessings  of  the  Bruti, 
And  both  their  instigations,  tho'  my  cause 
Carried  a  face  of  justice  beyond  theirs, 
And,  as  I  am,  a  sen'ant  to  my  fortunes, — 
That  daring  soul,  that  first  taught  disobedi- 
ence, 
Sho'ild  feel  the  first  example.  Say  the  prince, 
As  I  may  well  believe,  seems  vicious. 
Who  justly  knows 'tis  not  to  try  our  honours? 
Or,  say  he  be  an  ill  prince,  are  we  therefore 


Fit  fires  to  pur]e;e  him  ?  No,  my  dearest  friend^ 
The  elephant  is  never  won  with  anger, 
Nor  must  that  man  that  would  reclaim  a  lioa 
Take  him  by  tli*  teeth. 

Majc,  I  pray  mistake  me  not. 

jEcius.  Our  honest  actions,  and  the  li^ht 
that  breaks  f  blushinfr, 

Like  morning  from  our  ser^-ice,  chaste  and 
Is  tliat  that  pulls  a  prince  back ;  then  he  sces^ 
And  not  till  then  truly  repents  his  errors. 
When  subjects'  crystal  souls  are  glasses  to 
iuin.  [your  counsel. 

Mar.  My  ever-honour'd  friend,  I'll  take 
The  (  mperor  appears ;  I'll  leave  you  to  him ; 
And  as  wc  both  affect  him,  may  be  dourish  t 

[Exit. 

Enter  Vafentinian  and  Chilux, 

VaL  Is  that  the  best  news? 

(7/1.  Yet  the  best  we  know,  sir. 

VaL  Bid  Maximus  come  to  me,  and  h% 
gone  then. 
Mine  own  head  be  my  helper ;  these  are  fools* 
Ilow  now,  Acci'js?  are  tiie  soldiers  quiet? 

JFcius.  Better,  I  hope,  sir,  than  they  were. 

Vul.  They're  pleas*d,  I  hear,    « 
To  censure  me  extremely  for  my  pleasures  ; 
Shortly,  they'll  fight  against  me. 

jEctus.  Gods  defend,  sir !  [judgers. 

And,  for  their  censures,  they  are  sucii  shrewd 
A  donative  of  ten  srsterties,  [praises, 

I'll  undertake,    shall  make  \m  ring  your 
More  than  they  sang  your  pleasures. 

VaL  I  believe  thee. 
Art  thou  in  love,  Aeciu«,  yet? 

JEciui.  Oh,  no,  sir! 
I  atn  too  coarse  for  ladies;  my  embraces. 
That  only  am  acquainted  with  alarums. 
Would  break  their  tender  bodies. 

VaL  Never  fear  it; 
They're  stronger  than  you  think ;  they'll  hold 

the  hammer. 
My  empress  swears  thou  art  a  lusty  soldier; 
A  «!0od  one,  I  believe  thee. 

^citis.  All  that  goodness 
Is  !)ut  your  grace's  creature. 

Va!,  Tell  me  truly — 
For  thou  dar'st  tell  me 

J^cius,  Any  tiling  concerns  you, 
Tliat's  fit  for  me  to  speak,  and  you  to  pardOn. 

VaL  What  say  the  soldiers  of  mc  ?  and  die 
same  words; 
Mince  'em  not,  good  Aecius,  but  deliver 
The  very  forms  and  tongues  Uiey  talk  withalj 


II 


-youngy  and  apt 


To  take  impresiion  rather ^rom  his  plfoiureSy 

Than  any  conttant  worthiness.]  Mr.  Seward  thinks  the  last  line  obscure,  and  asks, 

•  .  »l«...l__ !_!_  _  ..1*  •  ..  !•  1 


that  the  natural  upoloey  shimld  be,  *  That  th.e  emperor  was  apt  to  take  impressions  from  bis 
*  pleasures,  but  was  not  habitually  vicioia,*  he  chuses  to  read, 


"  Than  any  constant  worth  leu  nm/* 
*  W¥rthlmsneu*  says  ho,  '  is  certainly  a  beautiful  word/ 
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.  1*11  tdl  your  grace;  bat,  with  this 

caodon,  [with  us, 

You  be  HOC  stirrti:  For  should  Che  gods  live 

Ey'n  those  we  certainly  believe  are  righteous. 

Give  'cjni  but  drink,  they'd  censure  them  too. 

VmL  Forward. 

JEciui.  Then,  to  begin,  they  say  you  sleep 
too  much, 
By  which  they  judge  your  majesty  too  sensual, 
Apt  to  decline  your  strengtli  to  ease  and  plea- 
sures; [much, 
And  when  you  do  tiot  sleep,  you  drink  too 
From  which  they  fear  suspicions  first,  tlicn 
ruins ;                                 [wench  much. 
And  when  ye  neither  drink  nor  sleep,  ye 
Which,  they  affirm,  first  breaks  your  under- 
standing. 
Then  takes  the  edge  of  honour,  makes  us  seem 
(That  are  the  ribs  and  rampiresof  the  empire) 
Fencers,  and  beaten  fools,  and  so  regarded. 
But  J  believe  'em  not ;  for,  \vere  these  truths, 
Your  virtue  can  correct  them. 
Vai.  They  speak  plainly. 
.Xcius,  They  say  moreover  (since  your 
j^ce  will  have  it; 
For  they  will  talk  their  freedoms,  tho'  the 
*w<wd  [Nero, 
Were  in  their  throat)  that  of  late  time,  like 
And  with  the  same  forgetfulncss  of  glory. 
You've  got  a  vein  of  fiddling ;  so  ihey  term 
it. — 
Vol.  Some  drunken  dreams,  Aecius. 
.    JEciu$.  So  I  hope,  sir. — 
And  that  you  rather  study  cruelty, 
And   to  be  fear'd  for  blood,  than  lov'd  for 
bounty,  •  [you) 
rWhich  makes  the  nations,  as  they  say,  despise 
Telling  your  years  and  actions  by  their  deaths 
WlM>se  truth  and  strength  of  duty  made  you 
Cffsar.                                         [vourers, 
They  say  besides,  you  nourish  strange  de- 
.  Fed  with  the  fat  o*  th'  empire,  they  call  bawdei. 
Lazy  and  lustful  creatures,  that  abuse  you ; 
A  people,  as  they  term 'em,  made  of  paper, 
In  which  the  secret  sins  of  each  man's  monies 
Are  scal'd  and  sent  a-working  **. 

Vol.  Whatsiii*sneit? 
For  I  perceive  they  have  no  mind  to  spare  me. 
.£cius.  Nor  hurt  ye,  o*  my  soul,  sir !  But 
such  people, 
(Nor  can  the  power  of  man  restrain  it)  when 
They're  full  of  meat  and  ease,  must  prattle/ 
yal.  Forward. 

JFxiuu  I've  spoke  too  much,  sir. 
Vol  V\\  have  all. 
Meita.  It  fits  not 
Tour  ears  should  hear  their  vanities ;  no  profit 
Can  juitly  rise  to  you  fr(»m  their  beliaviour. 
Unless  you  were  guilty  of  those  crimes. 


Val,  It  may  be 
I  am  so ;  therefore  forward. 

JEciuM,  I  have  ever 
Learn'd  to  obey,  nor  shall  my  life  resist  it. 

Val.  No  more  iipoluoics. 

Mcius,  Tliey  grieve  besides,  sir. 
To  see  the  nations,  whom  our  ancient  virtue 
With  many  a  weary  march  and  hunger  con* 
/     qyer'd, 

^yith  loss  of  many  a  daring  life  subdued, 
Fail  from  their  fair  obedience,  and  e'en  mur- 
mur 
To  see  tlie  warlike  eagles  mew  their  honours 
III  obscure  towns,  that  wont  to  pr  ey  on 

princes. 
They  cry  for  enemies,  and  tell  the  captains, 
*■  The  fruits  of  Italy  are  luscious ;  give  us 

Egypt, . 

'  Or  sandy  Africk,  to  display  our  valours, 

*  There  where  our  swords  may  make  us  meat^ 

and  danger  [pons, 

*  Digest  our  well-got  viands.  Here  our  wea- 
'  And  bodies  that  were  made  for  shining  brass, 
*■  Are  both  uncdg'd  and  old  with  ease  and 

women.'  [Germans, 

And  tlicn  tliey  cry  again,  *■  Where  are  the 
'  Lin'd  with  hot  Spain,  or  Gallia?  Bring  'em 

«n, 
'  And  let  the  son  of  war,  stcel'd  Mithridates, 

*  Lead  up  his  winged  Parthians  like  a  storm, 
'  Hiding  the  face  of  heav'u  with  show'rs  of 

arrows :  [soldiers 

'  Yet  we  dare  fight  like  Romans  ! '  Then,  as 
Tir'd  with  a  weary  march,  they  tell  their 
wounds,  [deeper. 

E'en  weeping-ripe  they  were  no  more,  nor 
And  glorj^  in  those  scars  that  make'em  lovely. 
And,  sitting  where  a  camp  was,  like  sad  pil- 
grims. 
They  reckon  up  the  times,  and  living  labours, 
Of  Julius  or  Qcrmanicus ;  and  wonder 
That  Rome,  whose  turrets  once  were  topt 

with  honours. 

Can  now  forget  the  custom  of  her  conquests : 

And  then  they  blame  your  grace,  and  say, 

*  Who  leads  us?  [fathers 

'  Shall  we  stand  here  like  statues?  were  our 

*  The  sons  of  lazy  Moors  ?  our  princes  Per- 

itians?  ['em 

*■  Nothing  but  silks  and  softness?  Curses  on 
'  That  first  taught  Nero  wantonness  and  blood, 
'  Tiberius  doubts,  Caligula  all  vices ! 


'  For,  from  the  spring  of  tliese,  succeeding 

Thus  tliey  talk.  sir.  1  orinces 

VuL  Well, 


Why  do  you  liear  these  tilings  ? 
Mciui.  Why  do  you  do  *ein  ? 
I  take  the  gods  to  witness,  with  more  sorrow. 
And  more  veiation,  do  I  hear  these  taintures. 


n 


•made  cfpoftr^ 


In  which  the  secret  tins  ofemch  fnan*s  monies 


Are  seaPdand  sent  o-worJctng.]  This  passage  Mr.  Seward  pronounces  extremely  obscure, 
and  for  monies  substitutes  bo^.    We  find  no  difficidty ;  it  means  simply,  *  the  sins  purchased 


ky  monejf.' 
Vol.  II. 
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Than  were  mj  life  dropt  from  me  thro'  an 

hour-glass !  [least 

Vol.  Belike  then  you  believe  *em,  or  at 

Are  glad  they  should  be  so.  Take  heed  lyou 

were  better 
Build  your  own  tomb,  and  run  into  it  lifring, 
Than  dare  a  prince's  anger ! 

JEdui.  I  am  old,  sir, 
And  ten  years  more  addition,  is  but  nothing : 
Now,  if  my  life  be  pleasing  to  you,  take  it ! 
Upon  my  knees,  if  ever  any  service, 
(As,  let  me  brag,  some  have  been  worthy 

notice) 
If  ever  any  wortli,  or  trust  you  gave  me, 
Deserved  a  fair  respect ;  if  all  my  actions, 
The  hazards  of  my  youth,  colds,  burnings, 

wants. 
For  you  and  for  the  empire,  be  not  vices ; 
By  that  stile  you  have  stampt  u  pon  me,  Soldier: 
Let  me  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  wretches ! 
VaL  I  understand  you  noL 
JEcUts,  Let  not  this  body. 
That  has  looked  bravely  in  his  blood  forCssar, 
And  covetous  of  wounds,  and  for  your  safety, 
After  the 'scape  of  swords,  spears,  slings,  and 

arrows^  [mour) 

('Gainst  which  my  beaten  body  was  mine  ar^ 


The  seas,  and  thirsty  desarts,  now  be  purchase 
For  slaves,  and  base  informers.  I  see  anger 
And  death  look  thro*  your  eyesf  I'm  mark'd 

for  slaughter. 
And  know  the  telling  of  this  truth  has  made  mt 
A  man  clean  lost  to  this  world :  I  embrace  it ; 
Only  my  last  petition,  sacred  Cesar, 
Is,  I  may  die  a  Roman ! 

VaL  Kise,  my  friend  still. 
And  worthy  of  my  love.  Reclaim  the  soldier ; 
I'll  study  to  do  so  upon  myself  too.    Go ; 
Keep  ^our  command,  and  prosper. 

jtctut,  life  to  Csesar !  [£n7. 

Enter  Chilax. 

Chi,  Lord  Maximus  attends  your  grace. 

VaL  Go  tell  him, 

I'll  meet  him  in  the  gallery. 

The  honesU  of  this  Aecius 
(Who  is  inaeed  the  bulwark  of  the  empire) 
Has  div'd  so  deep  into  me,  that  of  all 
The  sins  I  covet,  but  this  woman's  beauty. 
With  much  repentance,  now  I  could  be  quit 

of: 
But  she  is  such  a  pleasure,  being  good. 
That,  tbo'  I  were  a  god,  she'd  fire  my  blood. 

[^Exeunt, 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  L 

TaUntinian,  Maximus,  lAciniuSy  Procuhis, 
and  CfdlaXy  as  at  dice. 

VaL  XT  AY,  y€  shall  set  my  hand  out;  'tis 

-*-^         not  just  [rous. 

I  should  neelect  my  fortune,  now  'tis  prospe- 

lAcin.  If  I  have  any  tiling  to  set  your 
grace,  ^  [rish ! 

But  cloaths,or  good  conditions,  let  me  pe- 
You've  all  my  money,  sir. 

Troc,  And  mine. 

Cld.  And  mine  too. 

Max.  Unless  your  grace  will  credit  us« 

VaL  No  bare  board. 

lAcin,  Then,  at  my  garden-house. 

Fs/.  The  orchard  too  ? 

Xictfi.  An't  please  your  grace. 

Vol*  Have  at  'em. 

Froc,  They  are  lost 

lAcin.  Why,  farewell,  fig-trees! 

VaL  Who  sets  more  ? 

Cid,  At  mv  horse,  sir. 

VaL  The  dappled  Spaniard  } 

ChL  He. 

VaL  He's  mine. 

CfvL  He  is  so. 

Max,  Your  short  horse  is  soon  curried. 

Chi.  So  it  seems,  sir; 
So  may  your  mare  be  too,  if  luck  serve. 

Max.  Ha? 


Chi,  Nothing,  my  lord,  but  grieving  at  my 
fortune.  [to  flinch  thus. 

Val,  Come,  Maximus,  you  were  not  wont 

Max,  By  Heaven,  sir,  I've  lost  all ! 

VaL  There's  a  ring  yet. 

Max.  This  was  not  made  to  lose,  sir. 

VaL  Some  love  token? 
Set  it,  I  say ! 

Max,  I  do  beseech  your  grace, 
Rather  name  any  house  I  have. 

VaL  How  strange. 
And  curious  you  are  grown  of  toys !  Redeem*!^ 
If  so  I  win  it,  when  you  please ;  to-morrow, 
Or  next  day,  as  yoti  will,  I  care  not; 
But  only  for  my  luck  sake :  Tis  not  rings 
Can  make  me  richer. 

Max..  Will  you  throw,  sir  ?  There  'tis. 

Val.  Why  then,  have  at  it  fairly .^-Mine. 

Max,  Your  grace 
Is  only  ever  fortunate.    To-morrow, 
An't  be  your  pleasure,  sir,  I'll  pay  the  price 
on't.  tprice,  sir, 

Val,  To-morrow  you  shall  have  it  without 
But  thbday  'tis  my  victory.  Good  Maximum 
Now  I  bethink  myself,  go  to  Aecius, 
And  bid  him  muster  all  tae  cohorts  presently^ 
(They  mutiny  for  pay,  I  hear)  and  be  you  ^ 
Assistant  to  htm.    When  yon  know  their 

numbers, 
Ye  shall  have  monies  for  'em,  and  above 
Sometliingto  stop  their  tonguea  withaL 
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Max,  I  will,  sir: 
And  eods  presen'e  you  in  this  mind  still ! 

V2.  Shortly, 
111  see  'em  march  myself. 

Mar,  Grods  ever  keep  you !  [Exit. 

Vol,  To  what  end  do  you  think  this  ring 
shall  serve  now  ? 
For  ]^ou*are  fellows  only  know  by  rote, 
As  birds  record  their  lessons. 

Gu.  For  the  lady. 

VeL  But  how  for  her  ? 

Chi,  That  I  confess  1  know  not. 

Fail  Then  pray  for  him  that  does.    Fetch 
roe  an  eunuch 
That  ne\'er  saw  her  yet ;  and  you  two  see 

■[ExitChilax, 
The  court  made  like  a  Paradise. 

Licin.  We  will,  sir.  [your  arts 

Vol.  Fall  of  fair  shows  and  musicks;  all 
(As  I  shall  give  instructions)  screw  to  th' 
highest,  [  fear 

For  my  main  piece  is  now  a-doing :  And  for 
You  should  not  take,  FJlhare  another  engine, 
Such  as,  if  virtue  be  ;iot  only  in  her,  [women 
She  shall  not  cbuse  but  lean  to.  Let  tlie 
Put  on  a  eraver  show  of  welcome. 

Proc.  Well,  sir. 

VaL  They  are  a  thought  too  eager. 

Enter  Chilox  and  lAfciai, 

C&i.  Here's  the  eunuch. 
iMciat.  Long  life  to  Caisar ! 
Fa/.  I  must  use  you,  Lycias : 
Come,  let*s  walk  in,  and  then  I'll  shew  you  all. 
If  women  may  be  frail,  this  wench  sHall  fall. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  Claudia  and  Marcellina, 

Clou.  Sirrah,  what  ails  my  lady,  that  of  late 
She  never  cares  for  company  ? 

Marc.  I  know  not. 
Unless  it  be  that  company  causes  cuckolds. 

Cluu.  That  were  a  childish  fear. 

Marc.  What  were  those  ladies 
Came  to  her  lately  ?  from  the  court? 

Clou.  The  same,  wench. 
Some  grave  instructors,  on  my  life ;  they  look 
For  all  the  world  like  old  hatch'd  hilts. 

Marc.  Tis  true,  wench.  [too) 

For  liere  and  there  (and  yet  they  painted  well 


One  might  discover,  where  the  gold  was  wom^ 
Their  iron  ages. 

Clau.  If  my  judgment  fail  not, 
They  have  been  sheath'd,  like  rotton  ships<^ 

Marc,  It  may  be.  ['i&^S  weakly. 

Clau,  For,  if  ye  mark  their  rudders,  they 

Marc.  They  have  past  the  line  belike. 
Wouldst  live,  Claudia, 
'Till  thou  wert  such  as  they  are  ? 

Clau.  Chimney-pieces?  [men! 

Now  Heav'n  have  mercy  on  me,  and  young 
I'd  rather  make  a  drallery  'till  thirty  *>• 
While  I  were  able  to  endure  a  tempest, 
And  bear  my  fights  out  bravely, 'till  my  tackl« 
Whistled  i'  th'  wind,  and  hdd  against  all  wea- 
thers, 
While  I  were  able  to  bear  with  my  tires. 
And  so  discharge  'em,  I  would  willingly 
Live,  Marcellina;  not 'till  barnacles 
Bred  in  my  sides. 

Marc.  Thou  art  i'  th'  right,  wench : 
For  who  would  live,  whom  pleasures  had  for- 
saken ,  [signior  ? '— * 
To  stand  at  mark,  and  cry,  ^  A  bow  shorty 
Were  there  not  men  came  hither  too  I 

Clau.  Brave  fellows; 
I  fear  me,  bawds  of  five  i'  th'  pound. 

Afarc.  How  know  you  ? 

CUm.  They  gave  me  great  lights  to  it. 

Marc,  Take  heed,  Claudia!  [on. 

Clau.  Let  them  take  heed ;  the  spring  comet 

Marc.  To  me  now. 
They  seem'd  as  noble  visitants. 

Clau,  To  me  now. 
Nothing  less,  Marcellina;  for  I  mark'd  'em. 
And,  by  this  honest  light,(for  yet  'tis  morning) 
Saving  the  reverence  of  their  gilded  doublets 
And  Milan  skins—  ' 

Marc.  Tbou  art  a  strange  wench,  jDlaudia. 

Clau.  Ye  are  deceiv'd. — They  shew'd  to 

me  directly  [living : 

Court-crabs,  that  creep  a  side-way  for  their 

I  know  'em  by  the  breeches  that  they  begg'd 

Marc.  Peace!  [last* 

My  lady  comes.     What  may  that  be  ? 

Enter  Lucina  and  Lycia$, 

Clau.  A  summer, 
That  cites  her  to  appear. 

Marc.  No  more  of  that,  wench. 


«»J'rf  rather  make  a  drallery  'till  thirty,]  What  the  word  rfra//fry  signifies,  if  genuine ; 
or  if  corrupt,  what  may  be  the  true  one,  is'beyond  Mr.  Sympson's  and  my  reach.  The  con* 
text  requires  the  name  of  some  ship.        Seward, 

DmUtry.]  No  English  Dictionary,  or  Author  that  we  know,  exhibits  the  word  drallery. 
That  it  is  corrupt,  Uicrefore,  is  scarcely  to  be  doubted;  but  we  do  not  think  with  Mr, 
Seward,  that  the  context  absolutely  requires  the  name  of  some  ship.  Marcellina  asks. 
'Wouldst  thou  live  till  thou  wert  such  as  they  are?'  to  which  Claudia  replies,  *  She  Had 
rather  have  a  short  life  and  a  merry  one  ;*  and  then  recurs  to  the  sea-metaphors  in  which 
they  had  been  conversing  before.  In  this  sense,  might  we  not  venture  to  read,  not  being 
able  to  make  sense  of  the  present  text, 

"  I'd  rather  make  a  drollery  till  thirty  ? " 
Drolerie,  and  droksae^  are  French  words,  both  frequently  applied  to  women,  and  signifying 
(according  toLe  Ronx's  DictionnaireComique)  pleasant  things,  and  gay  ladies;  Flaisanterie, 
pauetem  rijcuiuant ;  une  rijouie,  pti  e$t  gaye,  de  bonne  humeur. 
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Ltfciat.  Madam, nhnt  answer  to  your  lord } 

iMcina,  Pray  tell  hiiHy 
I'm  subject  to  iiis  will. 

Lt/cias.  Why  weep  you,  madam? 
Excellent  lady,  there  are  none  will  hurt  you. 

Lttiina,  I  do  beseech  vou  tell  roe,  sir 

.  Ia/cius.  What,  lady  ? 

lAiciva.  Serve  you  the  emperor? 

Lf/rias,  I  do. 

Jjucina,  In  what  place? 

lofcias,  In's  chamber,  madam. 

iMcina.  Do  you  serve  his  will  too  ? 

lAfciai,  In  fair  and  just  commands. 

Lucimi.  Are  you  a  Roman  ? 

Lyriat.  Ves,  ijoblc  lady,  and  a  Mantuan. 

Ijucina,  What  otiire  bore  your  parents  ? 

Lycias.  One  was  praetor.         [reputation. 

Lucina,  Take  hec<l  then  how  you  stain  his 

Lycias,  Why,  worthy  ladv  ? 

£ucina»  If  you  know,  I  charge  you, 
Angbt  in  this  mc^sacje  but  what  honesty. 
The  trust  and  fair  obodienceof  a  servant. 
May  well  deliver,  yet  take  heed,  and  help  me. 

/jt/cius.  Madam,  I  am  no  broker 

CVrfM.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

Lycias,  Nor  base  procurer  of  men's  lusts. 
Your  husband 
Pray'd  me  to  do  this  office;  I  have  done  it; 
It  rests  in  yon  to  come,  or  no. 

Litcimi,  I  will,  sir. 

Lycias.  If  vou  mistrust  me,  do  not. 

Luciua.  \()u  appear 
So  worthy,  and  to  dll  my  sense  so  honest. 
And  this  is  such  a  certain  sign  you've  broujjlit 
That  I  believe.  [me, 

Lycias,  Why  should  1  cozen  yon  ? 
Or,  were  I  brib'd  to  do  this  villainy. 
Can  money  prosper,  or  the  fool  that  lakes  it, 
When  such  a  virtue  falls? 

Lucina.  You  Bpeak  well,  sir : 
'Would  all  the  rc^t  that  serve  the  emperor 
Had  but  your  way  ! 

Ctuu.  And  so  they  have,  ad  unguem. 

Lticina.  Pray  tell  my  lord  I  have  receivM 
his  token,  '  [thus  much 

And  will  not  fail  to  meet  him.  Yet,  good  sir, 
Before  you  go ;  1  do  besct^ch  you  too. 
As  little  notice  as  vou  can,  deliver 
Of  my  appearanc*'  there. 

Lycias.  It  shall  he,  madam ; 
And  so  1  wish  you  happiness ! 

Lucina.  I  thank  you  1  \ Exeunt, 

SCENE  II r. 

Tumult  and  noise  within.  Enter  JFxius,  pur^ 

suing  PontinSf  and  Maximus  JoliouHng. 

Max,  Temper  yourself,  Aecius  ! 

Font.  Hold,  my  lord  ! 
I  am  a  lloiuan,  and  a  soldiers 

Max.  Pray,  sir  !  [traitor  ! — 

^xius.  Thou  art  a  lying  villain,  and  a 
Give  me  myself,  or,  by  the  gods,  my  friend, 


You*ll  make  me  daAgerous!-^How  dar'ft  thoa 

pluck 
The  soldiers  to  sedition,  and  I  living  ? 
And  sow  rebellion  in  'em,  and  ev'n  then 
Wh^n  I  am  drawing  out  to  action  ? 

Piynt.  Hear  me. 

Max,  Are  you  a  man  ? 

^xius,  I  am  true-hearted,  Maximus, 
And  if  the  villain  live,  we  are  dishoDour'd. 

Max,  But  hoar  him  what  he  can  say. 

Jh'ciuf,  That'h  the  .way 
To  pardon  liini  r  I  am  so  ea&y-natnr'd. 
That,  if  he  speak  but  humbly,  I  forgive  him. 

Pont.  I  do  btiseech  you,  noble  general — 

^ciUs,  H*  has  found  the  way  already  I  Giv« 

roe  room ;  '  [mercy. 

One  stroke ;  and  if  he  'scape  me  then,  h'  haa 

Punt,  I  do  not  call  yuu  noble,  that  I  fear 
vou ; 
I  never  car'd  for  death  !  If  you  will  kill  roe. 
Consider  first  for  what,  not  what  you  can  do. 
Tis  true,  I  know  you  for  mv  general. 
And  by  that  great  prerogative  may  kill: 
But  do  it  justly  then. 

JEcius.  He  argues  with  me: 
By  Heav'n,  a  made-up  rebel  I 

Max.  Pray  consider, 
What  certain  grounds  you  have  for  this. 

Aldus.  What  grounds? 
Did  I  not  take  him  preuchin^  to  .the  soldiers 
How  lazily  they  liv'd?  arid  what  dishonours 
It  was  to  serve  a  prince  so  full  of  woman  ? 
Those  were  his  very  words,  friend. 

Alax.  These,  Aecius,  [error, 

Tho*  they  were  rashly  spoke,  (which  was  an 
A  great  one,  Pontius !)  yet,  from  him  that 
hungers  [pardon'd. 

For  wars,  and  brave  employment,  might  be 
The  heart,  and  harbour'd  thoughts  of  ill,  make 
Not  splceny  speeches.  [traitors, 

A\cnis,  Why  should  yonjirotect  him? 
Go  to  «< ;  it  shews  not  honest. 

Max,  Taint  me  not; 
For  that  shews  worse,    Aecius!  All  your 

friendship. 
And  that  pretended  love  yon  lay  upon  me, 
Hold  back  my,  honesty,  is  like  a  favour 
You  do  yourslave  to-day ,to-raorrOw  hang  hira. 
Was  I  your  bosom-piece  for  this? 

Aldus.  Forgive  me: 
The  nature  of  my  zeal,  and  for  my  country. 
Makes  me  somefTmes  forget  myseU';  for  know, 
Tho*  I  most  strive  to  be  without  my  passions, 
I  am  no  god.  For  you,  sir,  whose  infection 
Has  spread  itself  like  poi^n  thro*  the  army. 
And  cast  a  killing  fog  on  fair  allegiance, 
First  thank  this  noble  gentleman ;  you  had 
died  else :  [di^r, 

Next,  from  your  place,  and  honour  of  a  *ol-. 
I  here  seclude  vou 

Pont,  May  f  speak  yet? 

Max,  Hear  him  [tion, 

Axius.  And,  i\lule  Aecius  holds  a  reputa** 


H  Qp  too.]  So  all  former  editions. 
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At  least  commandy  you  bear  no  arms  for 
Rome,  sir.  [demn'd  roan 

Pant.  Against  her  I  shall  never.  I'lie  con- 
Has  yet  that  privilege  to  "Speak,  my  lord; 
Law  were  not  equal  else. 

Max.  Pray  hear,  Aecius; 
For  happily  the  fault  lie  has  committed, 
The*  I  believe  it  mifshty,  yet,  consider'd, 
(If  niercy  may  be  thought  upon)  %vill  prove 
*    Rather  a  hasty  sin,  than  heinous. 

JRcius,  Speak.  [with  peace, 

Font*  Tis  true,  my  lord,  you  took  me  tir*d 
My  words  almost  as  ragged  as  my  fortunes  '^. 
Tb  tme,  I  told  the  soldier  whom  we  ser>*'d, 
And  then  bewail'd  we  had  an  emperor 
Led  from  us  by  the  flourishes  of  fencers ; 
J  UamM  him  too  for  women. 

JScmt,  To  the  rest,  sir  !  fas  soldiers 

Pant.  And  like  enough,  I  bless  d  him  then 
^iU  do  sometimes :  Tis  true,  1  told  'em  too, 
We  lay  at  home,  to  slicw  our  country 
We  durst  go  naked,  durst  want  ment,  and 
money ;  [tliir^tv : 

And,  when  the  slave  drinks  wine,  we  durst  be 
I  told  'em  this  too,  that  tlie  trees  and  roots 
Were  our  best  pay-masters;  tlie  cliarity 
Of  longing  women,  that  had  bought  our  bodies. 
Our  b«is,  fires,  tailors,  nurses ;  nay  I  told  'em, 
(For  you  shall  hear  the  greatest  sin  I  said,  sir) 
By  that  time  there  be  wars  again,  our  bodies, 
Ladco  with  scars  and  aches,  and  ill  lodgings. 
Heats,  and  perpetual  want?,  were  fitter  pray- 
ers, [crutches: 
And  certain  graves,  than  cope  the  foe  on 
*Ti5  likely  too,  I  counsell'd  'em' to  turn 
Their  warlike  pikes  to  plough-shares,  their 
sure  targets  [nations, 
And  swords,  hatched  with  the  blood  of  many 
To  spades  and  pruning-knives,(for  those  get 

money) 
Their  warlike  ea<!les  into  daws,  or  starlings, 
To  give  an  Ave  Casar  as  he  pusses, 
And  be  rewarded  with  a  thousand  drachmas ; 
For  thus  we  get  but  years  and  beets. 

JErius.  What  think  you. 
Were  these  words  to  be  spoken  by  a  captain  ? 
One  that  should  give  example  ? 
Alax,  Twas  too  much.  • 

PofU,  My  lord,  I  did  not  wooe  'em  from 
the  empire,  [Cssar; 

Nor  bid  'em  turn  tfieir  daring  steel  'gainst 
The  gods  for  ever  hate  me,  if  that  motion 
Were  part  of  me !  Give  me  but  employment, 
sir,  [vicious. 

And  way  to  live ;  and,  where  you  hold  me 
Bred  up  in  mutiny,  my  sword  sball  tell  you, 
(And,  if  you  please,  that  place  I  held  main- 
tain it,  [honest, 
^Gainst  the  most  daring  foes  of  Rome)  I'm 
A  lover  of  my  country,  one  that  holds 
Jlis  life  no  loi^r  his,  than  kept  for  Caesar. 


Weigh  not  (I  thus  low  on  my  knee  beseech 
you)  [want, 

Whac  my  rude  tongue  discovcr'd ;  'twas  my 
No  other  part  of  Pontius.  You  have  seen  me. 
And  you,  my  lord,  do  something  for  my  coun- 
try, 
And  both  beheld  the  wotmds  I  gave  and  took, 
Not  like  a  backward  traitor. 

JF.cius.  All  this  langnnt^c 
Makes  but  against  you,  Pontius ;  you  are  cast. 
And,  by  mine  honour  and  my  love  to  Ciesar, 
By  me  shall  never  be  restor*d:  In  my  camp 
I  will  not  have  a  tongue,  tho'  to  himself, 
Dare  talk  but  near  sedition ;  as  I  govern. 
All  shall  obey ;  aud  when  they  want,  their  duty 
And  ready  service  shall  redress  their  needs. 
Not  prating  what  they  would  be.  » 

Font.  Thus  I  leave  vou ; 
Yet  shall  my  prayers  still,  altho'  my  fortunes 
Must  follow  you  no  more,  be  still  about  you : 
Gods  give  you,  where  you  fight,  the  victory! 
You  cannot  cast  my  wishes. 

.^ixis.  Come,  my  lord. 
Now  to  the  field  again. 

Max.  Alas,  poor  Pontius  !  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Chilav  at  one  door,  Liciniut  and 
halhui  at  another ^ 

Ucin.  How  now? 

Chi.  She*s  come. 

Bal.  Then  Til  to  th'  emperor.  [Exit. 

Chi,  Do.     Is  the  musick  plac'd  weJI  ? 

Licin.  Excellent. 

Chi.  Liciniu»,youand  Proculus  rcceiveher 
In  thc.grcat  chamber ;  at  her  entrance. 
Let  me  alone;  and,  do  you  hear,  Licinius  ? 
Pray  let  die  ladies  ply  her  further  off,  [more. 
And  with  much  more  discretion.    One  word 

lAcin.  Well?  [pearly 

Chi.  Arc  the  jewels,  and  those  ropes  of 
Laid  in  the  way  she  passes? 

Enter  Valentinian^  Ballui,  and  Proculus. 

Licin.  Take  no  care,  man.  [£jri^« 

ral.  What,  is  she  come? 

Chi.  She  is,  sir;  but  'twere  best 
Your  grace  were  seen  last  to  l(pr. 

Val.  So  I  mean. 
Keep  the  court  empty,  Proculus. 

Proc.  Tis  done,  sir. 

Val.  Be  not  too  sudden  to  her. 

Chi.  Good,  your  grace. 
Retire,  and  man  yourself;  let  us  alone; 
We  are  no  children  this  way.  Do  you  hear, 
1'is  necessary  that  her  waiting-women  [sir? 
Be  cut  off  in  the  lobby  by  some  ladies; 
TheyM  break  the  business  else. 

Vitl.  Tis  true ;  they  shall. 

Chi.  Remember  your  place,  Proculus. 


w  Afy  wardt  almoU  as  ragged  as  my  fortunes.]  Ragged  is  a  very  strong  meUphor,  and 
possibly  corrupt.  Some  men  of  taste  would  choose  to  read  rugged,  which  is  equally  applica- 
ble to  his  words  and  h\§  fortunes, 
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Troc,  I  warrant  you. 

\Extuni  VaL  Bal.  and  Proc, 

Enter  Lucina,  Ciaudia,  and  Marcellina, 

Chi,  She  enters. — Who  are  waiters  there  ? 
The  emperor 
Calls  for  his  norse  to  air  himself. 

Lucina.  Vm  glad 
I  come  so  happily  to  take  him  absent; 
This  takes  away  a  little  fear.     I  know  him; 
Now  I  begin  to  fear  again.    Oh^  honour, 
If  ever  thou  hadst  temple  in  weak  woman, 
And  sacrifice  of  modesty  burnt  to  thee. 
Hold  me  fast  now,  and  help  me ! 

Chi,  Noble  madam,  [come ! 

You're  welcome  to  the  court,  most  nobly  wel- 
You  are  a  stranger,  lady. 

Lucina.  I  desire  so. 

Chi.  A  wondrous  stranger  here ;  nothing 
so  strange : 
And  therefore  need  a  guide,  I  think. 

Lucina,  I  do«  sir, 
And  that  a  good  one  too. 

Chi.  My  service,  lady,  [tell  me. 

Shall  be  your  guide  in  this  place.    But,  pray 
Arc  you  resolv'd  a  courtier? 

Ijucina.  No,  I  hope,  sir. 

Clau,  You  are,  sir. 

Chi,  Yes,  my  fair  one. 

Clau,  So  it  seems, 
You  are  so  ready  to  bestow  yourself. 
Pray  what  might  cost  those  breeches  ? 

Chi.  Would  you  wear  'em  ? — 
Madam,  you  have  a-  witty  woman. 

Marc,  Two,  sir. 
Or  ebe  you  underbuy  us. 

Lucina,  Leave  your  talking. 
But  lis  my  lord  here,  1  beseech  you,  sir? 

Chi,  lie  is,  sweet  lady,  and  must  tvMe  this 
kindly, 
Exceeding  kindly  of  you,  wondrous  kindly, 
You  come  so  far  to  visit  him.   I'll  guide  yuu. 
^Lucina.  Whither? 

Chi,  Why,  to  your  lord. 

Lu^na,  Is  it  so  hard,  sir. 
To  find  him  in  this  place  without  a  guide? 
For  I  would  willingly  not  trouble  vou. 

Chi,   It  will  be  so  for  you  that  are  a 
stranger: 
Nor  can  it  be  a  trouble  to  do  senrice 
To  such  a  worthy  beauty;  and  besides-—— 

Marc,  I  see  he  will  go  with  us. 

Cfau,  Let  him  amble.  [ing 

Chi,  It  fits  not  that  a  lady  of  your  reckon- 
Should  pass  without  attendants. 

Lucina,  I  have  two,  sir.  [emperor? 

Chi,  I  mean,  without  a  man.  Youll  see  the 

Lucina,  Alas,  I  am  not  fit,  sir. 

Chi.  You  are  well  enough; 
He'll  take  it  wondrous  kiiKlly.    Hark ! 

Lucina,  You  flatter: 
Good  sir,  no  more  of  that. 
C  hi ,  WeU,  I  but  tell  you. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENl'INIAN.  [Act «.  Scene  4. 

Lucina.  Will  you  go  forward  ?  Since  I  must 
Prajr  take  your  place.  [be  mann'd^ 

Cfuu,  Cannot  you  man  us  too,  sir? 

Chi,  Give  me  but  time. 

Marc,  And  you'll  try  all  things  ? 

Chi.  No; 
I'll  make  you  no  such  promise. 

Ciau.  If  you  do,  sir. 
Take  heed  you  stand  to't. 

Chi.  Wondrous  merry  ladies  ? 

Lucina.  The  wenches  arc  (li!q[>os'd !   Pray 
keep  your  way,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Licinius,  Proculus^  and  Balbus^ 

Licin,  She's  coming  up  the  stairs.    Now, 

thcmubick;      ^  [there! 

And,  as  that  stirs  her,  let's  set  on.  Perfumes 

Proc.  Discover  all  the  jewels ! 

Licin,  Peace!  [Muiiek. 


SONG. 

Now  the  lusty  spring  is  seen ; 

Golden  yellow,  gaudy  blue, 

Daintily  invite  the  view. 
Every  where,  on  every  green, 
Roses  blushing  as  they  blow. 

And  enticing  men  to  pull, 
Lillies  whiter  tnan  the  snow. 

Woodbines  of  sweet  honey  full  t 
All  love's  emblems,  and  all  cry, 
*  Ladies,  if  not  pluck'd  \\c  die.' 

Yet  the  lusty  spring  hath  staid. 

Blushing  red  and  {Hirest  vvhitCy 

Daintily  to  love  invito 
Every  ]k  nman,  every  maid. 
Cherries  kissing  as  tlicy  grow. 

And  inviting  men  to  tiute. 
Apples  even  ripe  below, 

Winding  gently  to  the  waist : 
All  love's  cmblrnis,  and  all  cry, 
'  Ladies,  if  ootpluck'd  we  die. 

SECOND  SONG. 

Hear  ye,  ladies  that  despise, 

What  the  mighty  love  has  done; 
Fear  exatnples,  and/ be  wise  : 

Fair  Calisto  was  a  nun ; 
Leda,  sailing  on  the  stream 

To  deceive  the  hopes  of  man, 
Love  accounting  but  a  dream, 

Doated  on  a  silver  swan ; 
Danai*,  in  a  brazen  tower. 
Where  no  love  was,  lov'd  a  shower. 

Hear  ye,  ladies  that  are  coy, 

Wluit  the  mighty  love  can  do ; 
Fear  the  fierceness  of  the  boy  ; 

The  chaste  moon  he  makes  to  wooe ;. 
Vesta,  kindling  holy  fires, 

Circled  round  about  with  spies. 
Never  dreaming  loose  desires, 

Doating  at  t)^  altar  dies ; 
Ilion,  in  a  short  hour  '*,  higher 
He  can  build,  and  oooe  more  ^re. 


^likm  m  athort  tower  higher.'}  First  folio. 


Act  S.  Scene  S.] 
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MiUer  CkilaXf  LueinOf  Claudia,  and  Mar^ 

cellina, 

iMcina,  Pray  Ileav'n  my  lord  be  here !  for 
DOW  I  fear  it. 
Well,  ring,  if  thou  be'st  counterfeit, or  stolen, 
As  by  this  preparation  I  suspect  it, 
Thou  hast  oetrayM  thy  mistress.    Pray,  sir, 
I  would  fain  see  my  lord.  [forward ; 

Chi,  But  tell  me,  madam^ 
How  do  you  like  the  song  ? 
'    Lnc'ma,  I  like  the  air  well, 
Bat,  for  the  words,  they  arc  lascivious, 
And  over-light  for  ladies. 

Chi,  All  ours  love  'em. 

Lkcina.  Tis  like  enougli,  for  yours  are 
loving  ladies. 

Ucin,  Madam,  you're  welcome     to  the 
court.    Who  waits  ? 
Attendants  fur  this  lady  f 

Luciua,  You  mistake,  sir ; 
I  bring  no  triumph  with  mc. 

Licin,  But  much  honour. 

Froc,  Why,  this  was  nobly  done,  and  like 
a  neighbour, 
So  freely  of  yourself  to  be  a  visitant : 
The  emperor  shall  ^ive  you  thanks  for  this. 

Lucina.  Oh,  no,  sir; 
There's  nothing  to  deserve  'em. 

Froc.  Yes,  your  presence.  [believe 

Lucina.  Good  gentlemen,'be  patient,  and 
I  come  to  see  my  husband,  qn  command  too ; 
I  were  no  courtier  else. 

Ldcin*  That's  all  one,  lady;  [emperor, 
Now  you  are  here,  youVc  welcome :  And  the 
Who  loves  you  but  too  well 

iMcina,  No  more  of  that,  sir ; 
I  came  not  to  be  cntecliiz'd. 

Prac,  Ah,  sirrah  ! 
And  have  we  got  you  here  ?  'Faith,  noble  lady, 
We*ll  keep  you  one  month  courtier. 

Lucina.  Gods  defend,  sir  ! 
I  never  lik'd  a  trade  worse. 

Proc.  Hark  you.  [Whispers, 

Lucina.  No,  sir! 

PrQc.  YouVe  grown  the  strangest  lady ! 

Lucina.  How  T 

Pnc.  By  Hcav'o, 
Tis  true  I  tell  you;  and  youll  find  it. 

Lucina.  I? 
Ill  rather  find  my  grave,  and  so  inform  him. 

Proc.  Is  it  not  pitv,  gentlemen,  this  lady 

Q(ay,  111  deal  roughly  with  you,  yet  not  hurt 

you)  [beauty 

Shoald   live  alone,  and  give  such  heav'nly 

Only  to  walls  and  hangings  ? 

iMcma,  Good  sir,  patience  ! 
I  am  no  wonder,  neittier  come  to  that  end. 
Too  do  my  lord  an  injury  to  stay  me, 


Who,  tho*  you  are  the  prince's,  yet  dare  tell 
He  keeps  no  wife  for  your  ways.  fyou, 

Bal.  Well,  well,  lady. 
However  you  are  pleas'd  to  think  of  us. 
You're  welcome,  and  you  shall  be  welcome. 

Lucina,  Shew  it; 
In  that  I  cuiue  for  then,  in  leading  me 
Where  my  lov*d  lord  is,  not  in  Battery. 

[Jewels  shewn. 
Nay,  you  may  draw  the  curtain;  I  have  seen 
But  none  worth  lialf  my  honesty.  [Vgi^ 

Cluu,  Are  these,  sir, 
Laid  here  to  take? 

Proc.  Yi's,  for  yoiu-  lady,  gentlewoman. 

Marc.  Wc  had  been  doing  else. 

hal.  Meaner  jewels 
Would  fit  your  worths. 

C/aii.  And  meaner  cloaths  your  bodies. 

Lucina.  The  gods  shall  kill  me  first! 

L/rin.  There's  better  dying  [angry! 

r  th'  emperor's  amis.     Go  to ;  but  be  not 
These  are  but  talks,  sweet  lady. 

Enter  Phorba  andArdelia. 

Phorha.  Where  is  this  stranger?  Rushes  7«. 
ladies,  nishes ! 
Rushes  as  green  as  summer,  for  this  stranger ! 

Ptoc.  Here's  ladies  come  to  see  you. 

Lucina.  You  are  gone  then  ? 
I  take  it,  'tis  your  cue. 

Proc.  Or  ratlier  manners : 
You*rc  better  fitted,  madam ;  wc  but  tire  you. 
Therefore  we'll  leave  you  for  an  hour,  and 

bring 
Your  rauch-lov'd  lord  unto  you.      [Exeunt » 

Lucina,  Then  I'll  thank  you.— > 
1  am  bctray*d,  for  certain  !  Weil,  Lucina, 
If  thou  dost  fall  from  virtue,  may  the  eardi. 
That  after  deatli  sliould  shoot  up  gardens  of 

thee, 
Spreailing  thy  living  goodness  into  branches. 
Fly  from  thee,  and  the  hot  sun  find  thy  vices  f 

Phorha.  You  are  a  welcomo  womau, 

Ard,  Bless  me,  Ileav'n  ! 
How  did  you  find  the  way  to  court? 

Lucina,  I  know  not ; 
'Would  I  had  never  trod  it! 

Phorba.  Prithee  tell  mc,  [us. 

Good  noble  lady,  (and,  s^ood  sweetheart,  lov© 
For  we  love  thee  extremely)  is  not  this  place 
A  Paradise  to  live  in? 

Lucina.  To  those  people 
That  know  no  other  Paradise  but  pleasure : 
That  little  I  enjoy  contents  me  better. 

Ard.  What,  heard  you  any  musick  yet^ 
Lucina.  Too  much. 

Phorba,  You  must  not  be  thus  frowardt 
What !  this  ^own 
Is  one  o*  th*  prettiest  by  ray  troth,  Ardelia, 


«7  Rushes.']  In  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act  v.  scene  5,  one  of  the  Grooms  calls  out 
for  more  ruAes;  opon  which  passase  Dr.  Johnson  observes,  that,  at  ceremonial  entertain- 
ments, it  was  the  custom  to  strew  the  floor  with  rushes ;  and  for  a  proof  refers  to  Ciiius  de 
Ephemenu  The  same  observation  and  reference  are  made  on  a  passage  in  Cymbcline,  act  ii. 
scene  3.        R. 
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I  ever  saw  ^et ;  'twas  not  to  frown  in,  lady, 
You  put  this  gown  on  when  yoq  came. 

Ard,  How  do  you  ? 
Alas,  poor  wretch,  how  cold  it  is ! 

Lucina,  Content  you  ; 
I  am  as  well  as  may* be,  and  as  temperate, 
If  you  will  let  me  be  so.     Where's  my  lord  ? 
For  there's  the  business  that  I  came  for, 
ladies. 

Thwba,  We'll  lead  you  to  him ;  he  is  in 
the  gallery. 

Ard.  We'll  shew  you  all  the  court  too. 

Lucina,  Shew  me  him. 
And  you  have  shew'dmeall  I  come  to  look  on. 

Phorba.  Come  on ;  we'll  be  your  guides, 
and,  as  you  go. 
We  have  some  pretty  tales  to  tell  you,  lady. 
Shall  make  you  merry  too.    You  come  not 
To  be  a  sad  Lucina.  [here, , 

Lucina,  'Would  I  might  not ! 

\Exeunt, 

Enter  Chilax  and  Balbut, 
Chi.  Now  the  soft  musick  !  Balbus,  run  ! 
Bal.  I  fly,  boy.  [Ej;it. 

Chi,  The  women  by  this  time  are  wonning 
of  her ; 
If  she  can  hold  out  them,  the  emperor 

JMvsick. 
ark,  the 

musick ! 

Enter  Valcntinian  and  Lucina, 

Lucina.  Good  your  grace  ! 
Where  are  my  women,  sir? 

Tfl/.  They're  wise,  beholding      [bravery. 
What  you  think  scorn  to  look  on,  the  court's 
Would  you  have  run  away  so  slily,  lady. 
And  not  have  seen  me  ? 

Lucina,     I  beseech  your  majesty. 
Consider  whut  i  am,  and  whose. 

Vol.  1  do  so. 


Lucina.  Believe  mc,  I  sluiU  never  make  a 

whore,  sir. 
Val.  A  friend  you  may,  and  to  that  man 
that  loves  you 
More  than  you  love  your  virtue. 
Lucina,  ^acrod  Caesar ! 
Vaf:  You  shall  not  kneel  to  me,  sweet. 
Lucina.  Look  upon  me. 
And,  if  you  be  so  cruel  to  abuse  me,  ' 
Think  how  the  gods  will  take  it  !  Does  this 

beauty 
Afflict  your  soul  ?  I'll  hide  it  from  you  ever ; 
Nay  more,  I  will  become  so  leprous, 
That  you  shall  curse  mc  from  you.    My  dear 
lord  [ties, 

Has  serv'd  you  ever  truly,  fought  your  bat- 
As  if  he  daily  long'd  to  die  for  Cssar; 
Was  never  traitor,  sir,  nor  never  tainted 
lu  all  the  actions  of  his  life. 
Vftl.  I  know  it. 

Lucina.  His  fame  and  family  have  growa 
together. 
And  spread  together,  like  to  sailing  cedars '*, 
Over  the  Roman  diadem :  0h,  let  not 
(As  you  have  any  flesh  that's  human  in  you) 
The  having  of  a  modest  wife  decline  him ! 
Let  not  my  virtue  be  the  wedge  to  break  him ! 
I  do  not  think  you  are  lascivious; 
These  wanton  men  belie  you :  You  are  Caesar, 
Which  is  the  father  of  the  empire's  honour ; 
You  are  too  near  the  nature  of  the  gods, 
To  wrong  the  weakest  of  all  creatures,  wo- 
men. Jcina, 
Va/.  I  dare  not  do  it  here. — Rise,  fair  Lu- 
I  did  hut  try  your  temper;  you  are  honest; 
And.  with  t1»e  commendations  wait  on  that, 
J'il  lead  v«-u  to  your  lord,  and  give  you  to 

him'^s. 
Wipo  your  fair  eyes. — ^He  that  endeavours  ill 
May  well  delay,  but  lievcr  quench  his  hell. 

lExeuni. 


**  Likt  to  tailing  cedart,]  Mr.  Sympson  justly  reads  ''  two  sailing  cedars,"  as  answering 
to  his  fame  and  family.        Seward. 

The  old  reading  bemg  sense,  we  have  retained  it. 

**  ni  lead  you  to  your  lord,  and  you  to  himJ]  Thus  noasensicallj  read  all  editions  but  the 
second  folio,  which  we  have  followed. 


ACT    IIL 


SCENE  T. 
Unter  Chilax,  Liciniut,  Frocutus,  and  Balbus. 

Chi.  'npiS  done,  Licinius. 
-*-  Licin.  How.? 

Chi,  I  shame  to  tell  it. 
If  there  be  any  justice,  we  are  villains. 
And  must  be  so  rewarded  ! 

Bal.  J  f  it  be  done, 
I  take  it,  'tis  no  tim<»  now  to  repent  it ; 
Let's  make  the  best  o'  th'  trade. 


••  And  ground  to  get  it.]  The  variation  _ 

•'  That  knom  the  misery.]  Corrected  in'lTSO. 


Proc,  Now  vengeance  take  it ! 
Why  should  not  lie  have  settled  on  a  beautj^ 
Whose  honesty  stuck  in  a  piece  of  tissue, 
Or  one  a  ring  might  rule,  or  such  a  one 
That  had  an  itching  husband  to  be  honourably 
And  gruan'd  to  get  it^?  If  he  must  have 

women. 
And  no  allay  without  'em,  why  not  those 
That  know  the  mystery  *■,  and  are  best  able 
To  play  again  with  judgment?  Such  as  she  is^ 


by  Mr.  Sympson. 
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Gmnt  they  be  won  \Tidi  long  siege,  endless 

Ami  lin»u::ht  to  opportunity  with  millions, 

W't,  when  ihey  cuinc  to  motion,  their  cold 
virtue 

Ketp>  Vm  like  CHkes  of  ice:  1*11  melt  a  cry- 
stal, 

And  inako  a  dead  flint  fire  himself,  ere  they 

iii%C'  :Lrcater  heat  than  now-dfjjtrtiog  cnibcr^ 

Give  to  old  men  tiiat  watcu  Vin. 
Lfcin.  A  uo'kI  xvliore 

Had  sav'd  all  thiis,  and  happily  as \\U()Itsoinf, 

Ay,  and  the  thing  once  done   Cio,  a:)  well 
thought  of; 

But  this  bame  chastity  forso^jtli 

Proc.  A  pox  on't ! 

Why  should  not  women  ht*  as  free  as  we  are  ? 

They  are,  i  hul  not  in  open;  and  far  freer, 

And  th€  more  bold  ye  bcur  yourself,  more 
v.eiconie  ; 

And  there  is  nothing  ye  djtre  suy,  but  truth. 

But  thev  daie  h< ar. 

Enter  Valentininn  and  Lucina, 
Chy,  Tlie  emj:ert)r  !  Away; 
Andy  if  we  caji  repent,  J  el's  home  and  pray. 

[Eraint. 
V,ti.  Your  only  virtue  now  is  patience; 
Take  heed,  and  ^ave  your  honour.     If  you 

talk [^^^dy, 

jAicina.  As  long  as  therr  is  motion  m  my 

And  iifc  to  cire  me  words,  i'ii  cry  for  justice ! 

VaL  Justice  shall  never  hoar  you;  I  am 

justice ! 
Jsucina,  Wiit  thou  not  kill  me,  monster, 
ravisher  ? 
Thou  bitter  bane  o*tii'  empire,  look  upon  me. 
And,  if  thv  liuiltv  eves  dare  see  iheve  ruins 
I'rty  uild  lu»t  hath  laiti  level  with  di^fiouour, 
Tilt  sacrdcgious  nizin;:  of  this  leniple. 
The  mother  of  thy  black  siub  would  have 
blush'd  at,  [thee, 

Beliold,a.:d  curse  thyself!  The  fjods  wili  fnid 
(That\    :dl   my   refuse   now)  for  tliey   ari* 
riiLhicoub:  [pire, 

VcrtiTcanoe  and  horror  circle  thee  !  Thu  em- 
In  wfiich  thou  liv'st  a  st roiii:  coniinurd  surfeit, 
Like  p«jisnn  will  di&^orgo   thee;  go  id  men 

raze  thee 
For  ever  being  read  again,  but  vicious 


33  . 


Women,    and   fearful  maids,    make  vows 

a'^ainsc  thee;  [hate  thee; 

Thy  own  slaves,  if  they  hear  of  this,  shall 

And  those  thou  bast  corrupted,  first  fall  from 

thee ; 
And,  if  thou  let*st  me  live,  the  soldier, 
Tir'd  with  thy  tyrannies,  break  thro*  obedi- 
And  shake  his  strong  ateel  at  thee  !      [ence, 

Val,  This  prevails  not, 
Nor  any  aeony  you  utter,  lady. 
If  I  have  done  a  am,  curse  her  that  drew  me, 
Cur^e   tiic  first  cause,  the  wiichcralt   that 
abusM  me,  [beauty, 

Curs*:  those  faireyps,  an^  curse  thatbeav'nly 
Anil  curse  vour  beinsj  cood  too. 

Lucina.  (Glorious  thief. 
What  re-rftution  canst  thou  make  to  save  me? 

Val  I'll  ever  love  and  houour  you. 

Lucina.  Thou  caubt  not ; 
For  that  which  was  mine  honour,  thou  hast 

murder'd : 
And  can  there  be  a  love  in  violence? 

VaL  You  shall  he  only  mine. 

Lucina.  Yet  I  like  hetter 
Thy  villainy,  tlian  flattery;  that's  thine  own, 
1  he  other  hasely  counterfeit.    Fly  from  me, 
Or,  for  thy  safety-sake  and  wisdimi,  kill  me  ! 
For  i  am  worse  than  thou  art :  'J'hou  may'st 

And  so  recover  grace ;  I'm  lost  for  ever  ! 
And,  if  thou  let'st  me  live,  thoaVt  lost  thy- 
self too. 
Va/,  I  fear  no  loss  but  love ;  I  stand  above  it. 
Lucina.  Call   in  your  lady   bawds,   and 
gilded  paudars, 
And  let  them  triumph  too,  and  sing  to  Cesar , 
Lucina'sfaH'ii,  the  chaste  Lucina'seoncjuer'd! 
Cioils,  what  a  wretched  thing  has  thja  niau 

made  me  ! 
For  1  am  now  no  wife  for  Maximus, 
No  company  for  women  that  are  virtuous, 
No  family  1  now  can  cl:iim,  nor  country, 
Nor  name,  hut  Cii'sar's  whore.    Uh,  sacred 
C'a?sar,  [pire; 

(For  that  should  he  yoar  title)  was  your  em- 
Your  rojls,  and  axes,  that  are  types  of  justice ; 
Those  fires  that  ever  burn,  to  l»eg  you  hiess- 

iiVs; 
The  people's  adoration  ;  fear  of  nations; 
What  victory  can  bring  you  home ;  what  else 


'*   For  czcr  bein^;  read  again,- 


•but  vicious 


Wometiy  and  fearful  muids^  muke  vou;^  ngjinst  thee.l  Thus  stood  tlu?  old  text ;  and,  I  believe, 
whoever  cfMisiders  it  wili  ajiree  that  by  an  odd  confuaion  of  ideas,  the  uord  vicious  is  put  in* 
ste-aJ  of  Jts  revers<»,  virluuus.         Stward, 
JMr.  Seward  reads, 

"  For  ever  bcini;  read  avjaln  ;  all  rirtuous 

**  Women,  and  fearJul  maids,  &c/* 
The  oM  reading  renuircs  nothing  but  jiroper  punctuation  to  make  it  good  sense,  and  the  lipe 
fulloHiiig  will  be  stronger.     We  should  read, 

** good  men  raze  thee 

**  For  ever  being  read  a-^ain,  but  vicious  ;" 
Thai  is,  '  Good  nipn  will  prevent  your  ever  being  recoided,  but  as  an  example  of  vice  and 

TlilHiuV.' 

VcL.   If.  II 
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[Act  9.  Scene  1. 


The  useful  elements  can  make  your  servants, 
Even  light  itself,  and  suns  of  light,  truth, 

justice, 
Mercy,  and  star-like  piety  •> ;  sent  to  you, 
And  from  the  gods  themselves,  to  ravish  wo<r 
The  curses  that  I  owe  to  enemies,       [men  ? 
Ev'n  those  the  Sabines  sent,  when  Romulus 
(As  thou  hast  me)  ravish'd  their  noble  maids, 
^ode  more,  and  heavier,  light  on  thee ! 
Volt  This  hvlps  not. 
Lucina.  The  sms  of  Tarquin  be  remcmber*d 

in  thee !  [abus'd. 

And  where  there  has  a  chaste  wife  been 
Jjet  it  be  thine,  the  shame  thine,  thine  the 

slaughter. 
And  last,  for  ever  thine  the  fear*d  ei^ample ! 
Where  shall  poor  Vi^rtuc  live,  now!  am  falPn  ? 
What  can  your  honours  now,  and  empire 

make  me, 
But  a  more  glorious  whore  ? 

Val,  A  better  woman : 
But  if  you  will  be  blind,  ^nd  scorn  it,  who 

can  help  it?  [^^i^^^y 

Come,  leave  these  lamentations ;  they  do  nu- 
^ut  make  a  noise.    I  am  the  same  man  still : 
Were  it  to  do  again,  (therefore  be  wiser) 
By  all  this  holy  light,  I  should  attempt  it ! 
You  are  so  excellent,  and  made  to  ravish, 

(There  were  no  pleasure  in  you  else) 

Lucina.  Oh,  villain  ! 

Val.  So  bred  for  man's  amazement,  that 

my  reason, 
And  everyiielp  to  hold  tne  right,  has  lost  me ! 
The  cod  of  lo^'c  higaself  had  been  before  me. 
Had  he  but  power  to  see  you  ;  tell  me  justly. 
How  can  I  chuse  but  err  then  ?  If  you  dare. 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  (for  youVe  so  pre- 
I  envy  any  other  should  enjoy  you,  [cious, 
Aluiobt  look  on  you ;  and  yourdarinc:  husband 
Shall  know  h'  has  kept  an  offering  from  the 

empire. 
Too  holy  for  his  altars)  be  the  mightiest; 
More  than  myself  I'll  make  it.    If  you  will 

not,  [wisdom, 

Sit  down  with  this,  and  silence  (for  which 
You  shall  have  use  of  me,  and  much  honour 

ever, 
And  be  the  same  you  wore) :  If  you  divulge  it, 
Know  I  am  far  ahove  the  faults  I  du. 
And  those  I  do  I'm  able  to  forgive  too ;    [it, 
And  where  your  credit,  in  the  knowledge  of 
May  be  with  gloss  enough  suspected,  mine 
Is  as  mine  own  command  shall  make  it. 

Princes,  [pers, 

Tho'  they  be  sometimes  subject  to  loose  whis- 


Yet  wear  they  two-edg'd  swords  for  opci| 

censures.  [dier ; 

Your  husband  cannot  help  you,  nor  the  sol- 

Your  husband  is  my  creature,  tliey  my  wea^ 

pons. 
And  only  where  I  bid  'em,  strike ;  I  feed  'em. 
Nor  can  the  gods  be  angry  at  this  action  ; 
For,  as  they  make  me  most,  they  mean  me 

happiest. 
Which  i  had  never  been  without  this  pleasure. 
Consider,  and  farewell !  You'll  find  your  wo- 
men [sport  too, 
At  home  before  you;  they  have  iiad  some 
But  arc  more  tliankful  for  it.  [Exit. 

Ijjcina.  Destruction  find  thee ! — 
Now  w  hich  way  must  I  go  ?  n)y  honest  house 
Will  shake  to  shelter  me;  my  husband  fly  me; 
My  family, 

Because  they're  honest,  and  desire  to  be  so. 
Must  notendurc  mo;  nota  neighbour  know  me! 
What  woman  now  dure  see  me  without  blushes. 
And,  pointing  as  I  pass,  '  There,  thei*e,  be^ 

hold  her ; 
^  Look  on  her,  little  children  ;  tiiat  is  she, 
*'  I'hat  handsome  lady,  mark  }  *  Oh,  my  sad 

fortunes  ! 
Is  this  the  end  of  goodness  ?  this  the  price 
Of  all  my  early  prayers  to  protect  me  ? 
Why  then,  I  see  there  is  no  god  but  power. 
Nor  virtue  now  alive  that  cares  for  us. 
But  what  is  either  lame  or  sensual ! 
How  had  1  been  thus  wretched  else  ! 

Enter  Maximus  and  lEcius. 

JEciut.  Let  Tit  ins 
Command  the  company  that  Pontius  lost, 
And  see  the  fosses  deeper. 

Jl/oj.  How  now,  sweetheart? 
What  make  you  here,  and  thus  ? 

JEcius.  Lucina  weeping  ? 
This  must  be  much  olfencq. 

Max.  Look  up,  and  tell  me, 
Why  arc  you  thus  ? — My  ring  ?  oh,  friend, 

I've  found  it  ! 
You  are  at  court,  sweet ! 

Lucina.  Yes ;  this  brought  me  hither. 

Max.  Rise,   and   go  home. — 1   have  my 
fears,  Aecius  :  [cina  ; 

Oh,  my  best  friend,  I'm  ruin'd  ! — Go,  Lu- 
Already  in  thy  tears  I've  read  thy  wrongs. 
Already  found  a  Casar.     Go,  thou  lily. 
Thou   sweetly-drooping  flow'r !   Go,  silver 

swan, 
And  sing  thine  own  sad  reouiem  !  Go,Lucina, 
And,  ii  thou  dar'st,  out-live  this  wrong ! 


•3  Even  light  itself y  and  suns  of  light,  Truth,  Justice, 

Aitrct/y  andstar-Uke  Piety.']  This  noble  passage  seems,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression, 
obscured  by  too  much  light;  part  of  which,  1  believe,  is  not  genuine.  To  call  Truth,  Jus- 
tice, and  Piety  suns  may  be  allowed,  but  suns,  of  light  is  both  stiff  and  tautological ;  and 
after  they  are  called  suns,  the  additional  epithet  of  star-like  h  an  useless  anticlimax.  I  doubt 
not  but  that  the  true  reading  was  "  sons  of  light,"        Senard, 

We  doubt  it  much ;  "  light,  and  suns  of  light,"  is  a  natural  amplification ;  but "  star-lik« 
piety"  succeeding  must  be  coJifcssed  to  be  an  anticlimax. 
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Lucina.  I  dare  uot. 

.^ius.     Is  Umt  the  ring  you  lost  ? 

Ma,r.  That,  that,  Aecius, 
That  cursed  ring,  myself,  and  all  my  fortunes. 
'T  has  pieas*d  tlie  emperor^  roy  noble  itiaster. 
For  all  my  services,  and  dangers  for  him, 
To  make  me  mine  own  panaar.     Was  this 

justice, 
Ob,  ray  Aecius  ?  have  I  liv'd  to  bear  this  ? 

iMcina,  Farewell  for  ever,  sir  ! 

Max.  Tliat*s  a  sad  saying  ; 
But  such  a  one  becomes  you  well,  Lucina : 
And  yet,  methinks,  we  should  nut  part  so 
lightly ;  hxKited, 

Our  loves  have  been  of  longer  growth,  more 
Tlian  the  sharp  word  of  one  farewell  can 

scatter. 
Kiss  me.    I  find  no  Cssar  here*^;  these  lips 
Taste  not  of  ravisher,  in  my  opinion. 
Was  it  not  so  ? 

Isucina.  Oh,  yes  ! 

Max.  I  dare  believe  thee  ; 
For  thou  wert  ever  truth  itsrJf,  and  sweetness. 
Indeed  she  was,  Aecius. 

JFxiia.  So  she  is  still. 

Max.  Once  more  ! — Oh,  my  Lucina,  oh, 
mv  cortifort. 
The  blessing  of  ray  youth,  life  of  my  life! 

^chis.  We  seen  enougli  to  stagger  my 
obedience : 
Hold  me,  ye  equal  gods  !  this  is  too  sinful. 

Max.  Why  wert  thou  chosen  out  to  make  a 
whore  of?  [fountains, 

To  me  thou  wert  too  chaste.     Fall,  crystal 
And  ever  feed  your  streams,  you  rising  sor*- 
rows,  [ble. 

Till  you  have  dropt  your  mistress  into  mar- 
Now,  go  for  ever  from  me. 

lucina.  Long  farewell,  sir  ! 
And  as  I  have  been  loyal,  gods,  think  on  me  ! 

M'tx.  Stay;  let  me  once  more  l)id  farewell, 
Lucina. 
Farewell  **^  thou  excellent  example  of  us ! 
Tliou  starry  virtue,  fare    thee    well !  seek 
^  Heav*n, 

And  diere  by  Cassiopeia  shine  in  glory  ! 
We  are  too  base  and  dirty  to  preserve  thee. 

JEcius.  Nay,  [  must  kiss  too.   Sucli  a  kiss 
a^ain, 
And  from  a  woman  of  so  ripe  a  virtue, 
Aecius  must  not  take.    F'arew  ell,  thou  phenix, 
If  thou  wilt  die,  Lucina !  which,  well  weighed, 
If  you  can  cease  a  while  from  these  strange 

thou^rhts, 
I  wbli  were  rather  altered. 

Lucina,  No. 

AU'ius.  Mistake  not. 
I  would  not  stain  your  honour^  for  the  empire, 


.V 

Nor  any  way  decline  you  to  discreditw 
Tis  not  my  fair  profession,  but  a  villm's* 
I  find  and  feel  your  loss  as  deep  as  you  dp^ 
And  am  the  same  Aecius,  still  as  honest. 
The  same  life  I  have  still  for  Maximus, 
The  same  sword  wear  for  you,  where  justice 

wills  me,  [not ; 

And  'tis  no  dull  one:  Therefore,  misconceive 
Only  Vii  have  you  live  a  little  longer. 
But  a  short  3'ear. 
Max.  She  must  noti 
Lucina.  Why  so  long,  sir  ? 
Am  I  not  grey  enough  with  grief  already? 
JEcius.  To  draw  from  that  wild  man  a 

sweet  repentance,  • 

And  goodness  in  his  days  to  come* 

Max.  They  are  so, 
And  will  be  ever  coming,  my  Aecius. 

Mciu9.  For  who  knows,  but  the  sight  of 

you,  presenting  j^tucs, 

His  swol'n  sins  at  the  full,  and  your  fair  vir- 
May  like  a  fearful  vision  fright  his  follies. 
And  once  more  bend  him  right  again  ?  which 

blessing  [read) 

(If  your  dark  wrongs  would  give  you  leave  to 
Is  more  than  death,  and  the  reward  more 

glorious : 
Death  only  eases  you ;  this,  the  whole  empire. 
Besides,  compelled,  and  forc*d  with  violence, 
To  what  youVe  done,  the  deed  is  none  of 

yours, 
No,  nor  the  justice  neither:  You  may  live. 
And  still  a  worthier  woman,  still  more  ho* 

nour'd ; 
For  are  those  trees  the  worse  we  tear  the 

fruits  from  ? 
Or,  should  tir  eternal  gods  desire  to  perish. 
Because  we  daily  violate  their  truths, 
Which  is  the  chastity  of  lleav'n  ?  No,  lady  5 
l^  you  dare  live,  you  may:  And  as  our  sins 
Make  them  more  full  of  equity  and  justice^ 
So  this  compulsive  wrong  makes  you  more 
The  empire  too  will  bless  you.         [perfect : 

Max.  Notle  sir, 
If  she  were  any  thing  to  me  but  honour. 
And  that  that's  wedded  to  me  too,  laid  in. 
Not  to  be  worn  away  without  my  being; 
Or  could  the  wrongs  be  hers  alone,  or  mine, 
Or  lK)th  our  wrongs,  not  tied  to  after^issues^ 
Not  born  anew  in  all  our  names  and  kindreds, 
I  would  desire  her  live;  nay  more,  compel 

her: 
But  since  it  was  not  youth,  but  malice  did  it. 
And  not  her  own,  nor  mine,  but  both  our 

losses,  [find  it. 

Nor  stays  it  there,  but  that  our  names  must 
Ev'n  those  to  come,  and  when  they  read  she 

livM, 


•*  J  find  no  Ctesar  here ;  these  lips 
Taste  not  of  rarisher.] 

"  I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips.'*        Shakespeare. 
•5  Farearel/,  thou  excellent  example  of  us  !]  The  two  last  words  of  this  line  are  very  flati 
and  perhaps  corrupt.    The  turn  of  the  speech  would  warrant  our  reading, 

'  Farewell,  thou  excellent  cxai^ple  !  Lcav€  us/ 

U  % 
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[Act.  3.  Scene  l^ 


Must  they  not  ask  liow  often  she  was  ravish'd, 
And  make  a  doubt  she  lovM  that  more  than 
Therefore  she  must  not  live.  [wedlock? 

^xius.  Therefore  she  must  live,      [tious. 
To  teach  the  world  such  deaths  aresupersti- 

Lurino.  The  tongues  of  angels  cannot  alter 
me; 
For  could  the  world  again  restore  my  credit. 
As  fair  and  absolute  as  tirst  I  bred  it,     [pirc 
That  world  1  should  not  trust  again.   The  em- 
By  my  life  can  get  nothing  but  my  story, 
Which  whilst  I  breathe  must  be  but  his  abuses. 
And  where  you  counsel  me  to  live,  that  Caisar 
May  see  his  errors,  and  repent,  J'll  tell  you, 
His  penitence  is  but  encrease  of  pleasures, 
His  prayers  never  said  but  to  deceive  us; 
And  when  he  weeps,  as  you  think  for  his  vices, 
'Tis  but  as  killing  drops  from  baleful  yew- 
trees,  [iineve, 
That  rot  their  lionest  neighbour.     1 1  lie  can 
As  one  that  yet  desires  his  free  convt-rsiou, 
And  almost  glories  in  his  penitence, 
I'll  leave  him  robes  to  mourn  in,  my  sad  ashes. 

JEcius.  The  farewells  then  of  happy  souls 
be  with  thee. 
And  to  thy  memory  be  ever  sung 
The  praises  of  a  just  and  constant  lady ! 
This  sad  day,  whilst  I  live,  a  soldier's  tear 
ril  offer  on  thy  monument,  and  brins;, 
Full  of  thy  noble  self,  with  tears  untold  yet. 
Many  a  worthy  wife,  to  weep  tliy  ruin  ! 

Max,  All  that  is  chaste  upon  thy  tomb 
shall  flourish, 
All  living  epitaphs  be  tl)ine:  Time's  story*, 
And  what  is  lett  behind  to  piece  our  lives. 
Shall  benomore  abus*d  with  tales  and  trifles. 
But,  full  of  thee,  stand  to  eternity! 

Mcim.  Once  more,  farewell !    Go,  find 
Elysium,  [blessings; 

There  where  the  happy  souls  arecrown'd  witli 
There  where  'tis  ever  spring,  and  ever  sum- 
mer ! 

Max,  There  where    no  bed-rid   justice 
comes !  truth,  honour, 
Are  keepers  of  that  blessed  place :  Go  thither ; 
For  here  thou  liv'st  chaste  fire  in  rotten  timber. 

^cius.  And  so,  our  last  farewells! 

Max,  Gods  give  thee  justice! 

[Exit  Lucina, 

Mclua,  His  thoughts  begin  to  work;  I  fear 
him:  Yet 
He  ever  was  a  noble  Roman ;  but,        [fer'd 
I  know  not  what  to  think  on't;   he  hatli  suf- 
Bevond  a  man,  if  he  stand  this. 

"Max,  Aecius! 
Am  I  alive,  or  has  a  dead  sleep  seiz'd  me  ? 
It  was  my  wife  the  emperor  abus*d  thus ! 


And  I  must  say, '  I*m  glad  I  had  her  for  him ;' 
Must  I  not,  my  Aecius? 

JFjcius,  I  am  stricken 
With  such  a stitF amazement,  that  no  answer 
Can  readily  come  from  me,  nor  no  comfort. 
Will  you  go  home,  or  go  to  my  house? 

Max.  Neither: 
I  have  no  boiuc;  and  you  are  mad,  Aecius, 
To  keep  lue  company  I  I  am  a  fellow     [me. 
Mv  own  sword  would  forsake,  not  tied  unto 
A  fMindar  is  a  prince,  to  what  Vm  fallen  ! 
By  Hoav'n,  I  dare  do  nothing! 

jTxius.  You  do  better. 

Max.  Vwi  made  a  branded  slave,  Aecius, 
And  yet  1  bless  the  maker. 
Death  o' my  soul!  must  I  endure  thistamrly? 
Must  Ma\iu)us  be  uienlion  d  tor  his  talcs? 
I  am  a  child  too;  what  should  I  do  railing? 
T  cannot  mend  myself;  'tisCssar  did  it, 
And  what  am  I  to  him  ? 

JEcius.  Tiswell  considered; 
However  you  arc  tainted,  i)eno  traitor: 
Time  may  out-wtar  the  first,   the  last  lives 
ever.  [my  friend  ! 

Mux.  Oh,  that  thou  wert  not  living,  and 

JEcius  \aside\.  I'll  bear  a  wary  eye  upon 
your  actions : 
I  fear  you,  Maximus ;  nor  can  I  blame  thee 
If  thou  brcak'btout;  for,  by  the  gods,  thy 


wrong 


Deserved  a  general  ruin  !— Do  you  Iqve  mc? 

Alax.  That's  all  J  have  to  live  on. 

JEcius.  Then  go  with  me; 
You  shall  not  to  your  own  house. 

Mux.  Nor  to  any;  [pass? 

My  griefs  are  greater  far  than  walls  can  eom- 
And  yet  I  wonder  how  it  happens  with  mc, 
I  am  not  dangerous;  and,  o*  my  conscience. 
Should  I  now  see  tlie  emperor  i'  th'  hcaton't  "^t,    \ 
I  shtmld  not  chide  him  for't:    An  awe  runs 

thro*  me, 
1  feel  it  sensilily,  that  binds  mc  to  it; 
'Tis  at  mv  heart  now,  there  it  sits  and  rules, 
And  metfiinks  'tis  a  pleasure  to  obey  it. 

JEcius  [««£rftj.  This  is  a  mask  to  co/en  me : 

I  know  you. 

And  how  far  you  dare  do ;  no  llr)man  further. 

Nor  with  more  fearless  valour;  and  I'll  watch 

Keep  that  obedience  still.  [y"^- — 

Max,  Is  a  wife's  loss 
(  For  her  abuse,  nmr  li  good  may  do  his  G  race ; 
ni  make  as  bold  v^iih  his  wiie,  if  I  can) 
More  than  the  fading  of  a  few  frcbh  colours? 
More  than  a  lusty  spring  lost? 

.^ius.  No  more,  Maximus, 
To  one  that  truly  lives. 

Max,  Why  then,  I  care  not; 


*  T/W,  stortf.^  We  apprehend  we  should  read  **  Time's  story,"  an  expression  often  used 
by  our  Authors,  and  more  agree^ible  to  the  context. 

^Should  I  now  see  the  emperor,  &c.]  The  doctrine  of  pa^^^ive  obedience,  so  often  incul- 
cated in  the  Works  of  our  Authors,  (but  particularly  in  th^  Flay  and  The  Maid's  Tragctly) 
arc  a  strong  and  unpieaMug  mark  of  the  complexion  of  the  limes  in  which  tUey  wrote. 
Such  sentiments  would  not  be  endured  on  the  present  Stage.  Jn  this  place,  however,  it  is 
not  tlic  real  sentiment  of  the  speaker. 
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I  can  live  well  enoui^li,  Aecius :  [triAes, 

For  look  you,  fVicnd,  for  virtue,  and  thoso 
Thev  may  be  bought,  they  say. 

Aucws.  11».*'9  craz'd  a  little;  fnatuCe. 

His  t:rief  has  made  him  talk  thinie^s  fronvhis 
3far.  But  chastity  is  not  a  thin^j;,  I  take  it, 
To  cot  ill  Rome,  unless  it  be  bespoken 
A  hundred  years  before,  ( is  it,  Aecius  ?) 
By'r  lady,  and  well  handled  too  i*th*  brced- 
.£ciu$.  Will  you  go  any  way?  fing. 

Max.  V\\  tell  thee,  friend ;  [now, 

If  my  wife,  for  all  this,  should  he  a  whore 
A  kind  of  kicker-out  of  sheets,  'twould  %'ex 
For  Tin  not  an«:ry  yet.  The  empemr      ['oe; 
Js  young  and  handrK>me,  and  the  woman  flesh. 
And    may   not   these   two  couple   without 
scratching? 
^xius.  Alas,  my  noble  friend ! 
Mar.  Alas  not  me!  fserahle 

I  am  not  wretched ;  for  there's  no  man  mi- 
But  he  that  makes  himself  so. 
^Eriw*.  Will  you  walk  yet  ? 
Mux.    Come,   come,   she-  dare  not  die, 
friend ;  tiiat's  the  t  uth  oii't ; 
She  knows  th'  enticint;  sweets  and  delicacies 
Ofayounjr  prince's plea<iure>, and, 1  thank  her, 
.Sh'has  made  a  way  for  Maxiiuus  to  rise  by: 
Will't  not  become  me  bra\*ely?  Why  do  you 
think  [here. 

She  wept,  and  stiid  she  was  ravish*d  ?  Keep  it 
And  I'll  divrover  to  you. 
JtU-iui,   Well  ? 
Max.  She  knows 
T  love  n>  bitten  flesh,  and  out  of  that  hope 
S:»e  mii^ht  be  fro'n  nie,  she  contriv'd  this 
Wa«  it  nut  monstrous,  friend  *       Jknavery. 

JFa'iu%.  Does  he  but  sreui  so, 
Or  is  he  niad  indeed  ? 

Max.  Oh,  i^ods,  iny  herirt ! 
JFx'ius.  'VVould  it  would  falrlv  break! 
Max,   Methinks  I'm  somewhat  wilder  than 
I  was; 
And  yet,  I  thank  the  gods,  I  know  my  duty  ! 

Enter  Claudia. 

Cluu.  Nay,  you  may   spare  your  tears ; 
slie'b  dead,  she  is  so. 

Mur.   Wny,  so  it  should  be.     How? 

CidU,  When  Hrst  she  enterM 
Into  her  house,  after  a  world  of  weepinz. 
And  blu*^hinglike  i  he  sun-set,  as  we  saw  her^, 
•  Dare  1,'s'udsSie,  Medic  tnisliousewirh  whore, 
'  III  whicti  his  noble  famiK  has  flourisli'd?' 


At  which  she  fell,  and  stirr'd  no  more.     Wc 

rubh'd  her 

Max,  No  more  of  that;  begone.    Now^ 
my  Aecius,  [Exil  Clau, 

If  tfiou  wilt  i\o  me  pleasure,  weep  a  little; 
I  am  so  purcird  I  caimot.  Your  example 
Has  bruuiihl  the  rain  down  now:  Now  Jead 

me,  iVienrl ; 
And  us  we.  w;ilk  tonetlicr,  let's  pray  truly**, 
I  may  not  fall  from  faith. 
JF-cius.  Tliat's  nobly  spoken. 
Max,  Was  1  not  wdd,  Aeeius? 
yT.cii/s,  S)mewhat  troubltil.       [with  you ; 
Max.  I  felt  no  sorrow  ihen.  Now  I'd  go 
But  do  not  name  the  wciman  !  Fy,  wimt  fool 
Am  I  to  wei-[}  thus  !   G.mIs.  Lucin'i,  take  thee, 
For  thou  w(;rt  ev  n  the   bebt  and  worthiest 

lady [with  it. 

JEciu^,  Good  sir, no  more,  I  sliall  Im* melted 
Mur    r\e done; and, i^ood sir, coiniortme. 

'Would  thfre  were  war^  now  I 
JFxius.  Settle  your  thouiihts;  come. 
Ma.v.  So  1  hj.ve  now,  friend. 
Of  my  deep  lamentations  liure's  an  end. 

[AVi'unf. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  PontiuSy  PhiJiaty  and  Arelus, 
Phi'J.    Hy  my  faith,  captain  Pontius,  be- 
sides pity  [not; 
Of  your  faH'n  forruncs,\  what  to  say  I  know 
For  'tis  loo  true  the  emperor  desires  not, 
D.it  njy  hest  nia>ter,  any  soldier  near  him. 
Art.  And  when  he  iindcrstands,   he  cast 
your  fortunes 
For  disobediiMice,  iiow  can  we  incline  him 
(  fihit  are  out  (iiKJer-pj'rsonb  lo  his*  favours) 
To  any  fair  opinion?  Can  you  siuj:^.?    |"sou«;s 
Pont.  Not  to  pleast;  him,  AieLus;   for  mv 
Co  not  to  til'  lute,  or  viol,  but  to  t!i' trumpet'; 
My  tune  kept  on  a  target,  and  my  subject 
llie  well-struck  vvounds  of  men,  not  love,  or 
women. 
Pliid.  And  tho^e  he  understands  not. 
Pttnl.  lie  should,  Phidias. 
^Irc.  Coald  you  not  leave  this  killing  way 
a  little,                                            f  rather 
(You  muj»t,  if  here  you'd  plant  yourself;  and 
Learn,  as  we  do,  to  like  what  tnose  alfect 
That  are  ar)o\e  us?  Wear  tlicir actions. 
And  think  they  ke.p  us  warm  too?    What 

they  say, 
Tho'  oftentimes  they  speak  a  little,  foolishly, 


^And  Uusfihig  tike  the  sun-srt,  as  rce  see  //fr.]  The  latter  part  of  this  line  seems  a  mere 
fill- up;  hnr,  I  believe,  was  a  noble  sentiment  in  the  original,  which  1  hope  is  now  restori.J. 
Lutiija  bhis.ied  t  >  be  looked  upon  by  us,  as  shame  would  hide  its  head  from  all  its  acqunint- 
■n-e.  If  the  oil!  r:.'a.lini  may  be  tliouiht  to  give  this  idea,  and  the  reader  thinks  he  coald 
ha*o  cohected  it  fro.n  i:  without  the  ciiange,  I  am  willing  to  submit:  so  that  the  true  sense 
be  rel.iined,  it  is  of  sinall  con:.e(juence  wliether  we  read  us  or  t/iat,         Seo-nrd, 

Mr.  .Seward  reads,  "  ^'/«^  we  s^a'her;"  but  we  cannot  think  his  realinir  conveys  the 
*ens«'  he  means  t«)  i^ive.     The  only  error  in  tiic  old  lection  seems  to  have  been  stc  for  saw, 

^  An  J  as  wd  *M?alk  together,  let's  praij  together  trulif.]^  The  second  together  seems  super- 
fluous and  erroneous,  and  probably  was  interpolated  by  a  careless  transcriber. 
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Not  stay  to  construe,  but  prepare  to  execute  ? 
And  think,  however  the  end  falls,  the  business 
Cannot  run  empty-hnnded  ? 

Phid,  Can  you  flatter; 
And,  if  it  were  put  to  you,  lie  a  little? 

Pont,  Yes,  if  it  be  a  living. 

Are,  That's  well  said  then. 

Pont,  But  must  thesfc  lies  and  flatteries  be 
believed,  tiien  ? 

Phid,  Oh,  yes,  by  any  means. 

Pimt.  By  any  nit-Hns  then, 
I  cannot  lie,  nor  flatter. 

Are.  You  must  swear  too, 
If  you  be  there. 

Pont.  I  can  swear,  if  they  move  mc. 

Phid,  Cannot  vou  forhwcar  too? 

Pmtt,  The  court  for  ever. 
If  it  be  prown  st)  wicked. 

Are.  You  should  procure  a  little  too. 

Pont.  What's  that  ? 
Men's  honebt  sayin«;s  for  my  truth  ? 

Are.  Oh,  no,  sir, 
But  women's  honest  actions  for  your  trial. 

Pont.  Do  you  do  all  these  things  ? 

Phid.  Do  you  not  like  'cm  ? 

Pont.   D'  you  ask  me  seriously,  or  trifle 
with  me? 
I  am  not  so  low  yet,  to  be  your  mirth  ! 

Are,  You  do  mistake  us,  captain ;  for  sin- 
M'^e  ask  you  how  you  like  'em  r  [ccrcly 

Pont.  Tlien  sincerely 
I  tell  you  I  abhor  cm :  They're  ill  ways. 
And  I  will  starve  before  I  fail  into  em  ; 
The  doers  of 'cm  wretches,  their  base  hunpc  rs 
Care  not  whose  hread  they  eat, nor  how  tlury 

j4re.  What  then,  sir?  1%^^^^- 

Pont.  If  you  profess  this  wickedness, 
Because  ye  have  been  soldiers,  and  borne 
The  servants  of  the  brave  Aecius,  [arms. 
And  by  him  put  to  th' emperor,  give  me  leave, 
(Or  linust  take  it  else)  to  say  ye'rc  villains  ! 
For  all  your  golden  coats,  dehaush'd,  base 

villains ! 
Yet  I  do  wear  a  sword  to  tell  ye  so. 
Is  this  the  way  ye  mark  out  for  a  soldier, 
A  man  that  has  commanded  for  the  empire. 
And  borne  the  reputation  of  a  num  ? 
Are  there  not  lazy  tilings  enough,  callM  fools 

and  cowards, 
And  poor  enough  to  be  preforr'd  for  pandars. 
But  wanting  soldiers  must  be  knaves  too  ?  ha? 
This  the  trim  course  of  life?  Were  not  ye 

born  bawds. 
And  so  inherit  but  your  rights  ?  I  am  poor. 
And  may  expect  a  worse ;  yet  dipginj(,prunioi:i;, 
Mending  of  broken  ways,  carryins:  of  water. 
Planting  of  worts  and  onions,  any  thin^ 
That's  honest,  and  a  man's,  I'llrailierehusc, 
Ay,  and  live  better  on  it,  which  is  juster; 


Drink  my  well-gotten  water  with  more  plea- 


sure, 


Eiea- 
me. 


When  my  endeavour's  done,  and  wages  paid 
Than  you  do  wine;  eat  my  coarse  bread  not 

curs'd. 
And  mend  upon't  (your  diets  are  diseases) ; 
And  sleep  as  soundly,  when  my  labour  bids 
As  any  forward  pandar  of  ye  all,  fme. 

And  rise  a  great  deal  honester !  My  garments, 
Tho'  not  as  yours,  the  soft  sins  of  the  empire, 
Yet  may  be  warm,  and  keep  the  biting  wind 

out. 
When  every  single  breath  of  poor  opinion' 
I'inds  you  thro'  all  your  velvets ! 

Are.  You  have  hit  it; 
Nor  are  we  those  we  seem.  The  lord  Aecius 
Put  us  good  men  to  th'  em|)eror,  so  we  have 

serv'd  him, 
Tho'  much  neglected  for  it ;  so  dare  be  still : 
Your  curses  arc  not  ours.    We've  seen  your 

fortune. 
But  yet  know  no  wa)  to  redeem  it :  Means, 
Such  as  we  have,  you  shall  not  want,  brave 

Pontius; 

But  prav  be  tempcrnte.     If  we  can  wipe  out 

The  stam  of  vour  offtniccsso^  we  are  yours,  sir; 

And  you  shall  live  at  court  an  honest  man  too^ 

Phid.  That  little  meat  and  means  we  have, 

we'll  share  it. 
Fear  not  to  be  as  we  are ;  what  we  told  you^ 
Were  but  mere  trials  of  your  truth:  You're 

worthy. 
And  so  we'll  ever  hold  you ;  suffer  better, 
-And  then  you  arc. aright  man,  Pontius. 
If  my  good  master  be  not  ever  angry, 
You  shall  command  a«;ain.  (my  life, 

Pcmt,  I  have  found  two  good  men  :*   Use 
For  it  is  yours,  and  all  I  have  to  thank  ye  ! 

[Eieufit, 

SCENE  nr. 

Enter  Maximvs.     * 

MfiX.  There's  no  way  else  to  do  it;  Ijc 

nmst  die; 
This  friend  must  die,  this  soul  of  Maximus, 
Without  whom  lam  uothint  but  my  shame; 
This  perfectness  that  ke<^ps  me  from  opmion. 
Must  die,  or  I  must  live  thus  branded  ever : 
A  hard  choice,  and  a  fatal !    Gods,  ye  have 

given  me 
A  way  to  credit,  but  the  ground  to  go  on 
Ye  have  levell'd  wi  Ji  that  precious  life  I  love 

mo*«t; 
Yet  I  must  on,  and  thro':  For,  if  I  offer 
To  take  my  way  without  him,  like  a  sea 
lie  hears  his  high  command,  'twixt  me  and 

vengeance. 
And  in  mine  own  road  sinks  me.  Tie  is  honest, 
Of  a  most  constant  loyalty  to  Caesar, 


JO, 


•If  tee  can  vipe  out  * 


Tideway  oft/our  offences.]  T^»  wipe  out  the  waif  seems  a  strange  phrase:  ntain^  we 
apprehend,  will  be  allowed  a  better  v^ord  :  Yet  we  kbould  not  have  substituted  it,  had  w« 
Boc  b«eu  persuaded  that  the  old  text  was  corrupt. 
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And  wlien  he  shall  but  doubt  I  dare  attempt 
But  make  a  question  of  his  ill,  but  say  f  him, 
'  What  is  a  Cssur,  that  be  dare  do  this  ?' 
Dead  sure  he  cuts  me  ofT^* :  Aecius  dies. 
Or  I  have  lo«>t  myself.  Why  should  I  kill  him? 
Why  should  I  kill  myself:  Tor  'tis  my  killing ; 
Aecius  is  my  root,  and,  wither  him, 
Like  a  decaying  branch  I  tall  to  nothin<;. 
Is  he  not  more  to  me  than  wife  ?  than  C.ussir, 
The'  I  had  now  my  safe  rcvcnnc  upon  iiim? 
Is  he  not  more  than  honours^,  and  his  friend- 
ship [honour, 
Sweeter  than  the  love  of  women  ?    What  ib 
We  all  so  strangely  are  bewitcli'd  withal  ? 
Can  it  relieve  rac  if  I  want?  he  has;    [envy, 
Can  honour,  'twixt  the  incensed  prince  and 
Bear  up  tiie  lives  of  worthy  men  ?  he  has ; 
Can  honour  pull  the  wings  of  fearful  cowards. 
And  m^e  'em  turn  again  like  timers  ?  he  has ; 
And  I  have  liv'd  to  see  this,  and  preserved  so : 
Why  should  this  empty  word  incite  me  then 
To  w-hat  is  ill  and  cruel  ?  Let  her  perish : 
A  frien«i  is  more  than  all  the  world,  than  ho- 
She  is  a  woman,  and  her  loss  the  less,    [uour ! 
And  with  her  go  my  griefs  !-*-But,  hark  vou, 
MaximusT  [you 
Was  she  not  yours  ?  Did  she  not  die  to  tell 
She  was  a  ravish*d  woman  ?   Did  not  justice 
Nobly  begin  with  her,  that  not  deserv'd  it? 
And  shall  he  live  that  did  it  ?  Stay  a  little ! 
Can   this  abuse  die  here  ?  Shall  not  men's 

tongues 
Dispute  it  afterward,  and  say  I  gave 
(Attecting  dull  obedience,  and  tame  duty. 
And  Ird  away  with  fondness  of  a  friendship) 
The  only  virtue  of  the  world  to  slander? 
Is  not  this  certain,  was  not  she  a  chaste  one, 
And  sncha  one,  that  no  compare  dwelt  with 
One  of  so  sweet  a  virtue,  that  Aecius,  [her? 
(£v'n  he  himself,  this  friend  that  holds  me 

from  it) 
Out  of  his  worthy  love  to  me,  and  justice. 
Had  it  not  been  onCa:sar,had  reveng'd  her? 
By  Hc^v'n,  he  told  me  so  !   Wiiat  shall  I  do 
then? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Can  other  men  affect  it,  and  I  cold  ? 
I  fear  he  must  not  live. 

Serv.  My  lord,  the  general 
Is  come  to  seek  you. 


Max,  Go,  entrent  him  to  enter.  [Exit  Serv, 
Oh,  brave  Aecius,  I  could  wish  thee  now 
As  far  from  friendship  to  me  as  from  fears. 
That  I  mi«^ht  cut  thee  oil  like  that  I  weigli'd 
not.  [it? 

Is  there  no  way,  without  him,  to  come  near 
For  out  of  honesty  he  must  destroy  me, 
if  I  attempt  it.     lie  must  die,  as  others. 
And  I  must  lose  him;  'tis  necessity; 
Only  the  time,  and  means,  is  all  ihedifference. 
But  yet  I  would  not  make  a  murder  of  him. 
Take  him  directly  tor  my  doubts ;  he  shall  die| 
Tve  found  a  way  to  do  it,  and  a  safe  one; 
It  shall  be  honour  to  him  too.     1  know  not 
What  to  determine  certain,  Vm  so  troubled|. 
And  such  a  deal  of  conscience  presses  mo; 
'Would  I  were  dead  myself ! 

Enter  JEciua, 

JEciuf,  You  run  away  well ; 
How  got  you  from  me,  friend  ? 

Max,  That  that  leads  mad  men, 
A  strong  imagination,  made  mc  wander. 

JEcius.  I  thought  you  had  been  more  set* 

Max.  I  am  well ;  [tied. 

Rut  you  must  give  me  leave  a  little  sometimes 
To  have  a  buzzing  in  my  brains. 

JRcins,  YouVe  dangerous,  [Atide-. 

Bat  I'll  prevent  it  if  I  can. — You  told  me 
You'd  go  to  th'  army. 

Max.  Why?  to  have  my  tlnt>at  cut^ 
Must  he  not  be  the  bravest  maiii  Aecius, 
That  strikes  me  first? 

JEcius,  You  promis'd  rae  a  freedom 
From  all  these  thoughts.     And  why  should 
any  strike  you  ? 

Max.  I  aiu  an  enemy,  a  wicked  one, 
Wi»rse  than  the  foes  of  llome;  I  am  acoward, 
A  cuckold,  and  a  coward ;  that's  two  causes 
Why  every  one  should  beat  me ! 

Mcius,  You  are  neither; 
And  durst  another  tell  mc  so,  he  died  for't. 
For  thus  faron  mine  honour,  I'll  assure  you. 
No  man  more  lov'd  timn  you:  and  for  your 
valour,  [follow'd. 

And  what  else  may  be  fiiir  5*,  no  man  more 

Max,  A  doughty  man,  indeed  I  But  that's 
all  one ; 
The  emperor,  nor  all  the  princes  living, 
Shall  find  a  Haw  in  my  coat :  I  have  sutfer'd, 


*•  "Dead  sure  he  cuts  me  off.]  J  read  dead-sure  with  a  hyphen,  and  understand  by  it  the 
common  expression.  As  sure  as  death,        Seward.  w 

We  chuse  to  read,  according  to  the  old  books,  without  a  hyphen;  because  that  may  either 
conrey  Mr.  Seward*s  sense,  or  (as  the  words  might  bear)  ^Jor  certain^  he  will  cut  mc  off  by 
death : '  "  Dead,  sure,  he  cuts  me  off."     Besides,  dead-sure  is  a  moderii  vulgarism. 

3*  Is  he  not  more  than  rumour.]  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  both  suspect  the  word 
rumour,  and  think  that  Ao/kiwrwas  probably  the  original.  But  as  honour,  in  this  place,  must 
signify  exactly  the  same  with  rumour,  the  Poets  seem  to  have  judiciously  ascertained  the 
true  meaning  of  what  follows,  by  using  rumour  here.         Seward. 

We  believe  honour  the  right  word,  and  tJie  whole  speech  confirms  it. 

u -for  i^r  valour. 

And  what  ye  way  l)e,fair;  no  man  more  followed.]  This  does,  not  seem  inlclli}];ible,  but 
the  change  of  a  monosyllable  will  give  a  sense  agreeable  to  the  context.  *  For  your  valour, 
aod  whatever  else  ii  fair  or  praise-worthy^  no  man  is  lUore  follow'd.'        SewanU 
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[Act  3.  Scene  3. 


And  con  yet;  let  tbcm  fin^l  iuHictions, 
I'll  find  a  body  tor  *em,  or  I'll  break  it. 
'fis  not  a  v. ife  can  ilirust  inc  out;  fome 

look'd  for't,  [iui: ; 

"But  let  *<'iD  look  *till  they  arc  blind  with  look- 
1  hey  are  but  tools !  Yet  tluTe  is  an«:cr  in  me. 
I'hat  I  would  fain  disper::o;  and,  now  J  think 

on't,  [ring; 

Y'ou  tohl  me,  fi'iend,  the  provinces  arc  stir- 
"VVe  shall  have  sport  1  hope  then,  and  what's 

dangerous 
A  batUebha'l  brat  from  me. 
jT.cuuf.  Wjjvd'vou  eve  mo 

•  •  • 

With  such  a  settled  look? 

]ila\.  Pray  ttll  nie  this, 
Do  we  not  love  extremely?  I  love  you  so. 

A'cim.  If  1  should  say  I  lov*d  not  vou  as 
I  should  do  that  I  never  durst  do,  lie.  |^truly. 

Mar.  If  I  should  die,  would  it  not  grieve 
you  mucl)? 

Aciui.  Without  all  doirbt. 

Max.  And  could  you  live  without  me? 

yY.civ%,  It  would  much  trouble  me  to  live 
without  you.        _  •• 

Onr  loves  and  loving  souUhave  been  so  us>*d 
But  to  one  hou^hold  in  us:  Hut  to  die 
Because  I  cQuld  not  make  you  live,  were 
woman,  [worth. 

Far  much  too  weak:   Were  it  to  save  your 
Or  to  redeem  yo'ir  name  from  rooting  out, 
To  qu.t  you  bravely  Hjihtint;  from  the  foe. 
Or  fetch  you  otf,  where  honour  had  enuajx'd 
I  ouiiht,  and  would  die  for  you.  [yt^u> 

Maw  Truly  spoken  I 

What  beast  but  1,  that  must,  could  hurt  this 
man  now?  [paid  him, 

*VVould  he  had  ravi^hVl  me!    1  would  have 
i  would  have  taught  him  such  a  trick,  his 
eunuchs,  f>^'^' 

Kor  all  his  black-ey'd  boys,  eVr  drcan.M  (if 
By  all  the  gods  I'm  mai  now !   Now  were 

Ct-Esar. 
Within  my  reach,  and  on  his  iilorious  top 
The  pile  of  all  the  world,  he  went  to  notlung! 
The  destinies,  nor  all  the  damts  of  heli. 


Were  I  once  grappled  with  him,   should  re- 
lieve him,  [risird ! 
No,  not  the  hope  of  mankind,  more;  ali  pc* 
But  this  is  words  and  weakness.  [Aside, 

JFcius.  You  look  strangely. 

Mux,  I  look  bur  as  I  am ;  I  am  a  sti'anger. 

JFcius,  To  me? 

Max,  To  every  one ;  I  am  na  Roman, 
Nor  what  I  am  do  i  know. 

JEcius,  Then  J '11  leave  you.       [Maximus, 

Max,  I  find  I'm  best  so.  If  you  meet  with 
Pray  Kil  him  be  an  honest  man,  for  my  sake  ; 
You  may  do  mugli  upon  him  :  For  his  shadow, 
Let  me  alone. 

JF.cius.  Yqu  were  not  wont  to  talk  thus. 
And  to  your  friend ;  you  have  some  danger  in 

.voii, 
1  hat  willingly  would  run  to  action  : 
Take  heed,  by  all  our  love,  take  heed! 

Max.   1  danger? 
I  willing  to  do  any  thing?  T  die^*  ? 
lias  not  my  wife  been  dead  two  days  already  ?- 
Are  not  my  nioumings  by  this  lime  mothf 

eaten  ? 
Are  not  her  sins  dispersed  to  other  women. 
And  many  none  e'en-**  ravisli'd  to  relieve  her? 
Have  I  j>hed  tears  these  twelve  hours? 

JFcius.  Nowyoa  weep. 

Max.  Son;u  lazy  drops  thatstay'd  behind. 

JEcii/s.  I'll  tell  you, 
(And  (  ujust  tell  you  truth)  were  itnot  haz^arc], 
And  almost  c.  rtain  loss  of  all  the  empire, 
I  would  whine  with  ypu  ^:  Were  it  any  man's 
But  his  life,  that  is  life  of  us,  he  lost  it, 
For  doing  of  this  mischief;  I  would  tiUiC  it ; 
And  to  your  rest  give  you  a  brave  revenge: 
But  as  tlie  rule  now  stands,  and  as  he  rules. 
And  as  the  nations  ho'd,  in  (hsobedieuce, 
One  pillar  failing ^^  all  uiust  fallal  dare  not: 
Nor  IS  it  just  you  should  be  suiTcr'd  in  it; 
Therefore  again  take  heed!  On  foreign  foes 
Wc  are  pur  own  revengers  I  but  at  home, 
():i  print  es  iliat  arc  eminent,  and  ours, 
Tis  fit  the  g'jds  should  judge  \is^.  Be  not 
rash, 


»i  I  Tcilling  to  do  anj/  thing  ?  J  dig?]  What  the  word  dig  has  to  do  in  this  passage  I  can- 
not conceive.     Perh.iips  the  Author  wrote  dte.     JMaximus  immediately  adds, 

**  Has  not  my  wife  been  dead  two  days  already  ?" 
why  then  should  I  die  y  *  I  J/c  v '         (i, 

s's  And  juany  one  ravished]  Fonner  editions.         Seuard, 

3^  /  tvoufd  \\  in  ailh  jyc]  The  lirst  folio  reads  wt/nc,  and  the  second  chances  it  to  join  ^  and 
the  octavo  into  win.  Join  is  good  sense,  but  whine  bemg nearer  the  trace  ot  the  old  reading, 
and  equally  sense,  sccnis  the  true  word.  For  to  whiiic,  or  participate  with  him  in  the  same 
passit}n  of  grief,  implies  a  design  of  joining  with  him  in  the  same  revenge.         Seuard, 

The  first  folio  gi^es,  in  old  spelling,  whine ;  which  alludes  to  the  weeping  of  Maximus,  of 
which  they  were  talking. 

37  One  pillar  failing,  all  must  fall,]  The  Poet  seems  to  have  intended  a  repetition  here, 

"  One  \)\\liii\fulliug,  all  must  fall." 

3®  On  princfx  that  are  eminent,  and  ours, 

^Tisjit  the  gods  should  judge  us.]  The  doctrine  pf  passive  obedience  to  princes,  so  much 
encouraged  by  King  James  the  First,  "and  which  is  ^cius's  chief  hercrism  in  this  play,  evi- 
dently requires  the  slight  change  [j«s  to'cw]  I  have  here  made.         Sczcard. 

Ihc  word  us  is  clearly  right:  *  Abroad  we  may  revenge,  but  at  home,  and  on  our  kings,  ^lis 
'  fit  the  gods  should  prevent  or  punish  us  for  taking  vengeance/ 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 
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Nor  let  joor  angry  steel  cut  those  you  know 

not; 
For,  by  this  fatal  blow,  if  you  dare  strike  it, 
{As  I  sec  nreat  aims  in  you)  those  unborn  yet, 
And  those  to  come,  of  them  and  these  suc- 
ceeding. 
Shall  bleed  the  wrath  of  Maximus.    For  me, 
As  you  now  bear  yourself^  I  am  your  friend 
still; 


If  you  fall  off,  I  will  not  flatter  you, 

And  in  rav  hands,  were  you  my  soul,  you 

perish'd. 
Once  more  be  careful,  stand,  and  still  be 

worthy ! 

ril  leave  you  for  this  hour,  [Exit, 

Max,  Fray  do.  Tis  done  :  [dangers. 

And,  friendship,  siiue  thou  canst  not  haid  in 

Give  me  a  certain  ruin,  I  must  thro'  it !  [Eiit» 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Unter  Valenlinlan^  Licinius,  ChUax,  and 

haUmu 

■*^  ChL  So  'tis  thought,  sir. 

VaL  How? 

Ucin,  Grief,  and  disgrace, 
As  people  say. 

lai.  No  more ;  I  have  too  much  on't. 
Too  much  by  you,  you  whetters  of  my  follies, 
Ye  an^el-formers  of  my  sins,  but  devils ! 
Where  is  your  cunning  now?  You  would 

work  wonders. 
There  was  no  chastity  above  your  practice. 
You'd  undertake  to  make  her  love  her  wrongs. 
And  dote  upon  her  rape !  Mark  what  I  tell  ye, 
If  she  lie  dead 

Cki.  Alas,  sir  I 

Fa/.  Hang  ye,  rascals. 
Ye  blasters  of  ray  youth,  if  she  be  gone, 
Twere  better  ye  had  been  your  fathers*  ca- 
mels, [water 

Groan'd  under  daily  weights  oi  wood  and 
Am  1  not  Caesar  ? ' 


Ucin.  Mighty,  and  our  maker. 

VaL  Tlian  thus  have  given  my  pleasures 
to  destruction! 
Look  she  be  living,  slaves  I 

Ucin.  We  arc  no  i^ods,  sir. 
If  she  be  dead,  to  make  her  new  again. 

VaL  SliC  cannot  die !    she  must  not  die ! 
Are  those 
I  plant  my  love  ufwrn  but  common  livers? 
Their  hour&»  as  otliers,  told  'em  ?  cau  they  be 
Why  do  ye  flatter  a  belief  into  me,      [ashes  ? 
Tliatf  am  all  that  is,  *TI>e  world's  my  creature; 

*  The  trees  bring  forth  their  fruits  when  I 

say  *  Summer ;  [ness, 

*  Tlie  wind,  that  knows  no  limit  but  his  wild- 

*  At  my  command  moves  not  a  leat" ;  the  sea, 

*  With  his  proud  mountain  waters  envying 

Heaven,  [rors39.?' 

*  When  I  say  'Still,'   runs  into  crystal  mir- 
Can  I  do  this,  and  she  die  ?  VVhy,  ye  bubbles. 
That  with  my  least  breath  break,  no  more  re- 
membered, 


Ye  moths,  that  fly  about  my  flame  and  perish, 
Ye  golden  canker-wornis,tnat  eat  my  honours. 
Living  no  longer  than  my  spring  of  favour,— 
Why  do  you  make  me  god,  tlmt  can  do  no- 

thhig? 
Is  she  not  dead? 

Chi.  All  women  arc  not  with  her. 

Vat  A  common  whore  serves  ye,  and  far 

above  ye. 
The  pleasures  of  a  body  lam'd  with  lewdness; 
A  mere  perpetual  motion  makes  ye  happy  :' 
Am  I  a  man  to  trafiick  witli  diseases  ? 
Can  any  but  a  chastity  serve  Caesar? 
And  such  a  one  that  gods  would  kneel  to 

purchase?  [pleasures. 

You  think,  because  you've  bred  me  up  to 
And  almost  run  me  over  all  the  rare  ones, 
Your  wives  will  serve  the  turn :    I  care  not 

for  'em,  [footmen's  I 

Youk"  wives  are  fencers' whores,  and  shall  be 
Tho' sometimes  my  nice  will,  or  rather  anger. 
Have  made  ye  cuckolds  for  variety,    [ones, 
J  would  not  have  ye  hope,  nor  dream,  ye  poor 
Always  so  great  a  blessing  from  me.    Go, 
Get  your  own  infamy  hereafter,  rascals  ! 
I've  done  too  nobly  for  ye  ;  ye  enjoy 
Each  one  an  heir,  the  royal  seed  of  Cssar, 
And  I   may  curse  ye  for't:    Your  wanton 

genncts,  [fillies. 

That  are  so  proud  the  wind  gets  'em  with 
Taught  me  this  foul  intemperance.      Thou, 

Licinius, 
Hast  such  a  Messalina,  such  a  Lais,     [ons ; 
Tlie  backs  of  bulls  cannot  content,  norstalli- 
The  sweat  of  fifty  men  a-niglit  does  nothing. 
Ucin.  Your  s:racc  but  jests,  I  hope. 
Vul.  Tis  oracle. 
The  sins  of  other  women,  put  by  hers. 
Shew  oflf like  sanctities.  Thine'sa  fool,Chilax, 
Yet  she  can  tell  to  twenty,  and  all  lovers. 
And  all  lien  with  her  too,  and  all  as  she  is, 
Hottcn  and  ready  for  an  hospital. 
Yours  is  a  holy  whore,  friend  Balbus. 

Bill.  Well,  sir.  [suffers, 

Va/.  One  that  can  pray  away  the  sins  she 

But  not  the  punishments:    She  has  had  tea 

bastards. 


»  When  I  say  *  Stilly  run  into  cryital  mirror.']  Former  editions.        Scmard. 
Vol.  U.  I 
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[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Five  of  'em  now  are  lictors,  yet  she  prays ; 
SIj'  has  been  the  song  of  Rome,  and  common 

Pasquil;  [tress, 

Since  I  durst  see  a  wench,  s!ie  wasramp-mis- 
And  musterM  all  the  cohorts,  paifl  *cm  too, 
They  have  it  yet  to  shew,  anlt  yet  she  prays ; 
She's  now  to  enter  old  men  that  are  children, 
And  have  forgot  rfieir  rudiments  :  Am  1 
Left  for  these  witherM  vices?  And  hut  one, 
But  one  of  all  the  world,  that  couid  content 

me, 
And  snatchVI  away  in  shewinj^  ?  If  your  wives 
Be  not  yet  VI  itches,  or  yourselves,  now  be  so, 
And  save  your  lives;  raise  me  this  noble 

beauty. 
As  when  I  forc*d  her,  full  of  constancy, 
Or,  by  the  gods- 


Ucin.  Most  sacred  Ciesar- 
VaL  Slaves 


Enter  Proculus  and  Lycias. 

Lt/cias,  Good  Proculus! 

Proc.  By  lloav'n,  you  shall  not  see  it; 
It  may  concern  the  empire. 

VuL  liu  !  what  saidst  thou  ? 
Is  she  not  dead  ? 

Proc,  Not  any  one  I  know,  sir: 
I  come  to  bring  your  Grace  a  letter,  here 
ScatterM  belike  i*th' court:  Tis  s»entto  Max- 
And  beariu<»  danger  in  it.  [imus, 

Val.  Danger?  where? 
Double  our  guard ! 

Proc,  Nay,  no  where,  but  i'  th'  letter. 

Val.  What  an  afflicted  conscience  do  Hive 
with. 
And  what  a  beast  I'm  jrrown  !  I  had  forgotten 
To  ask  Heav'n  mercy  for  my  fault,  and  was 
Ev'n  ravishing  again  her  memory.  [now 

1  find  there  must  be  danjrer  in  tliis  deed  : 
Why  do  I  stand  disputing  then,  and  whining, 
For  \\  hat  is  not  the  gods'  to  give  ?  they  cannot, 
Tho'  thry  would  link  their  powers  in  one,  do 

miscliief ! 
This  letter  may  betray  me.     Get  ye  gone, 

{E-veunt. 
And  wait  me  in  the  garden;  guard  tlie  house 

well, 
And  keep  this  from  tlie  empress.   The  name 

Maxinnis 
Runs  thro'  me  like  a  fever  !  This  ma)r  be 
Some  private  letter,  upon  private  busmess. 
Nothing  concerning  me:  Why  should  lopen't? 
I've  done  him  wrong  enough  already.  Yet, 
It  may  concern  me  too ;  the  time  so  tells  me ; 
The  uicked  deed  I've  done,  assures  me  'tis 

so. 
Be  what  it  will,  I'll  see  it ;  if  that  be  not 
Pail  of  my  fears,  among  my  other  sins. 


rU  purjre  it  out  in  prayers.     How !  what't 
this  ?  [Reads. 

*  Lord  Maximus,  you  love  Aecius, 

'  And  ^re  his  noble  friend  too  :  Bid  him  be 
less,  [gerons. 

*  I  mean  less  with  the  people;  times  are  dan- 

*  The  army's  his,  the  emperor  in  doubts, 

'  And,  as  some  will  not  stick  to  say,  decli- 
ning: 

*  You  stand  a  constant  man  in  either  fortune  : 

*  Persuade  him;  he  is  lost  else.  Tho' ambition 

*  Be  the  last  bin  he  touches  at,  or  never  4*, 

*  Yet  what  the  people,  mad  witli  loving  him, 

*  And  as  they  willingly  desire  another, 

'  May  tempt  him  to,  or  rather  force  his  good- 
ness, 

*  Is  to  he  doiibte<l  mainlv.     He  is  all 

*  (As  he  stands  now)  but  the  mere   name 

of  Ca'sar, 

*  And  should  the  emperor  enforce  him  lesser, 

*  Not  coming  from   himself,  it  were  more 

dangerous :  [scattcr'd, 

*  IIe'i»hone.>t,and  will  hear  you.   Douhtsare 

*  And  almost  come  to  growth  in  every  hous- 

hold ;  [ter'd, 

*  Yet,  in  my  fooli>h  judement,  were  this  mas- 

*  The  people  that  are  now  but  rage,  and  his, 

*  Might  be  again  obediL*nce.   You  shall  know 

ine  [.Y<^"-' 

*  When  Rome  is  fairauain ;  'till  when,  J  love 
No  name  ?  This  may  he  cunning;  yet  it  seems 

not. 
For  there  is  nothing  in  it  hut  is  certain  *«, 
Besidesmy  safety.  Had  not  jrood  Germanicus, 
That  was  as  loyal  and  as  straigiit  as  he  is, 
If  not  prevented  by  Tiberius, 
Been  by  the  soldiers  forc'd  their empen>r ? 
He  had,  and  'tis  my  wisdom  to  remem!?er  it. 
And  was  not  Corbulo,  (even  that  Corbulo, 
That  ever-fortunate  and  living  Roman, 
That  broke  the  heart-strings  of  the  Paiihians, 
And  brought  Arsuces'  line  upon  their  knees, 
Chain'd  to  the  awe  of  Rome,)  'cause  he  was 

thought 
(And  but  in  wine  once)  fit  to  make  a  Caesar, 
Cut  off  by  Nero  ?  1  must  seek  my  safety  ; 
For  'tis  the  same  again,  if  not  beycmd  it. 
1  know  the   soldier  loves  him  more  than 

Heav'n, 
And  will  adventure  all  his  gods  to  raise  him  ; 
Me  he  hates  more  than  peace:  What  this 

may  breed. 
If  dull  security  and  confidence  [at. 

Let  him  grow  up,  a  fool  may  find,  and  laugh 
But  why  lord  Maximus,  1  iniur'd  so, 
Should  be  the  man  to  counsel  him,  1  know  not. 
More  than  he  has  bceu  fi  iend,  and  lov'd  alle- 
giance : 


<•»  Be  the  last  sin  he  touches  at,  or  never.]  The  meaning  may  be  made  out  here,  *  that  it 
*  is  tUe  sin  he  woidd  last  of  all,  or  perhaps  never,  be  guilty  of;'  yet  it  is  not  improbable 
that  tli/»  sentiment  was  more  fully  opened,  and  that  a  line  is  lost. 
Mr.  Seward  prints, 

"  For  there  is  notJiing  in  it  but  is  certain. 
"  Besides  my  safety Had  not,  &c." 
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What  now  be  is^  I  fear ;  for  his  abuses. 
Without  the  pople,  dare  draw  blood.    \yho 
waits  tucre  ? 

En^cr  a  Servant. 

Srrv.  Your  Grace. 

VtiL  Call  Phidius  and  Arctus  hither. 

[Exit  Sen?. 
Y\\  find  a  day  for  l)im  too.    *  Times  arc  dan- 
gerous, " 
*  TJie  army  his,  the  emperor  in  doubts  :' 
I  fiiH  It  is  too  true.     Did  he  not  tell  me. 
As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  nic  odious  *^, 
And  to  my  face  and  by  a  way  of  terror, 
What  vices  I  was  uroundcd  in,  and  almost 
Froclainrd  die  soldiers'  hate  against  me  ?  Is 

not 
The  sacred  name  and  dignity  of  Caesar 
(Were  this  Aecius  more  tlian  man)  sufficient 
To  shake  olT all  hislionesty?  He's  dangerous, 
The'  he  be  good ;  and,  tho'  a  friend,  a  fear'd 

one ; 
And  such  I  must  not  sleep  by.^Are  they 

come  yet  ?— • 
I  do  beHe%*e  this  fellow,  and  I  thank  him. 
Twas  time  to  look  about :  If  I  must  perish, 
Yet  shall  my  fcars^  'go  foremost. 

Enter  Phidias  and  Aretus. 

Phid.  Life  to  Ca*sar ! 

I «/.  Is  lord  Aecius  waiting  ? 

Phid,  Not  this  morning  ; 
I  rather  think  he's  with  the  army. 

VaL  Army? 
I  do  not  like  that  army.     Go  unto  him, 
And  bid  him  straight  attend  me,  and  (d'you 

hear  ?) 
C^me  private  without  any  ;  I  have  business 
Onlv  for  him. 

Phid.  Your  Grace's  pleasure 

Vui.  Go.  [Exit. 

What  soldier  is  the  same  (I  have  seen  him 
That  keeps  you  company,  Aretus  ?    [often; 

Are.  Me,  sir  ? 

Val.  Ay,  you,  sir. 

Are,  One*  they  call  Pontius, 
An't  please  your  Grace. 

Val.  A  captain  ? 

Are.  Yf-8,  he  was  so ; 
But  speaking  something  roughly  in  his  want, 
Especially  of  wars,  the  noble  general. 
Out  of  a  strict  allegiance,  cast  his  fortunes 

Val    \V  has  been  a  valiant  fellow  ? 

Are.  So  he's  still. 

Vol.  Alas,  the  general  might  have  pardon'd 
follies : 
Soldiers  will  talk  sometimes. 


Are,  I'm  glad  of  this. 

Val.  He  wants  preferment,  as  I  take  it? 

Are.  Yes,  sir ; 
And  for  that  noble  grace  his  life  shall  serve. 

Val.  I  liave  a  service  for  him, 
I  shame  a  soldier  should  become  a  beggar ! 
I  like  the  man,  Aretus. 

Are.  Gods  protect  you ! 

Val.  Bid  him  repair  to  Proculus,and  there 
He  shall  receive  the  business,  and  reward 

for't : 
I'll  see  him  settled  too,  and  as  a  soldier ; 
We  shall  want  such. 

Are.  The  sweets  of  Heav'n  still  crown  vou ! 

[Exit. 

Val.  I  have  a  fearful  darkness  in  my  soul, 
And,  'till  I  be  deiiver'd,  still  am  dylns;. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Maximus, 

Max.  My  way  has  taken  :  All  the  court's 
in  guard, 
And  business  every  where;  and  every  corner 
Full  of  strange  whispers.     I  am  least  in  ru- 
mour, 

Enter  Mcivs  and  Phidias. 

And  so  I'll  keep  myself.  Here  comes  Aecius  ; 
I  see  the  bait  is  swallow'd  :  If  he  be  lost 
He  is  my  martyr,  and  my  way  stands  open ; 
And,  Honour,  on  thy  head  his  blood  is  rec- 
kon'd  «. 
Mcius.  Why,  how  now,  friend?  what  makes 
you  here  unann'd  ? 
Arc  vou  turn'd  merdiant  ? 

Max.  By  your  fair  persuasions, 
And  such  a  merchant  trafficks  without  danger 
I  have  fopisotten  all,  Aecius, 
And,  which  is  more,  forgiven. 

JEcins.  Now  1  love  you. 
Truly  l^do  ;  you  are  a  worthy  Roman. 
Mux.  The  fair  repentance  of  my  prince, 
to  me 
Is  more  than  sacrifice  of  blood  and  vengeance: 
No  eyes  slwll  weep  her  ruins,  but  mine  own. 
JEr*ws.  Still  you  take  more  love  from  me. 
Virtuous  friend. 
The  gods  make  poor  Aecius  worthy  of  thee ! 
Mux.  Only  in  me  you're  poor,  sir,  and  I 
worthy  [thus? 

Only  in  being  yours.     But,  why  your  arm 
Have  you  been  hurt,  Aecius? 

JEcini.  Bruis'd  a  little ; 
My  hoise  fell  with  me,  fricnd,^which  'till 

this  morning 
I  never  knew  hiui  do. 


1^  \.  As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious, 

2.  And  to  fUifface ;  and  by  a  wutf  of  terror."]  Here  a  marginal  direction  how  to  place 
the  lines  has  lieen  taken  into  the  text,  and  continued  through  all  the  three  editions.     Mr. 
Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  concurred  with  me  in  observing  this.        Seward. 
♦•»  Mjf  fears.']  i.  e.  Those  whom  I  fear  shall  perish  first. 

♦•  And  honour  on  thy  head  his  blood  is  reckon  d.]  This  line  seems  quite  inexplicable,  unless 
«  e  personify  Hotujur*  It  was  to  Honour  he  first  proposed  to  sacrifice  his  friend ;  see  p.  56. 
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M(ue.  Prav  gods  it  bode  well ! 
And,  uow  I  think  on*t  better,  jou  shall  back; 
Let  ray  persuasions  rule  you. 

uEcius.  Back!  why,Maximus? 
The  emperor  commands  me  come. 

JWoj*.  1  like  not 
At  thib  time  his  command, 
Mcius.  I  do  at  all  times. 
And  all  times  will  obey  it ;  why  not  now  then  ? 
Mux,  rU  tell  you  why,  and,  as  I  have  been 
govem'd. 
Be  you  so,  noble  friend :  The  court's  ingtiard, 
Arm*d  strongly;  for  whatjnirposelctmefear: 
I  do  not  like  your  going. 

Mcius,  Were  it  fire. 
And  that  fire  certain  to  consume  this  body, 
If  Cffisar  sent,  I  would  go.  Never  fear,  man ; 
If  he  take  me,  he  takes  his  arms  away. 
I  am  too  plain  and  true  to  be  suspected. 
Max.  Then  I  have  dealt  uu wisely. 
Mcius.  If  the  emperor, 
Because  he  merely  may,  will  have  my  life, 
That's  all  he  has  to  work  on,  and  all  shall 

have ; 
Let  him,  he  loves  nric  better.   Here  I  wither, 
And  happily  may  live,  'till  ignoruntly 
I  run  into  a  fault  worth  death;  nay  more, 

dishonour. 
Now  all  my  sins,  I  dare  say  those  of  duty, 
Are  printed  here;  and  if  I  fall  so  happy, 
I  bless  the  grave  I  lie  in,  and  the  gods,      * 
Equal  as  dymg  on  the  enemy, 
Idust  take  me  up  a  sacrifice. 

Max,  Go  on  then ;  » 

And  I'll  go  with  you. 

JP.cius.  No,  you  may  not,  friend. 
Max.  He  cannot   be  a  friend  bars  me, 
Aecius: 
Shall  I  forsake  you  in  my  doubts  } 

MciiLi.  You  must.  [liv'd 

Max.  I  must  not,  nor  I  will  not.    Have  I 
Only  to  be  a  carpet-friend,  for  pleasure  ? 
I  can  endure  a  death  as  well  as  Cato. 

JEcius.  There  is  no  death  nor  danger  in 

my  going. 
Nor  none  must  go  along. 

•Max.  I  have  a  sword  too. 
And  once  I  could  have  us'd  it  for  my  friend. 

^ciu8.  I  need  no  sword,  nor  friend,  in 
this.    Pray  leave  me ; 
And,  as  you  love  me,  do  not  over-love  me. 
I  am  commanded  none  shall  come.  A  t  supper 
I'll  mt  et  you,  and  we'll  drink  a  cup  or  two ; 
You  need  good  wine,  you  have  been  sad. 

.    Farewell ! 

Max.  Farewell,  my  noble  friend !  liCt  me 
eiabracy  you 
Ere  you  depait !  It  may  be  one  of  us 
Shall  never  do  the  like  again. 

JEciut.  Yes,  often. 

Max.  Farewell,  good  dear  Aecius  ! 

Mciu9,  Farewell,  Maximus, 
Till  night !  Indeed  you  doubt  too  much. 

[Exit  with  Phidias 

Max.  I  do  not. 
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Go,  worthy  innocent,  and  make  the  number 
Of  Cesar's  sins  so  great,  Heav'n  may  want 
mercy ! 

I'll  hover  hereabout,  to  know  what  passes; 
And,  if  he  be  so  dev'lish  to  destroy  thee. 
In  thy  blood  shall  begin  his  tragedy.    [Exit. 

SCENE  HL 
Enter  Proculus  and  Pontius. 

^roc.  Besides  this,  if  you  do  it,  you  enjoy 
The  noble  name  Patrician ;  njore  than  that 

Ti     l^' ^    c  [nothing; 

T^ie  friend  of  Caesar  you  are  stii'd.  There's 
Withm  the  hppesof  Komc,  or  present  being. 
But  you  may  safely  s  iy  is  yours. 

Pont,  Pray  stay,  sir; 
What  has  Aecius  done,  to  be  destroy'd  ? 
At  least,  I'd  have  a  cobur. 

Proc.  You  have  more. 
Nay,  all  that  may  be  givea;  he's  a  traitor^ 
One  a  ny  man  wduld  strike  that  were  a  subject. 

Poni.  Is  lie  so  foul? 

Proc.  Yes,  a  most  fearful  traitor. 

Pont,  \axide.]  A  fearful  plague  upon  thee, 

for  thou  liest !- 

I  ever  thought  the  soldier  would  undo  him 
With  his  too  much  affection. 

^Proc.  You  have  hit  it ; 
They've  brought  him  to  ambition. 

Pont.  Then  he's  gone ! 

xxr^^?^'  ^\  emperor,  out  of  a  foolish  pitr. 
Would  sav^  him  yet.  "^ 

Poht.  Is  he  so  mad  ? 

Proc.  He's  madder — 
Would  go  to  th'  army  to  him. 

Pont.  Would  he  so  ? 

Proc.  Yes,  Pontius;  but  we  consider 

Pont.  Wisely? 

Proc.  How  else,   man  ?— that  the  state 

lies  m  It. 
Pont.  And  your  lives  too? 
Proc.  And  every  man's. 
Pont.  He  did  me 
All  the  disgrace  he  could* 
Proc.  And  scurvily. 

Pojit.  Out  f)f  a  miscliief  merely :  Did  von 
mark  it?  ''J 

Proc.  Yes,  well  enough  :  Now  you  have 
means  to  quit  it. 
The  deed  done,  take  his  place. 

Pont.  Pray  let  me  think  on't ; 
Tis  ten  to  one  I  do  it. 

Proc.  Do,  and  be  happy.  [Exit, 

Pont.  This  emperor  is  made  of  noucht 
but  mischief; 
Sure,  Murder  was  his  mother.     None  to  lop 
But  the  main  link  he  had?  Upon  my  consci- 
ence. 
The  man  is  truly  honest,  and  that  kills  him  • 
For  to  live  here,  and  study  to  be  true,  ' 

Is  all  one  to  be  traitors.  Why  should  he  die? 
Have  they  not  slaves  and  rascals  for  their 

T    r^P.'"^*'  [for  slaughter  ? 

in  iuU  abundanoe?  Bawds  more  than  beasts 
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Hare  they  not  singing-whores  enough,  and 

knaves  too, 
And  millions  of  such  martyrs,  to  sink  Charon, 
But  the  Oest  ions  of  Rome  must  sail  to6  ?  I 

will  shew  him 
(Since  he  roust  die)  a  way  to  do  it  truly : 
And,  the'  he  bears  me  hard,  yet  shall  he 

know, 

Tm  bom  to  make  him  bless  me  for  a  blow. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter- ^ciuSy  Phidias^  and  Aretus, 

J*hid.  Yet  you  may  'scape  to  th'  camp ; 

we'll  hazard  with  you. 
Are.  Lose  not  your  life  so  basely,  sir! 
You're  arra'd ; 
And  many,  when  they  see  your  sword  out, 

and  know  why, 
Mnst  follow  your  adventure. 
u£c/r#«.  Get  ye  from  me ! 
Is  ooc  the  doom  of  Cxsar  on  this  body? 
Do  not  I  bear  my  last  hour  here,  now  sent 
Am  I  not  old  Aecius,  ever  dying  ?         fme  ? 
You  think  tiiis  tenderness  and  love  you  bring 

me; 
Tis  treason,  and  the  streneth  of  disobedience. 
And,  if  ye  tempt  me  further,  ye  shall  feel  it. 
I  seek  tne  camp  for  safety,  when  my  death 
(Ten  times  more  glorious  than  my  life,  and 

lasting) 
Bids  ide  be  happy  ?  Let  the  foot  fear  dying. 
Or  he  that  weds  a  woman  for  his  honour. 
Dreaming  no  other  life  to  come  but  kisses : 
Aecius  is  not  now  to  learn  to  sufier. 
If  ye  dare  shew  a  just  atfcccion,  kill  me  ; 
I  stay  but  those   that  must.     Why  do  ye 

weep? 
Am  I  so  wretched  to  deserve  men's  pities  ? 
Go,  give  your  tears  to  tliose  that  lose  their 

wortris, 
Bewail  their  miseries ;  for  me,  wear  garlands, 
Drink  wine,  and  much :  Sing  pieans  to  my 
praise ;  [Caesar ; 

I  am  to  triumph,  friends ;  and  more  than 
For  Caesar  fears  to  die*  [  love  to  die  I 
PAid,  Oh,  my  dear  lord  ! 
.^iut.  No  more  !  Go,  go,  T  say  ! 
Shew  me  not  signs  of  sorrow ;  I  deserve  none ; 
Dare  any  man  lament  I  should  die  nobly  ? 
Am  r  grown  old,  to  have  such  enemies  r 
When  I  am  dead,  speak  lionourably  of  me, 
Tiiat  is,  preserve  my  memory  from  dying ; 
TJiere,  if  yon  needs  must  weep  your  ruin'd 
master,  [ye, 

A  tear  or  two  will  seem  well.  This  I  charge 
(Because  ye  say  ye  yet  love  old  Aecius,) 
Sec  my  poor  bocfy  burnt,  and  some  to  sing 
About  my  pile,  and  what  I've  done  and  suf- 

ter'd. 
If  Ca;sar  kill  not  that  too :  At  your  banquets, 
Wiien  I  am  gone,  if  any  chance  to  number 
Trie  timers  that  have  been  sad  and  dangerous, 
•Sty  how  I  fell,  and  'cis  su&cient. 
No  inore^  I  say  }  he  that  laments  my  end, 


By  all  the  gods,  dishonours  me !  Be  gone. 
And  suddenly,  and  wisely,  from  my  dangers; 
My  death  is  catching  else. 
Phid.  We  fear  not  dying. 
AUcius.  Yet  fear  a  wilful  death ;  the  just 
gods  hate  it : 
I  need  no  company  to  that  that  children 
Dare  do  nlone^  and  slaves  are  proud  to  pur- 
chase. 
Live  'till  your  honesties,  as  mine  has  done. 
Make  this  corrupted  age  sick  of  your  virtues; 
Then  die  a  sacrifice,  and  then  ye  know 
The  noble  use  of  dying  well,  and  Roman. 
Are,  And  must  we  leave  ye,  sir? 
jEcius,  We  must  all  die. 
All  leave  ourselves;  it  maters  not  where,  when» 
Nor  how,  so  we  die  well :  And  can  that  man 

that  does  so 
Need  lamentation  for  him?  Children  ween 
Because  they  have  offended,  or  for  fear ; ' 
Women  for  want  of  will, -and  anger:  Is  there 
In  noble  Man,  that  truly  feels  both  poises 
Of  life  and  death,  so  much  of  this  wet  weak- 
ness, [man  ? 
To  drown  a  glorious  death  in  child  and  wo- 
I  am  asliam'd  to  see  ye !  Yet  ye  move  me. 
And,  were  it  not  my  manhood  would  accuse 

me 
For  covetous  to  live,  I  should  weep  with  ye. 
Phid.  Oh,  we  shall  never  see  you  more  I    . 
^cius,  Tis  true ; 
Nor  I  the  miseries  that  Rome  shall  suffer. 
Which  is  a  benefit  life  cannot  reckon. 
But  what  J  have  been,  which  is  just  and  faith- 
ful, 
One  that  grew  old  for  Rome,  when  Rome 

forgot  hini. 
And, .for  he  was  an  honest  man,  durst  die. 
Ye  shall  have  daily  witli  ye  :  Could  that  die 

too. 
And  I  return  no  traffick  of  my  travels. 
No  pay  to  have  been  soldier,  but  tliis  silver. 
No  annals  of  Aecius,  but  *  He  liv'd,' 
My  friends,  ye  had  cause  to  weep,  and  bit 

terly : 
The  common  overflows  of  tender  women. 
And  children  new-born  crying,  were  too  little 
To  shew  me  then  most  wretched.     If  tears 

must  he, 
I  should  in  justice  weep  *em,  and  for  you  ; 
You  are  to  live,  and  yet  behold  those  slaugh- 
ters 
Tlie  dry  and  wither'd  bones  of  death  would 

bleed  at : 
But,  sooner  than  I've  time  to  tliink  what  must 

be, 
I  fear  you'll  find  what  shall  be.  If  ye  love  me, 
(Let  that  word  serve  for  oil)  be  gone  and 

leave  me: 
I  have  some  little  practice  with  my  soul. 
And  then  the  sharpest  sword  is  welcoud'st. 

Go, 
Pray  be  gone  ;  ye  have  obey'd  me  living. 
Be  nut  for  shame  now  btubborn.  So;  I  thank 

ye, 
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And  fare  yc  well !  a  better  fortune  guide  ye ! 

I  am  a  litUe  tbirsty ;  not  for  fear, 

[Exeunt  Fhidias  and  Aretut. 

And  yet  it  is  a  kind  of  fear  1  say  sq. 

Is  it  to  be  a  just  man  now  again, 

^d  leave  my  flesh  unthou^^btrof  ?  *Tis  de- 
parted ! 

I  hear  'em  come.    Who  strikes  first  ?  I  stay 
for  ye ! 

Enter  Baibut,  Chilax,  and  Ucini^M, 
Yet  I  will  die  a  soldier,  my  sword  dniwn, 
But  against  none.     VVhy  ao  ye  fear?  come 
forward. 

Bal.  You  were  a  soldier,  Chilax, 

CbL  Yes,  I  mustered. 
But  never  saw  the  enemy. 

Licin.  He's  drawn  ; 
By  Heav'n,  I  dare  not  do't ! 

'Mciut,  Why  do  ye  tremble  ? 
I  am  to  die  :  Come  ye  not  now  from  Caesar, 
To  that  end  ?  speak  ! 

BaL  We  do,  and  we  must  kill  you ; 
Tis  Caesar's  will. 

Chi.  I  charge  ye  put  your  sword  up, 
That  we  may  do  it  handsomely. 

JExius,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
My  sword  up  ?  handsomely  ?  Where  were  ye 

bred? 
Ye  are  the  merriest  murderers,  my  masters, 
I  ever  met  withal.     Come  forward,  fools  ! 
Why  do  ye  stare?  Upon  mine  honour^  bawds, 
I  will  not  strike  ye. 

Licin.  rii  not' be  first. 

BaL  Nor  I. 

Chi.  You'd  best  die  quietly :  Tlie  emperor 
Sees  how  you  bear  yourself. 

Mcius.  1  would  die,  rascals. 
If  you  would  kill  me,  quietly. 

BaL  Pox  o*  Proculus, 
He  promised  us  to  bring  a  captain  hither, 
That  has  l>een  us'd  to  kill. 

JEcifJM.  ril  call  the  guard, 
Unless  yuu'U  kill  me  quickly,  and  proclaim 
What  beastly,  base,  and  cowardly  compa- 
nions 
The  emperor  has  trusted  with  his  safety  : 
Nay,  ni  give  out,  ye  fell  of  my  side,  vil- 
lains. 
Strike  home,  ye  bawdy  slaves  ! 

ChL  By  Heav'n,  he'll  kill  us ! 
I  mark'd  his  hand  ;  he  waits  but  time  to 

reach  us. 
Now  do  vou  olfer. 

jS^.cius.  If  ye  do  mangle  me, 
And  kill  me  not  at  two  blows,  or  at  tlirec, 
Or  not  so  stagj:.er  me  my  senses  fail  me. 
Look  to  yourselves ! 

Chi.  1  told  ye. 

JEcitis.  S|trike  me  manly, 
And  take  a  tliousand  strokes. 

Enter  Pontius. 

BaL  Here's  Pontius. 
Font.  Not  kill'd  him  vet? 


Is  this  the  love  ye  bear  the  emperor  ? 
Nay  then,  1  see  ye're  traitors  all :  Have  at 
ye  ! 

Chi.  Oh,  I  am  hurt !      [^Licin.  runs  away, 

BaL  And  I  am  kill'd. 

[Ejceunt  ChL  and  BaL 

Pont.  Die  bawds. 
As  ye  have  liv'd  and  flourish'd  ! 

^cius.  Wretched  I'eliow, 
What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Pont.  Kill'd  them  that  darst  not  kill ; 
And  you  are  next. 

JFcitis.  Art  tliou  not  Pontius  ? 

Pont.  \  am  the  same  you  cast,  Aecius, 
And  in  the  face  or  ail  the  camp  disgraced. 

JE,cius.  Then  so  much  nobler,  as  thou  wort 
a  soldier,       •  [ihcc, 

Sluill  my  death  be.     Is  it  revenge  provok'cl 
Or  art  thou  hir'd  to  kill  me? 

Pont.  Both. 

JEcius.  Then  do  it. 

Pont.  Is  that  all  ? 

Jh'^ciuSf  Yes. 

Pont.  Would  you  not  live? 

JEcius.  Why  should  I  ? 
To  thank  tliee  for  my  life  ? 

Pont.  Yes,  if  I  spare  it. 

JErius.  Be  not  dccciv'd ;  I  was  not  made 
to  thank,, 
For  any  courtesy  but  killing  me, 
A  fellow  of  thy  tbrtune.     L)o  thy  duty  ! 

Pont.  Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Alcivs.  No. 

Pout.  Nor  love  me  for  it? 

jEcius,  1  hat's  as  thou  dost  thy  business. 

Pont.  When  'vou're  dead. 
Your  place  is  muie,  Aecius. 

JJ-]ciusi.  Now  [  ftar  tliee  ; 
And  not  alone  thee,  Pontius,  hut  the  empire. 

Pont.  Why,  I  can  govern,  sir. 

jFxius.  I  would  thou  could^t, 
And  first  thyself.  Thou  can»t  fight  well,  and 
bravely,  [hungers; 

Thou  canst  cudure  all  dangers,  heats,  colds, 
Heav'n's  angry  Hashes  arc  not  suddener 
Than  I  have  seen  tliee  execute,  nor  more 

mortal ; 
Tlie  winged  feet  of  flying  enemies 
I've  stood  and  view'd  thee  mow   away  like 

rushes, 
And  still  kill  the  killer:  Were  tliy  mind 
But  half  so  sweet  in  peace  as  rough  in  dan- 
gers, 
I  died  to  leave  a  happy  heir  behind  me. 
Come,  strike,  and  be  a  general! 

Pont.  Prepare  then : 
And,  for  I  see  your  honour  cannot  lessen. 
And  'twere  a  shame  for  me  to  strike  a  dead 
Fight  your  short  span  out.  [man, 

JEcius.  No,  thou  know'st  I  must  not;     . 
I  dare  not  give  thee  so  much  'vantage  of  me, 
As  disobedience. 

Pont.  Dare  you  not  defend  you 
Against  your  enemy  ? 

JEkius.  Not  sent  from  Caesar ; 
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I  bave  no  power  to  make  such  enemies  t 
For,  as  I  am  condemned,  my  naked  sword 
Stands  but  a  hatchment  by  me ;  only  licld 
To  shew  I  was  a  soldier.     Ha/J  not  Cssar 
ChaiuM  ail  defence  in  this  doom,    '  Let  him 

die/ 
Old  as  I  am,  and  quench*d  with  scars,  and 

sorrows, 
Yet  wouM  I  make  this  wither*d  arm  do  won- 
ders, 
And  open  in  an  enemy  such  wounds 
Mercy  would  wt.*ep  to  look  on. 

Pont,  'J'hen  have  at  you ; 
And  look  udou  me,  and  be  sure  vou  fear  not : 
Remember  who  you  are,  and  why  you  live. 
And  what  I  hare  been  to  you ;  cry  not  *  Hold,* 
Nor  think  it  base  injustice  1  should  kill  you. 
j¥lcius.  I  am  preparM  for  all. 
Punt.  For  now^,  Aecius, 
Thou  shalt  behold  and  find  I  was  no  traitor, 
And,  as  I  do  it,  bless  me !  Die  as  I  do ! 

[Pontius  kills  himtelf. 

.Slcius.  Thou  hast  deceiv'd  me,  Pontius, 

and  I  thank  thee: 

By  all  my  hopes  in  Heaven,  thou'rta  Roman ! 

Pont.  To  shew  you  what  you  ought  to  do, 

this  is  not ; 

For  Slander's  self  would  shame  to  find  you 

coward, 
Or  wjllini^  to  out-live  your  honesty : 
But,  nobic  sir,  you  have  been  jealous  of  me. 
And  held  me  in  ttn*  rank  of  dautierous  persons; 
And  I  must  dying  say,  it  was  hut  justice. 
Ye  case  me  froui  my  credit :  Yet,  believe  me, 
(For  there  is  notliing  now  but  truth  to  save 

me. 
And   your  forgiveness,)   tho'  you  held  mc 

heinous. 
And  of  a  troubled  spirit,  tliat  like  fire 
Turns  all  to  flames  it  meets  with,  you  mistook 

me: 
If  I  were  foe  to  nny  thing,  'twas  case. 
Want  of  the  soldiers*  due,  the  enemy; 
The  nakedness  w«»  found  at  home,  and  scorn, 
Children  of  peace  juid  pleasures;   no  rciiard 
Nor  comfort  for  our  scars,  but  how  we  got  'em; 
To  rusty  time,  that  eat  our  bodies  up," 
And  e'en  bejran  to  prey  upon  our  honours  ; 
To  wants  at  home,  and  more- than  wants, 

abuses ; 
To'thom  that,  when  the  cucmv  invaded, 
Made  us  their  ^nts,  but  now  the  sores  ot 
Rome ; 


To  silken  flattery,  and  pride  plum'd  over^, 
Forojetting  wiili  what  wind  their  feathers  sail, 
And  under  whose  protection  tlieir  soft  plea- 
sures 
Grow  full  and  numberless:  To  this  I'm  foe, 
Not  to  the  state,  or  any  point  of  duty.         , 
And,  let  me  speak  but  what  a  soldier  may, 
(Truly  I  ought  to  be  so,)  yet  I  err*d, 
Because  a  far  more  noble  sufferer 
Shew*d  me  the  wny  to  patience,  and  I  lost  it: 
Tills  is  ihf  end  I  die,  sir  !  To  live  basely. 
And  not  the  follower  of  him  that  bred  me 
In  full  account  and  virtue,  P(mtius  dare  not. 
Much  less  to  out-live  what  is  good,  and  flat- 
ter, [soldier, 
Mcius,  J  want  a  name  to  give  thy  virtue. 
For  only  good  is  far  below  thee,  Pontius ; 
The  gods  shall  find  thee  one!  Th*hast  far 

shion*d  death 
In  such  an  excellent  and  beauteous  manner, 
I  wonder  men  can  live !  Canst  thou  speak 

once  more  ? 
For  thy  words  are  such  harmony,  a  soul 
Would  chusc  to  fly  to  Heaven  in. 

Pont.  A  farewell  <•. 
Good  noble  general,  your  hand  I  Forgive  me; 
And  think  whatever  was  displeasing  you. 
Was  none  of  mine.  You  cannot  live. 

jEcius,  I  will  not  I 
Yet  one  word  more. 

Pont.  Die  nobly !  Rome,  farewell ! 
And,  V^alentinian,  fall !  th'  hast  broke  thy 

basis. 
In  joy  yoiiVe  given  me  a  quiet  death  : 
I  would  strike  more  wounds,  if  I  had  more 
breath.  [Dies, 

JFaius.  Is  tlicrc  an  hour  of  gooduess  be- 
yond tills  ? 
Or  any  man  would  out-live  such  a  dying  ? 
Would  Cifsnr  double  ail  my  honours  on  me, 
.  And  stick  me  o'er  witli  fa  vo'irs,  like  a  mistress. 
Yet  would  I  grow  to  tliis  man  !  J  have  lov'd. 
But  never  doted  on  a  face  'till  now. 
Oil,  deatii,  thouVt  mure  than  beauty,  and  thy 
])it'asure  [me. 

Beyond  posterity  !  —  Come,  friends,  and  kill 
C;£sar,  be  kind,  and  send  a  thousand  swords; 
Tlie  more,  tlie  i;rcaliT  is  my  fall.    Why  stay 
ye?  [not: 

Come,  and  Fll  kiss  your  weapons.    Fear  me 
By  all  the  gods,  I'll  honour  ye  for  killing  ! 
Appear,  or  tliro'  the  court,  and  world,  I'U 
search  vc ! 


«  To  silken  flattery^  and  pride  plain'd  f»rfr, 
.Forsi,etting  vith  tuhat  zcind  their  fetitliers  sail.'\  Thouch  pride  plain  d  over  is   a  just 
metaphor,  taken  sin«i;ly,  yet  pi unid  ht'iu^  near  tlie  trace  tit"  tlie  letters,  less  vulirar,  and  per- 
f'.  ctly  coniiistent  witli  the  context,  wliicli  tlie  other  is  not,  1  hope  the  reader  will  permit  the 
ioier'cion  of  it  in  the  text,  as  most  probul»ly  the  true  reading.         Seward. 

*  Af'areu^cll^  Tlie  clniiiiie  of  lliis  sul)st;iiuive  into  a  verb,  seems  not  only  to  make  it 
tiore  natural,  but  would  give  iaiiniteiy  more  flimiity  in  the  action.         Seward. 

^.Ir.  Seward  therefore  omits  tlie  article  a  ;  but  surely  tlie  old  reading  is  full  as  natural, 
and  perhaps  more  pathetic:  *  Can  you  spcuk  once  more?'  ^  W^;  a  lareweli.  Your  hand! 
forgive  me !  &€•' 
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My  sword  is  pone<7.     [Thnnes  it  from  Aifii.1 
Ye're  traitors  if  ye  spare  me,       [ards  r 
And  Csesarniust  consume  ye !  All  base  cow- 
ri!  follow  ye,  and,  ere  1  die,  proclaim  yc 
The  weeds  of  Italy,  the  dross  of  Nature ! 
Where  are  ye,  villains,  traitors,  slaves?  [Exi/. 

Enter  Proculus,  and  three  others,  running 
over  the  statue. 

Proc,  I  knew 
ir  had  kiird  the  captain. 

1.  Here's  his  sword.  [friends. 

Pritc.  Let  it  alone ;  'twill  fijrht  itself  else. 
An  humlrt^lmenare  not  enough  to  do  it: 
Til  to  the  emperor,  and  get  more  aid. 

JEcitis.  [within,]  None  strike  a  poor  con- 
demn d  manr 

Proc,  He  is  mad: 
Shift  for  yourselves,  my  masters !    [Exeunt, 

Enter  Mciut, 

JFxius.  Then,  Aecius,  [Tokes  up  hit  sword. 
Sec  what  thou  dar'st  thyself.  Hold,  my  good 

sword;  [kiss  thee, 

Thou  hast  been  kept  from  blood  too  long. .  I'll 
For  thoM  art  more  tlian  friend  now,  my  pre- 

5er\'er ! 
Shew  me  the  way  to  happiness ;  I  seek  it. 
And,  all  you  great  ones,tiiat  have  falPn  as  I  do. 
To  keep  your  memories  and  honours  living, 
Be  present  in  your  virtues,  and  assist  me. 
That,  like  strong  Cato,  I  may  put  away 
All  promises,  but  what  shall  crown  my  ashes. 
Rome,  fare  thee  well !  Stand  long,  and  know 

to  conquer. 
Whilst  there  is  people,  and  ambition. 
Now  for  a  stroke  shall  turn  me  to  a  star! 
I  come,  ye  blessed  spirits !  make  me  room 
To  live  for  ever  in  Elysium !     [KUU  himself. 
Do  men  fear  this?  On,  tltat  posterity 
Could  learn  from  him  but  this,  that  loves  his 

wound. 
There  is  no  pain  at  all  in  dying  well, 
Nor  none  are  lost,  but  those  that  make  their 

hell  !  [Dies, 

Enter  Proculus  and  two  others, 
1.  [within"]  He*s  dead;  draw  in  the  guard 
Proc,  He's  dead  indeed,  [again. 

And  I  am  glad  he's  gone:  lie  was  a  devil ! 
His  body,  if  his  eunuchs  come,  is  theirs ; 
The  emperor,  out  of  his  love  to  virtue. 
Has  giv  n  *em  that :   Let  no  man  stop  their 
entrance.  [F,xeunt. 

Enter  Phidias  and  Aretus, 
Phid.  Oil,  my  most  noble  lord !  Look  here. 
Here's  a  sad  sight !  [Aretus; 


Are,  Oh,  cruelty !  oh,  Caesar ! 
Oh,  times  that  bring  forth  nothing  but  de* 

structiou,  [kiird  ? 

And  overflows  of  blood !  Why  wast  thou 
Is  it  to  be  a  just  man  now  f^:ain, 
(As  when  Tiberius  and  wild  Nero  reign'd,) 
Only  assurance  of  his  overthrow?  fnow^ 
Phid.  It  is,  Aretus :  He  that  would  live 
Must,like  the  toad,  feed  only  on  corruptions. 
And  grow  with  those  to  greatness.     Honest 

virtue. 
And  the  true  Roman  honour,  faith  and  valour. 
That  have  been  all  the  riches  of  the  empire. 
Now,  like  the  fearful  tokens  of  the  plague. 
Are  mere  fore-runners  of  their  ends  that  owe 

*em.  [master ! 

Are,  Never-enougli-lamented  lord!   dear 

Enter  Maximus, 

Of  whom  now  shall  we  learn  to  live  like  men? 
From  whom  draw  out  our  actions  just  and 

worthy  ?  [goodness. 

Oh,  thou  art  gone,  and  gone  with  tliec  alt 
The  great  example  of  all  equity ; 
Oh,  thou  alone  a  Roman,  thou  art  perish*d. 
Faith,  fortitude,  and  constant  nobleness ! 
Weep,  Rome  !  weep,  Italy  !   weep,  all  that 

Knew  him ! 
And  you  that  fear*d  him  as  a  noble  foe, 
(If  enemies  have  honourable  tears,) 
Weep  this  decayed  Aecius,fall'n  and  scattcr'd. 
By  foul  and  base  suggestion  ! 
Phid,  Oh,  lord  Maximus ! 
This  was  your  worthy  friend. 

Afflj:.  The  gods  forgive  me ! —  [tears; 
Think  not  the  worse,  my  friends,  I  shed  not 
Great  griefs  lament  withiji.     Yet,  now  1  've 

found  'em.  [women, 

'Would  I  had  never  known  the  world,  nor 
Nor  what  tliat  cursed  name  of  honour  was. 
So  this  were  once  again  Aecius  ! 
But  I  am  destin*d  to  a  mighty  action. 
And  beg  my  pardon  *,  friend ;  my  vengeance 

taken,  [loss, 

I  will  not  he  long  from  tliee. — YeVe  a  great 
But  bear  it  patiently  :  yet,  to  say  truth, 
Injustice  'tis  not  sufferable.  I  am  next, 
And  were   it  now,  I  would  Be  glad   on't. 

Friends, 
Who  shall  preserve  ye  now  ? 
Are,  Nay,  we  are  lost  too. 
Mux,  I  fear  ye  are ;  for  likely  such  as  love 
The  man  that*s  fall'n,  and  have  been  nou- 

rish'd  by  him,  [doni. 

Do  not  stay  long  behind :  'Tis  held  no  wis- 
I  know  what  I  must  do.  Oh,  my  Aecius, 
Canst  tliou  thus  perish,pluck'd  up  by  tlie  roots. 


<f  Mjf  sword  it  gone.]  The  directions.  Throws  it  from  him,  and  Takes  up  his  sword,  are  now 
first  introduced  :  One  of  the  fugitives  raying,  **  Here's  his  sword,"  we  think,  sutficientiv 
warrants  them,  as  well  as  "  My  sword  is  gone/'  which  appeared  to  us  corrupt,  till  the  di- 
rections were  inserted. 

^  And  beg  my  pardon.]  Mr.  Seward,  without  authority  or  remark,  reads,  "  thy  pardon."  It 
IS  sciirrcly  necessary  to  add,  the  old  text  means,  *  I  beg  you,  friend,  togrant  tne  my  pardon.' 
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And  no  man  feel  thy  worthiness  ?  Prom  boys 
lie  bred  you  both,  I  think. 

Pkid.  And  from  the  poorest. 

3/ar.  And  lov'd  ye  as  his  own? 

Are.  We  found  it,  sir. 

Mar.  Is  not  this  a  loss  then  ? 

l*hid.  Oh,  n  loss  of  losses ! 
Our  lives,  and  ruins  of  our  families, 
Tlie  utter  being  notliing  of  our  names. 
Were  nothing  near  it. 

Max.  As  i  take  it  too. 
He  put  ve  to  the  emperor  ? 

Are.  lie  did  so. 

Max.  And  kept  ye  still  in  credit? 

Phid.  Tis  most  true,  sir. 

Max.  He  fed  your  fathers  too,  and  made 
them  means ; 
Your  sisterb  he  preferr'd  to  noble  wedlocks ; 
Did  he  not,  friends  ? 

Are.  Oh,  yes,  sir. 

Max.  As  I  take  it. 
This  worthy  man  would  not  be  now  (brgotten. 
I  tell  ye,  to  ray  grief,  he  was  bfisely  iaurdcr*d ; 
And  something  would  be  done,  by  tho9e  that 

lov*d  him ; 
And  something  may  be.    Pray  stand  off  a 

little; 
Let  me  bewail  him  private. — Oh,  my  dear- 
est  

JPhid.  Aretus,  if  we  be  not  sudden,  he  out- 
does as; 
I  know  be  points  at  vengeance ;  we  are  cold 
And  base  ungrateful  wretches,  if  we  shun  it. 
Are  we  to  hope  fur  more  rewards  or  greatness, 


Or  any  thing  but  death,  now  be  is  dead? 
Dar'st  thou  resolve  ? 
Are.  I*ra  perfect. 
Phid.  Then,  like  flowers 
That  grew  together  all,  we'll  fall  tos;ether  4», 
And  with  us  that  dfiat  bore  us :  When  'ti» 

done. 
The  world  shall  stile  us  two  deserving  ser- 
vants. 
I  fear  he*ll  be  before  us. 
Are.  This  night,  Pbidiao  ■ 
Phid.  No  more. 

M,jL\  Now,  worthy  friends,  Fre  done  my 
mournings. 
Let's  burn  this  noble  body :  Sweets  as  many 
As  sunburnt  Meroe  breeds,  I^  make  a  flame 
of,  [live 

Shall  reach  his  soul  in  Heav*n.  He  that  shall 
Ten  ages  hence,  but  to  rehearse  this  story. 
Shall  with  the  sad  discourse  on*t  darken  Jnea- 

ven, 
And  force'  the  painful  burdens  from  tht 

wombs. 
Conceived  a-new,  with  sorrow :  Ev'n  the  grave 
Where  mighty  Sylla  sleeps  shall  rend  asunder, 
And  give  her  shadow  up  to  come  and  groan 
About  our  piles;  which  will  be  more,  and 

greater, 
Than  green  Olympus,  Ida,  or  old  Latmus 
Can  feed  with  cedar,  or  the  East  with  gums, 
Greece  with  her  wines,  or  Thessaly  with 

flowers. 
Or  willing  Heaven  can  weep  for  in  her  show* 
ers.  [^Excuni^ 


•  Phi.  TfimyUkeJlozcert 

That  grew  together  all,  we* U fall  together , 

And  with  us  that  that  bare  vs.]  As  Phidias  and  Aretus  mean  only  their  own  deathtf 
without  a  junction  with  Maximus,  instead  o{  all  I  read  still.  The  last  line  seems  to  be 
much  more  corrupt.  They  sny,  that  that  bore  them  should  fall  with  them  ;  but  .^ius  wat 
already  fallen,  and  they  would  not  call  Valentiniaii  the  nntt  or  stalk  that  bore  them.  This 
character  only  belongs  to  .£cius.  I  suppose  a  monosyllable  lost  in  the  manuscript,  and  that 
the  line  tlicre  stood  thus; 

"  And  with  that  that  bore  us." 
In  correcting  tliis,  I  suppose  the  editors  to  have  repeated  the  us  when  they  should  have 
rf^>eated  the  fall  from  the  former  line.         Seward. 
Mr.  Seward's  reading;  is, 

" Then,  like  flowers 

**  That  crew  together  stilly  we*ll  fall  together, 
"  And/«// with  that  that  bore  us.*' 
Mr.  Seward's  alteration  is  too  violent :  From  the  turn  of  the  expression  one  mieht  conclude 
that  they  meant  to  declare  their  resolution  of  falling  with  iLcius,  whose   followers  they 
were:  In  which  suirit  they  immediately  subjoin, 

"  When  'tis  done, 

**  The  world  shall  stile  us  two  deservini^  servants." 
Yet  at  the  opening  of  the  next  act  they  re-appear>  having  given  the  means  of  death  both  tQ 
themselves  and  to  the  Emperor,  and  exliorting  each  other  to 

**  Remember  who  dies  with  thee,  and  despise  dtoth." 
From  this  circumstance  it  sceins  probable,  that  by  ^'  fallinj;  with  that  that  bore  ui**  they 
aean  the  Emperor. 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 

Unter  Phidiat  with  his  dagger  in  him,'  and 
At  etui  poisoned. 

Are.  [JE  has  liis  last. 

"*•  •*■  Fhid.  Then,  come  tbe  worst  of  dau  - 
gcr  ! 
Aecius,  to  thy  soul  we  give  a  Csesar. 
How  long  is't  since  you  gave  it  him  ? 

Are.  An  hour  ;  [me  ! 

Mine  own  two  hours  before  him.  How  it  boils 

Phid.  It  was  not  to  be  cur'd,  I  hope. 

Are.  No,  Piiidias; 
I  dealt  above  his  antidotes:  Physicians 
May  find  the  cause,  but  where  the  cure  ? 

Phid.  Done  bravely  ; 
We're  got  before  his  tyranny,  Aretus. 

Are.  We'd  lost  our  worthiest  end  else, 
Phidias. 

Phid.  Canst  thou  hold  out  a  while  ? 

Are.  To  torture  him,  [yet* 

Anger  would  give  me  leave  to  live  an  age 
That  man  is  ponrly  spirited,  whose  life 
Runs  in  his  blood  alone,  and  not  in*s  wishes. 
And  yet  I  swell  and  burn  like  flaming  Etna; 
A  thousand  new-found  fires  arckiodled  in  me. 
But  yet  I  must  not  die  these  four  hours,  Phi- 
dias. 

Phid.  Remember  who  dies  with  thee,  and 
despise  death. 

Are.  t  need  no  exhortation :  Tlie  joy  in 
me,  [pleasure, 

Of  wliat  I've  done,  and  why,  makes  poison 
And  my  most  killing  torments,  mistresses. 
For  how  can  he  have  time  to  die,  or  pleasure, 
That  falls  as  fools  unsatisfied,  and  simple? 

Phid.  This  that  consumes  my  life,  yet 
keeps  it  in  me. 
Nor  d»  I  feel  the  danger  of  a  dying ; 
And  if  I  but  endure  to  hear  the  curses 
Of  this  fell  tyrant  dead,  I've  half  my  Heav'n. 

Are.  Hold  thy  soul  fast  but  four  hours, 
Phidias, 
And  thou  slialt  see  to  wisiies  beyond  ours, 
Nay  more,  beyond  our  meanings. 

Phid.  Thou  hast  steel'd  me. 
Farewell,  Aretus ;  and  the  souls  of  good  men. 
That,  as  ours  do,  have  left  their  Roman  bodies 
In  brave  revenge  for  virtue,  guide  our  sha- 
dows ! 
I  would  not  faint  yet. 


Afe.  Farewell,  Phidias ; 
And,  as  we  have  done  nobly,  pods  look  on  us ! 

\Ejreu7U  scT)cral(y. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Lycias  and  Procvlvs. 

Lt/cias.  Sicker  and  sicker,  Proculus  } 

Proc.  Oh,  Lycias, 
What  shall  become  of  us?  'Would  we  had  died 
With  happy  Chilax,  or  with  Balbus  bed-rid. 
And  made  too  luine  for  justice! 

Enter  Licinius, 

Licin.  The  soft  musick  ; 
And  let  one  sini;  to  fasten  sleep  upon  him. 
Oh,  friends,  the  emperor ! 

Pntc.  What  say  the  doctors  ?  [son'd, 

Licin.  Tor  u.-*  a  most  sad  saying;  he  is  poi- 
Beyond  all  cure  too. 

Lycias.  Who  ? 

Licin.  The  wretch  Aretus, 
That  most  unhappy  villain. 

Li/cias,   How  do  you  know  it  ? 

Licin.  He  gave  him  drink  last..   Let's   di* 
sperse,  and  find  him; 
And  since  !»'  has  open'd  misery  to  all. 
Let  it  begin  with  him  first.     Softly  ;   he 
slumbers.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter    Valcntinian,  sick  in   a   chair,  rcith 
Eudoxiu,  Physicians  and  Attendants. 

Musick  and  Song. 

Care-rharminj;  Sleep,  thoueascr  of  all  woes. 
Brother  to  Death,  sweetly  thyself  a isp.>*:€ 
On  this  afilicted  prince  :  fall  like  a  cloud, 
In  gentle  showers;  give  nothing;  that  is  loud. 
Or  painful  to  his  sluml.ers;  easy,  sweet. 
And  as  a  purling  stream,  thou  son  of  Niglit, 
Pass  by  his  troubled  senses;  sing  his  pain**. 
Like  hollow  murmuring  wind,  or  silver  ruin. 
Into  this  prince  gently,  oh,  gently  slide. 
And  kiss  liim  into  slumbers  like  a  bride! 

Vol.   Oh,   gods  5',  gods  I    Drink,   drink  ! 

colder,  colder  [heart-sirin<;8! 

Than  snow  on  Scythian  raountainfi !  Oh,  my 

Eud.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Phys.  The  empress  speaks,  sir. 

Vol.  Dying, 
Dying,  Eudoxia,  dying. 

Phys.  Good  sir,  patience. 


5»  Sings  hit  pain.]  Fira^  folio.  Otlier  copies,  sing.  We  apprehend  the  true  reading  to  be 
either  soothe  or  'siiage. 

5»  Oh,  gods,  &C.J  This  deserves  to  be  compared  with  tlie  celebrated  poisoning-sccnc  in- 
King  John,  to  which  however  it  will  hardly  be  deemed  equal.  In  another  nlay,  A  Wife  for 
a  Month,  die  reader  will  find  our  Authors  again  emulating  Shakespeare  on  tlie  same  subject, 
and  we  tiiink  with  greater  success.         R. 

The  similarity  qf  these  several  passages  is  mcntioaed  by  Mr.  Seward  in  his  Preface. 
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End.  What  have  you  given  him  ? 

Phv*.  Pre<*ious  thin£;s,  dear  lady, 
We  hope  sliall  comfort  him. 

Ttf/.  Oh,  fljitter'd  fool,  [doxia  ! 

Sec  what  thy  god-head's  corae  to  !    Oh.  Ku- 

Kud.  Oh,  patieuce,  pi»**euce,  sir, 

I'al.  Danidjus 
111  have  brought  thro'  my  body 

Knd,  Gods,  c;ive  comfort ! 

Vai.  And  Volga,  on  whose  face  the  North 
wind  freezes. 
I  am  ai  hundred  hells  s^!  an  hundred  piles 
Already  to  my  tuaeral  are  fiamiiig! 
Shall  1  not  drink? 

Phui,  You  must  not,  sir. 

Vai.  By  lleav*n, 
I'll  let  my  breath  out,  that  shall  burn  vc  nil, 
li*  ye  deny  nie  lonjicr!  Tempests,  blow  me! 
And  inundations  that  huvt  drunk  tip  king- 
doms, [vdlain? 
Flow  over  !ne,  and  quench  me  !  Where's  the 
Am  I  iiuuiortal  now,  ye  slaves?  By  Nuum, 
ir  he  do  'icape — Oh  !  Oh ! 

r.ud.  Dear  sir ! 

Vul.  Like  Nero, 
Br.t  far  more  terrible  and  full  of  slaughter, 
I'  th'  niidst  of  all  my  flume*?,  Ml  fire  the  em- 
pire ! 
A  t]i.»usand  fans,  a  thonfand  fans  to  cool  me  I 
Invite  t!ie  jrentle  win<ls,  Eudoxia. 

End.  .Sir! 

Vuf.  Oh,  do  not  flatter  me;  1  am  but  flesh, 
A  man,  a  mortal  man:     Drink,  druik,  ye 
dunces !  [srrapin«rs, 

What  can  your  doses   now   do,  and  your 
Your  i)il- ,  and  Vithridtites?  If  [  do. lie, 
^  ou  only  words  of  health, and  r.ameaof  sick- 

ncss, 
Fit.dintj;  no  true  disease  in  man  but  money, 
T-sat  talk  yourselves  into  revenues — oh  !  — 
And,  ere  you  kdl  your  paiit  iits,  bciii^ar  Vm, 
i*il  liAve  ye  flea*d  and  dried  I 

E.'ifcr  Frocufus  and  Licinii/Sy  uith  Arctus. 

Prttc.  T!ie  villain,  sir; 
The  most  accui-sed  wretch. 

Vai.  Be  gone,  my  (jueiU  ; 
This  is  no  si;_ht  I'or  thee:  Go  to  the  vestals. 
Cast  holy  inceu'^  in  the  fire,  aud  oiVer 
Onepowertul  -sacritice  to  free  thy  Ci"sar. 

P/MC.  Go,  ^r>,  aud  be  happy.     [Exit  Eud, 

Arc.  Go ;  but  i^ive  no  tast-. 
The  ^od:i  have  set  thy  last  hour,  Valentinian ; 
Tutiuart  but  man,  a  hud  man  too,  a  bea<>t. 
And  like  a  sensual  bloody  thing  thou  dicaC  I 

PixiC,  Oil,  cursed  traitor ! 

Are.  CiTse  yourselvts,  ve  flatterers. 
And  howl  your  misenejs  to  eoiut,  ye  wrtlches  I 
You  taut^ht  him  to  be  poisonM. 


Fa/.  Yet  no  comfort?  [thecaries; 

Are,  Be  not  abus'd  with  priests,  nor  *po- 
They  cannot  help  thee :  Thou  hast  now  to  live 
A  slh)rt  half-hour,  no  more;  aud  F,  ten  mi* 
I  gave  thee  poison  for  Aecius'  sake,  [nutes. 
Such  a  destroying  poison  would  kill  Nature; 
And,  for  thou  shalt  not  die  alone,  I  took  it. 
If  mankind  had  been  in  thee  at  tliis  murder. 
No  more  to  people  earth  again,  the  wings 
Of  old  Time  clip'd  for  ever,  Reason  lost, 
In  vvhat  I  had  attempted,  yet,  oh,  Ciesar, 
To  purchase  fair  revenge,  Fd  poisou'd  them 
too. 

Vul.  Oh,  villain  ! — I  grow  hotter,  hotter. 

Are.  Yes;  [now 

But  not  near  my  heat  yet.  What  thou  feel'st 
(Mark  ine  with  horror,  Csesar)  are  but  embers 
Of  lust  and  lechery  thou  hast  committed; 
But  there  be  tlames  of  nmrder! 

Vul,  I'etch  out  tortures. 

Are.  Do,  and  1*11  flatter  thee;  nay  more, 
ril  love  thee. 
Thy  tortures,  to  what  now  I  suffer,  Cajsar, 
At  whioli  thou  inu">t arrive  too,ere  thoudicst, 
Are  lighter,  and  more  full  of  mirth,  than 
lauiihter, 

Vnl.  Let  Vm  alone.     I  must  drink. 

Ave.  Now  be  niad; 
But  not  near  me  vet. 

Vul.  lloid  n.e,  hold  me,  hold  me! 
Hold  me,  or  I  shall  burst  else! 
•  Are.  See  me,  Ctesar,                    [murder. 
And  sec   to   what  thou  must  come  for  thy 
Millions  of  women's  labours,  all  diseases ■ 

Vul.  Oh,  iiiy  alllicted  soul  too  ! 

Aie.  Wo'iicu's  tears,  horrors,     [breeds— 
Dojiairs,  auii  all   the  plagues  the 'hot  sun 

\  lil.  Aecius,  oil,  Accius  !  (Jh,  Lucina! 

At?.  Arc  but  my  torments*  shadows! 

/'«/.  Hide  me,  mouuta'nsi 
Th*^  god^  havtr  found  my  sins.  Now  break! 

Are.  Not  yet.  sir; 
Tuoi)  hast  a  puil  beyond  all  these. 

Vol.  Oh,  hell! 
Oh,  vilhiiii,  niT'.rd  villain  ! 

Are.  On,  iiravt  villain  ! 
-My  |)oison  dances  in  me  at  this  deed  ! 
JNov.',(';psar,  i:o  v  behold  Uio;  this  is  tomnent, 
And  this  is  thine  befi>ro  thou   diest :     I'm 

will! lire  I 
The  brazen  bull  of  Phalaris  was  feign'd. 
The  miseries  ofsoulii  despising  Heav'n, 
But  emijlems  of  my  torment [me  I 

Vitl    0\\y  (juench  me",  quench  me,  quench 

Aic.  lire  a  flattery, 
An;i  all  tlie  poets'  tales  of  sad  Avcrnus, 
To  my   pams,    less  than   fictions.     Vet,  to 
shew  thee  [tor 

What  constant  love  I  bore  my  murder'd  mas- 


5a  /find  an  hundred  hells. ^  The  old  folio  reads, 

"  I  u)td  an  hundred  hells." 
Tlie  late  editions  changed  this  int  i  good  sense;  but  seem  to  have  fallen  much  short  of  the 
spirit  and  energy  of  the  true  reading, 

*<  X  am  an  hundred  hells.**        Seward. 
K  % 
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Like  a  South  wind  IVe  sung  thro'  aU  these 

tempests.  [monster ! 

My  heart,  ray  wither'd  heart !  Fe^,  fear,  thou 
Fear  the  just  gods!  I  have  my  peace !  [Dies, 

VaL  More  drink ! 
A  thousand  April  showers  flEtll  in  my  bosom! 
How  dare  ye  let  me  be  tormented  thu'j  ? 
Away  with  that  prodisious  body  ^.    Gods, 
Gods,  let  roe  ask  ye  what  I  am,  ye  lay 
AH  your  inflictions  on  me  ?  Hear  me,  hear  me ! 
I  do  confess  I  am  a  ravishcr, 
A  murderer,  a  hated  Caesar :  Oh !         [tars. 
Arc  there  not  vows  enough,  and  flaming  al- 
The  fat  of  all  the  world  for  sacrifice. 
And,  where  that  fails,  the  blood  of  thousand 

captives,  [cense? 

To  purge  those  sins,  but  I  must  make  the  in- 
I  do  despise  ye  all !  ye  have  no  mercy. 
And  wanting  that,  ye  are  no  gods:  Your 

parole  [ful. 

Is  only  preach'd  abroad  to  make  fools  fear- 
And   women  made   of  awe,  believe  your 

Heav'n ! 
Qh,  torments,  torments,  torments  !    Pains 

above  pains ! 
If  ye  be  any  thing  but  dreams,  and  ghosts. 
And  truly  hold  the  guidance  of  things  mortal ; 
Have  in  yourselves  times  past,  to  come,  and 

present ;  Tcm, 

Fashion  the  souls  of  men,  and  make  flesh  for 
Weighing;  our  fates  and  fortunes  beyond  rea- 

so.i  ;  [giveness! 

Be  more  than  all,  ye  gods  *»,  great  in  for- 
Break  not  the  goodly  frame  ye  build  in  auger. 
For  you  are  things,  men  teach  us,  without 

passions.  [me ! 

Give  me  an  hour  to  know  ye  in!  Oh,  save 
But  so  much  perfect  time  ye  make  a  soul  in. 
Take  this  destruction  from  me! — No,  ye 

cannot ; 
Tlic  more  I  would  believe  ye,  more  I  suffer. 
My  brains  are  ashes!  now  my  heart,  my 

eyes!  friends,  ' 

I  go,   I  po  !  More  air,  more  air !— I'm  mor- 
tal! [Diet. 
Prifc.  Take  in  the  body.    Oh,  Licinius, 
Tlie  misery  that  we  are  left  to  suffer! 
'^o  pity  shall  tind  us. 

IJcin.  Our  lives  deserve  none. 
*Would  I  were  chain'd  again  to  slavery, 
With  any  hope  of  life! 
Proc,  A  quiet  grave. 
Or  a  consumption  now,  Licinius,         [thing. 
That  we  might  be  too  poor  to  kill,  were  some- 
Licin.  Let's  make  our  best  use;  we  have 

money,  Proculus, 
And  if  that  cannot  save  us,  we  have  swords. 


Proc,  Yes,  but  we  dare  not  die. 

Licin.  I  had  forgot  that. 
There's  other  countries  then. 

Proc.  But  the  same  hate  still. 
Of  what  we  are. 

JSIrm.  Think  any  thing ;  111  follow. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Proc.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 
Mess.  Shift  for  yourselves ;  yeVe  ost  else. 
The  soldier  is  in  arms,  for  great  Aecius,  ['em. 
And  their  lieutenant-general,  that  stopp'll 
Cut  in  a  thousand  pieces :  They  march  hither. 
Beside,  the  women  of  the  town  have  mur- 
dered 
Phorba  and  loose  Ardelin,  Cesar's  she-bawds. 
Ucin.  Then  here's  no  staying,  Proculus ! 
Proc.  Oh,  CiEsar, 
That  vve  had  never  known  thy  lusts !  Let's  Ay^ 
And  where  we  6nd   no  woman's  man  let*s 
die.  '  [Exevnt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Maxinms. 

Max.  Gods,  what  a  sluice  of  blood  have  I 
let  open  ! 
My  Imppy  ends  arc  come  to  birth ;  he's  dead. 
And  I  revenged  ;^the  empire's  all  a-fire, 
And  desolation  every  where  inhabits. 
And  sliall  I  live,  that  am  the  author  of  it, 
To  know  Rome,  from  the  awe  o*  th'  worldj^ 
the  pity  ?  [ing ; 

My  friends  are  gone  before  too,  of  my  seud- 
And  shall  1  stay  ?  is  aught  else  to  be  liv'd  for  f 
Is  there  another  friend,  another  wife. 
Or  any  third,  holds  half  their  worthiness, 
To  linger  here  alive  for?  Is  not  Virtue, 
In  their  two  everlasting  souls,  departed? 
And  in  their  bodies'  first  flame  fled  to  Hcav'nf 
Can  any  man  discover  this,  and  love  me? 
For,  tho'  my  justice  were  as  white  as  Truth, 
My  way  was  crooked  to  it ;    that  condemns 
And  now,  Aecius, and  my  honour'd  lady,  [me. 
That  were  preparers  to  my  rest  and  quiet, 
The  lines  to  lead  me  to  Elysium;  ^ 
You  that  but  stept  before  me,  on  assurance 
I  would   not  leave  your  friendship   unre- 
warded ; 
First  smile  upon  the  sacrifice  I've  sent  ye. 
Then   see  me  coming  boldly ! — Stay ;    I'm 
foolish,  [lion ; 

Somewhat  too  sudden  to  mine  own  destruc- 
This  great  end  of  my  vengeance  may  grow 

greater : 
Why  may  not  I  be  Casar  ?  Yet  no  dying : 
Why  should  not  I  catch  at  it?  Fools  and^ 
children  [tain'd  it. 

Have  bad  that  strength  before  roe,  and  ob- 


'  ^  Awa^  with  that  prodigious  bodj/.l  Thus  read  all  the  editions;  but  as  there  seems  no 
cause  for  applying  the  epithet  prodigious  to  the  body  of  Aretus,  it  is  probable  that  this  read- 
ing is  corrupt,  and  that  the  original  was  perfidious, 

w  Be  more  than  all  the  gods^  great  in  forgiveness.]  If  this  be  the  true  readings  the  sense 
seems  very  obscure;  but  the  slight  change  I  have  made  will  clear  it: 

*  Be  more  than  all,  ye  gods.' 
i.  f .  If  you  are  great  io  creating  ^x\d  goveming  us,  oe  greater  still  in  fprgiving  us.    Scteard, 
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And,  as  the  danger  stands,  my  reason  bids 

me; 
I  willy  I  dare.    My  dear  friends,  pardon  rae ; 
I  am  not  fit  to  die  vet,  if  not  Caesar. 
Tm  sure  die  soldier  loves  nie,  and  tlie  people, 
And  I  will  forward;  and,  as  goodly  cedaft, 
Kent  from  Octa  by  a  sweeping  tempest, 
Jointed  again,  and  made  tall  masts,  defy 
Those  angry  winds  that  split  'em,  so  will  I 
New-piecr  again,  above  the  fate  of  women. 
And  made  more  perfect  far,  than  growing 

private. 
Stand  and  defy  bad  fortunes.     If  I  rise. 
My  wife  was  mvisb'd  well :  If  then  I  fall. 
My  great  attempt  honours  my  funeral. 

[Erii. 

SCENE  IV. 
Eater  three  Senators  and  Afranius. 

1  Sen.  Guard  all  the  posterns  to  the  camp, 
Afranius, 
And  see  *em  fast ;  we  shall  be  rifled  else. ' 
Tbou  art  an  honest  and  a  worthy  captain. 

fi  Sen,  Promise  the  soldier  any  thing. 

3  Sen.  S|)eak  ^ntly, 
And  tell  'em  we  are  now  in  council  for  'em, 
Labouring  to  chuse  a  Caesar  fit  for  tliem, 
A  soldier,  and  a  giver. 

1  &Ji.  Tell  'em  further, 

Tbeir  free  and  liberal  voices  shall  go  with  us. 

2  Sen.  NoLy  more,  a  negative  (say)  we  allow 

'em.  • 

3  Sen,  And  if  our  choice  displease  'cm, 
they  sliall  name  bim. 

1  Sen.  Promise  three  donatives,  and  large, 
Afranius.  *  [foes, 

2  Sen.  And,  Cssar  once  elected,  present 
With  distribution  of  all  necessaries, 
Com,  wine  and  oil. 

2i  Sen.  New  garments,  and  new  arms. 
And  equal  portions  of  the  provinces 
To  them,  and  lo  their  faniilies  for  ever. 

1  Sen,  And  sec  the  city  sirengtlien'd. 

A/r.  I  shall  do  it.  [EjcU. 


■than  thefnrioits  North, 


2  Sen.  Sempronius,  tliese  arc  woful  times. 

3  Sen.  Oh,  Drutus, 

We  want  thy  honesty  again  :  These  Cffij»ar<j, 
What  noble  consuls  got  with  blood,  in  blood 
Consume  airairi  and  sc-atter. 

1  Sen.  Which  way  shall  wc?  [on. 

2  Sen.  Not  any  way  of  safety  T  can  think 

3  Sen.  Now  |»o  our  wives  to  ruin,  and  our 
And  we  beholders,  Fulvius.         [daughtei*s, 

1  Sen.  Every  tliinaj 
Is  every  man*i>  that  will. 

2  Sen.  The  vestals  now 

Must  only  feed  the  soldier's  fire  of  lust, 
And  sensual  gods  be  glutted  with  those  oiFcr* 

Jn^^; 
Age,  like  the  hidden  bowels  of  the  earth, 
Open'd  with  swords  for  treasure.     Gods  de- 
fend us  ! 
We're  chaff  before  their  fury  else. 

1  Sen.  Away, 
Let's  to  the  temples. 

2  Sen.  To  the  capitol ;  [en'd. 
Tis  not  a  time  to  pray  now ;  let's  be  strcngtli- 

Enter  Afratihis. 

3  Sen.  How  now,  Afranius.^  What  pood 
Afr.  A  Cajsar  !  [news  ? 

1  &;i.  Oh,  who? 

^/r.  Lord  Muximns  is  with  the  soldier. 
And  all  the  camp  rinjrs,  *  Caesar,  Cwsar, 
Cffsnr!*  [nour. 

He  forc'd  the  empress  with  him,  for  more  ho- 

2  Sen.  A  happy  choice :  Let's  meet  him. 

3  Sen.  Blessed  fortune ! 

1  Sen.  Away,  away !  Make   room   there, 
room  there,  room  ! 

[Exevnt  Sf'nators.    Floiirisfi, 

[Within]  Lord  Maximus  isCiesar,  Cms;  fj 

Iliiil,  Ca?sar  Maximus !  [Caesar ! 

Afr.  Oh,  turning  people ! 
Oh,  people  excellent  in  war,  and  govcm'd  ! 
In  peacemorc  raiding  than  the  furious  North**, 
When  he  ploughs  up  the  sea,  and  makes  him 
brine, 


Ificn  he  plough*  up  the  sea,  and  makes  him  brine.]  ^Tr.  Sympson  tells  me,  that  this  p'js- 
fage  puzzled  him  even  to  vexation ;  and  something  like  it  happened  to  me.  In  conclusion, 
wc  both  retain  the  old  reading,  but  diifer  toto  ctp/o  in  the  explanation.  He  says,  brine  in  the 
Saxon  signifies^rf,  and,  allowing  therefore  its  genuine  si  uni  Heat  ion,  that  the  sentiment  is 
noble.  1  think  his  solution  extremely  ingenious,  hut  that  our  Authors  would  not  use  a  common 
wfjrd  and  apply  it  to  its  common  subject,  (as  bnne'wns  as  much  used  in  their  age  for  sea- 
wjitcr,  as  it  is  at  present)  and  design  it  to  be  understood  in  its  old  and  totally-obsolete  signi- 
fication. I  therefore,  though  perhaps  from  self-partiality,  prefer  the  solution  which  occurred 
to  me  before  1  received  this.  Kvery  one  knows  that  the  spray  of  the  sea  in  stormy  weather 
tijigesttie  whole  incumbent  atmosphere,  and  makes  it  taste  salt  and  briny.  I  suppose,  there- 
fore, the  Poets  by  a^'small  grammatical  inaccuracy  to  have  made  the  relative  him  in  the  last 
lioe  relate  to  the  Nttrlh-wind^  and  not  to  its  immeiiiatc  antecedent  the  sea;  so  that  the 
sense  will  tlien  be  full  as  nervmis  and  poetical.  '  More  racing  than  the  North-wind,  when 
he  ploughs  up  the  sea,  and  turns  himself  and  the  whole  air  into  brinc.^        Seward, 

These  gentlemen  have  gone  '  about  it,  and  about  it,'  for  uncouth  allusions,  when  it  re- 
quired a  deal  of  ingenuity  to  overlook  the  Poets'  meaning,  l^he  sea  is  the  antecedent  to  him. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  5. 


Licippvs,  Any  device  that's  handsome,  . 
A  Cupid,  or  the  uod  o*  th*  phice,  will  do  it. 
Where  he  must  take  the  fasces. 

Vuu.  Or  a  Oraco. 

Licippus.  A  good  Grace  has  no  fellow. 

Ptf?/.  Lc  t  nic  sec; ;   • 
Will  I'ot  his njuue yield  something?  Mjiximus, 
Bv  U»'  wiiv  (»f  an;ii:ram  ?  I've  found  out  uxi$ ; 
You  know  ho  bears  the  enijiire. 

lAfippiis.  QlI  him  whr(  Is  too; 
Twill  be  a  rrm\  cairiase  else. 

Pan.  S»>iiM."  MMJt»s  too? 

JUci/}pus.  I>y  any  nieuiis,  some  songs;  hut 


V(  rv  ^no^t  out.s, 
And  hoiK'^t  lan&rn^itre,  Paulns,  without  burbt- 
'I'he  air  will  la»l  the  swceier. 
J^ati.  A  (irace  must  d()  it. 
Ijcippi/H.  ^^  liy,  let  a  Grace  then. 
J 'an.  Yes,  it  inr.st  be  so  ; 
And  ill  a  rol.c  of  blue  too,  as  I  take  it. 
LicwpiiS.  This  putt  is  u  little  kin   to  th' 
paintfT 
That  couiil  paint  nothing;  but  a  ramping  lion ; 
So  all  his  kunicd  fancies  aie  Blue  Graces. 

[Axidc. 
Pull.  What   thif.k   you  of  a  sea-nymph  / 

anrl  a  lh*avcn  ? 
Licippus.  W  liy,  wiiat  should  she  do  there, 

muti  ?  1  hcrt:*s  no  water. 
Pau.  By  th'  nuiss,  that's  true  ;  it  must  be 
a  (»rucc;  and  yet, 
Melliinks,  a  r:iinbovv 


Or  the  loud  falls  of  Xile.     I  must  give  way, 
Altho*  I  neither  love  nor  h«>ped  this*; 
Or,  like  a  rotten  lirid^e  that  dares  a  current 
When  he  is  swcli'd  and  high,  crack  and  fare- 

weh«7. 

Unler  Maximus,  Eudoxia,  Senators,  and  Sol- 

dii  I  s. 

Sen.  Boom  for  the  f  inpcror  I 

iSit/d,  Loni:  life  to  Ca'>ar! 

Af'r.  Hail,  Casar  Mu\imns  ! 

Alar.  Your  hautl,  Afranius. 
Lead  ti»  the  pidace;  tin  re  my  thanks,  in  ge- 
neral, 
ril  shout  r  amonp  ye  all.  Gods,  civc  me  life, 
rirst  ro  di  fend  tlu'Viupire,  then  you,  fathers. 
Ai\(\y  valiant  friends,  tiie  heirs  of  strength 

and  \irtue. 
The  rampiers  of  old  Uome.  of  us  the  refuge, 
To  yoM  1  open  this  d:iy  all  I  have, 
Even  all  the  hazard  ihat  my  youth  hath  pur- 

clia=i*d ; 
Ye  are  my  children,  family,  and  friends. 
And  ever  so  respected  shail  he  — ror\^f.nl. 
There's  a  prr>scription  *%  iirave  Scmproiiins, 
'Gainst  all  the  ilatrerers,  and  lazy  bawds, 
Led  loo«»e-liv'd  Valcnti..ian  to  his  vires  : 
See  it  elKcted.  [Fiuurish. 

Siti.  Honour  wait  on  C'aisar  ! 

Sold.  Make  room  for  (.'ivsar  there ! 

[El cunt  all  but  Afr. 
.   Afr.  Thou  hast  my  fiars, 
But  Valentinian  keeps  my  vows.    Oh,  ^ods! 
Why  do  we  like  to  k'vi\  the  greedy  ravin 
Of  these  blown  men,  Uiat  must,  before  they 

stand, 
And  lix  in  eminence,  cast  life  on  life. 
And  trench  their  safeties  in  with  wounds, 

and  bodies? 
Well,  froward  Rome,  thou  wilt  grow  weak 

M  ith  chnuifing. 
And  die^^ithout  an  heir,  that  lov*at  to  breed 
Sons  for  the  killing  hate  of  sous.     Tor  nie, 
I  only  li\e  to  lind  an  enemy.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Pauius  i  nJ  Licippus. 

Pau.  When  is  the  inaiiuuralion  ? 
Licippus.  Why,  to-mr)rrow. 
Puu.  Twill  be  short  time. 

*  Hope  this.]  l-ormer  editions.         Seicard, 

SI that  darts  a  current. 

When  he  in  s^rai'd  and  high  crackt,  andfarewel.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

s^  There's  a  prescription.]  lormer  editions,  correct!  d  by  all  trie  three.         Sircard, 

Were  it  fa<t,  that  prescript  inn  was  ttie  readmg  of  the  *  f(>rmer  editions,*  it  wotdd  not 
have  required  anv  great  inj;enuiry  in  *  all  the  tiMce,*  to  have  sten  tl;at  it  should  he pri»crip^ 
Hon ;  which  worll,  however,  appear*  in  the  second  folio.  In  the  some  style,  we  are  told, 
that  t:ie  lorm<r  editions  rtad  (p.  iJ80,  line  33)  here  in^tead  of  hcatd ;  (p.  281,  last  line  but 
one)  clad  instead  oi'  called;  (p.  2136,  line  83)  rain  of  Jitiitg  innead  of  vein  tffddlin^  ; 
(p.  331,  hue  1 1  )sround  instead  of  ^'nw/iW ;  (p.  SaC,  line  5 1  tht/  life  instead  of  thf/sef;  and  that 
the  proper  wonNhave  been  inserted  or  proposed  by  one  or  (Ulier  ot  *  the  three,*  though  the 
second  folio  has  the  true  reading  in  cvcri/  one  of  these  iustances,  and  both  iolios  in  some  of 
them  !  I  ! 


L'>ciupus.  And  in  blue.^ 
Puu.  Oh,  y(;s ! 


FHl 


e- 


Ilangmg  in  arch  above  him,  and  i*  th'  mid- 

Licippiis.  A  shcnver  of  rain? 

Pau.  iSo,  no;  it  mu*:t  be  a  Grace. 

Licippus.  Why  prit'icc  grace  him  tlien, 

Pau.  Or  OrpneiiS, 
Coming  from  hell 

Lictppus.  In  blue  too? 

J*au,  'lis  the  Letter: 

And,  as  ii;*  ri>«  s,  fell  of  fires 

Licipptts.  Ni>w  I  less  us  !• 
Will  not  that  spoil  his  lute-strings,  Paylus? 

And  cros^ilJg  ot'  his  anus 

Licippus.  How  can  he  play  then? 
Pau.  It  shall  be  a  <lrace  ;  Til  do  it. 
Licippus.  iVitl.ec  do,  [sibic, 

And  with  us  ^ood  a  ^race  as  tliou  canst  posr* 
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Good  Fury  Paulus !  Be  i'  th'  morning  with 

nac; 
And  pray  take  measure  of  his  mouth  that 

speaks  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Maxbnus  and  Eudoria. 

Afar.  Come,  my  bcst-lovM  Eudoxia. — T^t 

the  soldier  [f*>r; 

Want  neither  wine,  nor  ai^y  thlni;  he  calls 

And  when  die  senate's  ready,  jiive  us  notice. 

Ill  the  mean  time,  leave  us. 

Of  J,  my  dear  sweet ! 

ilud.  Is't  possible  your  Grace 
Should  undt^rtako  such  dangers  tbrmy  beauty, 
It*  it  were  excellent? 

JiL.T.  By  Ilcav'n,  'tis  all 
The  "ivorid  has  lott  to  brag  of! 

End.  Can  a  face 
jLuijg  hiuce  bequeath'd  to  wrinkles  with  my 

S'^rrows,  » 

Long  since  raz'd  out  o'  th'book  of  youth  and 

pleasure, 
Have  power  to  make  the  strongest  man  o'  th* 
empire,  [woman, 

Nay,  the  most  stay'd,  and  knowinsj  wiiat  is 
The  s!;reatcst  aim  of  perfectJiess  nieii  livM  bv. 
The  most  true,  constant  lover  of  his  wedlock, 
Such  a  siill-blowing  beauty  earth  was  proud 
Ijcti^e  «uch  a  no})lc  wife,  and  wiitully?  [o\\ 
Himself  prepare  the  way?  nay,  make  the 
Did  you  not  tell  me  so?  [rape  ? 

jlfflr.  Tis  true,  Eudoxia. 
End.  Lay  desolate   hi&   dearest  piece  of 
friendship. 
Break    his  strong  helm  he  steor'd  by,  sink 
that  virtue,  [us, 

Tluit  valour,  tbat  even  all  the  j^ods  can  uivc 
Without  whom  he  was  notijing,  with  wiiom 

worthiest; 
Nav  more,  lurivr  at  CiEsar,  and  kill  Iiini  too, 
And  for  my  sake  ?  Ijther  you  love  too  dearly. 
Or  deeply  you  dissemble,  sir. 

Mux.  I  do  so ;  [do  : 

And,  'till  I  am  more  strengthenVl,  so  I  must 
Yot  ''.vo;;ld  «ny  jtiy  and  wine  had  t"a.'='iiiori*d  out 
S-iine  safer  lie  !  [Aside.] — Can  these  things 

bi.,  Eudoxia, 
And  I  di?>^cmble  ?  Can  tlierc  l»c  but  goodness, 
And  only  thine,  dear  lafly  ;  any  end. 
Any  initn;iuation  but  a  lost  one,  [tun  ! 

Why  I  should  run  tliis  hazard  r  Oh,  thou  vir- 
%Verc  it  to  do  again,  and  V'alent.nian 
Once  more  to  hold  thee,  sinful  X'aientinian, 
In  whon>  tliou  wert  set,  as  pearls  arc  in  salt 

'jvaters, 
As  rose*  are  in  rank  weeds,  I  would  find 
Yet  to  thy  sacred  self  a  dearer  dan«^er  : 
The  gods  know  how  I  honour  thee ! 

■be  su^e 


Eud.  What  love,  sir. 
Can  1  return  (or  this,  but  my  obedience? 
]\'y  life,  if  so  you  plean*,  and  'tis  too  litttle. 

J\lax.  Tis  too  much  to  redeem  the  world. 

Kud.  From  this  hour, 
The  sorr«)ws  for  my  ricad  lord,  fare  ye  well ! 
Mv  liviui:  lord  has  dried  vc.     And,  in  token 
As  emperor  this  day  I  liononr  vou, 
And  the  «;rcac  caster-new  of  all  my  wishes. 
The  wreath  of  liVm^^  laurel,  that  must  com- 
pass 
That  sac»*(  .1  head,  Endoxia  makes  for  Cffsar. 
1  am,  uiethmks,  too  niucl»  in  love  with  foi** 

tune  ; 
But  wit.h  }ou.  ever  royal  sir,  my  maker. 
The  on:^c-more-su!)inier  of  nie,  mere  in  Itrvt 
Is  poor  expression  of  my  doting, 

Jfc/r.  Sweetest  ! 

Eud.  Now,  of  my  troth,  you  have  bought 
me  dear,  sir. 

Mux,  "Soy 
Had  I  at  lobS  of  mankind. 

Enter  a  J^Jcsucitger. 

Eud.  Now  you  Hatter. 

JlhsH.  Tnc  senate  waits  your  Grace. 

Max.  Let  'em  eonic  on, 
AnrI  in  a  full  ft)nn  bring  the  ceremony. 
Tfiis  i\i\y  I  ain  yoiir  servant,  dear,  and  proudly 
ri!  wear  yonr  lionour'd  favour. 

Eud.  May  it  prove  so  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VTT. 
Enter  Paaius  and  Licippus. 

Eicippux.  Ts  your  Grace  done  ? 

J^aii.  'lis  done 

jAcippns.  Who  sj'eaks? 

l^uu.  A  boy. 

Licippus.  A  dainty  blue  boy,  Paulus  ? 

Fan.   \  cs. 

Licippus.  Have  you  view'd 
The  work  above  ? 

Puu.  Yes ;  aud  ail  up,  and  ready. 

Licippua.  'J'he   einprcss  does  you   siinplt 
luiuour,  I'auhj" ; 
The  wreath  your  liiuc  Graite  must  present, 

she  made. 
Dut,  hark  you,  for  the  soldiers? 

Piiu.  '1  liat'i)  done  too  : 
I'll  bring  'em  in,  J  warrant  you. 

Licippna.  A  (Jrace  too  ? 

Pan.   I'he  same  Grace  serves  for  both. 

Licippus.  About  it  then. 

I  must  to  lb'  cup-board ;  and  *  be  sure,  good 

J*aulus,  [cleanly. 

Your  Grace  be  fasting,  that  he  may  han;^ 

If  there  should   need   another  voice,  what 

Euu.  I'll  hang  another  Grace  in,     [then? 

Licippus.  Grace  be  with  you !      [Exeunt. 


Your  f,  race  bejustivp,  that  he  mu}i  hang  cleanly.]  This  probably  refers  to  a  custom  of 
i»i>pcndmg  tiicir  gods,  goddesses,  j^raees,  &r.  in  ropes,  which  might  make  the  caution  of 
hiring  fasting  in  order  to  han^  ckanly^  perfectly  ucctssary  aud  very  humui'ous.        Stwurd* 
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[Act  5.  Scene  S. 


SCENE  VIII. 

A  tynntiy  mth  trumpeU :  A  banquet  pre- 
paretly  with  musick. 

Enter y  in  state,  Maximus,  Eudoxia,  Senatort^ 
Gentlemen,  and  Suldiem,  rods  and  axes 
borne  before  them. 

3  Sen.  Hail  to  thy  imperial  honour,  sacred 
CsBsar ! 
And  from  the  old  Rome  take  these  wislies. 
You  holy  gods,  that  hitherto  have  held,    ^ 
As  Justice  liolds  her  l»allance,  equal  pois'd, 
This  glory  of  our  nation,  this  full  Roman, 
And  made  him  fit  for  what  he  is,  coniirm  him ! 
Look  on  this  son,  oh,  Jupiter,  our  helper,. 
And,  Romulus,  tliou  father  of  our  honour, 
Preserve  Iiim  like  thyself,  just,  valiant,  noble, 
A  lover  and  encreaser  of  his  people  ! 
Let  him  begin  with  Numa,  stand  witli  Cato, 
The  first  five  years  of  Nero  be  his  wishes, 
Give  him  tiie  age  and  fortune  of  Eniilius, 
And  his  whole  reign,  renew  a  great  Augustus ! 

SONG. 

Honour,  that  is  ever  living,  ^ 

Honour,  that  is  ever  giving, 
Honour,  that  sees  all,  and  knows 
Both  the  ebbs  of  man,  and, flows; 
Honour,  that  rewards  the  best. 
Sends  thee  thy  rich  labour's  rest; 
Thou  hast  studied  still  to  please  her. 
Therefore  now  she  calls  thee  Casar. 
Chorus.  Hail,  hail,  Cassar,  hail,  and  stand, 
And  thy  name  out-live  the  laud  ! 
Noble  fathers,  to  liis  brows 
Bind  this  wreath,  with  thousand  vows ! 

JIl.  Stand  to  eternity  ! 

Mfl.r.  I  thank  ye,  fathers; 
And  as  I  rule,  may  it  still  gmw  or  wither! 
Now,  to  the  banquet;  ye  arc  all  my  guests ; 
This  day  be  liberal,  friends;  to  wine  we  give 
it,  ^  [beauty. 

And^ smiling  pleasures.    Sit,  ray  queen   of 
Fatliers,  your  places.    These  are  fair  wars, 

soldiers, 
And  thus  I  give  the  first  charge  to  ye  all. 
You  are  my  second,  sweet.    To  every  cup, 
I  add  unto  the  senate  a  new  honour. 
And  to  the  sons  of  Mars  a  donative. 

SONG. 

Cod  Lyasus,  ever  young«». 
Ever  honour'd,  ever  sung ; 
Stain*d  with  blood  of  lusty  grapes, 
In  a  thousand  lusty  shapes, 


Dance  upon  the  mazer's  brim*". 

In  the  crunsun  liquor  swim ; 

From  thy  plenteous  hand  divine 

Let  a  river  run  with  wine. 

God  of  youth,  let  this  day  here 
Enter  neither  care  nor  fear ! 

Bay.  Bellona's   seed,   the   glory   of  old 
l^me. 
Envy  of  conquer'd  nations,  nobly  come. 
And,  to  the  fulness  of  your  warlike  noise. 
Let  your  feet  move ;  make  up  this  hour  of 

joys. 
Come,  come,  I  say ;  range  your  fair  troop 

at  large, 
And  your  high  measure  turn  into  a  charge. 

3  Sen.  The  emperor's  grown  hea^y  with 
his  wine. 

Afr.  The  Senate  stays,  sir,  for  your  thanl^s. 

3  Sen.  Great  Csesar ! 

End.  I  have  my  wish  ! 

Afr.  Wiirt  please  your  grace  speak  to  him? 

End.  Yes  ;  but  he  will  not  hear,  lords. 

3  Sen.  Stir  liim,  Lucius; 
The  senate  must  have  thanks. 

2  Sen.  Your  Grace!  Sir!  Casar!  [dead! 

End.  Did  I  not  tell  you  he  was  well  ?  He's 

S  Sen.  Dead?  Treason!  guard  the  court ! 
let  no  man  pass  ! 
Soldiers,  your  C;Esar*s  murdcr'd. 

Eud.  Make  no  tumult. 
Nor  arm  the  court;  ye  have  his  killer  with 


ye, 


fing: 


And  the  just  cause,  if  ye  can  stay  the  hear- 

f  was  his  death !  Tlmt  wreath  that  made  him 

Has  made  him  earth.  [Casar, 

&»/</.  Cut  her  in  thousand  pieces  ! 

Eud.  Wise  man  would  know  the  reason 

first.    To  die 

Is  that  I  wish  for,  Romans,  and  your  swordt 

The  readiest  way  of  death  «• :  Yet,  soldiers, 

grant  me 
(That  was  your  Empress  once,  and  honour'd 

by  ye) 
But  so  much  time  to  tell  ye  why  I  kilKd  him. 
And  weigh  my  reasons  well,  if  man  be  in 

you ; 
Then^  it  ye  dare,  do  cruelly  condemn  me. 
Afr.  Hear  her,  ye  noble  Romans  !  I'is  a 
woman ; 
A  subject  not  for  swords,  but  pity.  Heaven, 
l£  she  be  guilty  of  malicious  murder, 
Inis  given  us  laws  to  make  example  of  her;^ 
If  only  of  revenge,  and  blood  hid  from  us. 
Let  us  consider  first,  then  execute. 
3  Sen.  Speak,  bloody  woman ! 


•»  God  Lizus,  ever  young.]  First  folio.    Second  folio,  and  octavo  1711,  Li*eus;  and  Mr. 
Reward,  Lt/rus. 

^*  Mazer*s  brim."]  Mazer  signifies  the  old-fashion  flat  silver  cup.        Seward. 

^  and  ymtrncords 

The  heaviest  awy  of  death.']  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  both  agree  with  me  in 
discarding  tliis  word,  the  context  plainly  requiring  a  word  o^  almost  opposite  sij^nification ; 
and  we  all  prefer  reaiiiet^  astlie  best  amongst  several  words  that  have  occurred  all  pretty  near 
the  trace  ot'  the  letters,  as  easiest,  happiest ;  and  Mr.  Theobald  adds  heofo^niiest.        Swards 
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Sud,  Yes :  This  Maximus, 
That  was  yoor  Caesar,  lords  and  noble  soldiers, 
(And  if  I  wrong  the  dead,  Ileav'n  perish  me, 
Or  speak,  to  win  your  favours,  but  the  truth  !) 
Was  to  his  country,  to  his  friends,  aud  Cssar, 
A  most  Hialicious  traitor, 

3  Sen.  Take  heed,  woman.  [Aecius, 

EuJ,  I  speak  not  for  compassion.    Brave 

(Whose  blessed  sou!,  if  I  lie,  shall  afflict  me) 

The  raaj)  that  all  the  world  lov*d,  you  ador'd, 

Ttiat  was  ttie  master-piece  of  arms,  and  boujir 

(Mine  own  grief  shall  come  last)  (his  friend 

of  hisy  [mans, 

Tliis  sfildier,  this  your  right  arm,  noble  Ro- 
By  a  base  letter  to  the  emperor, 
StutTd  full  of  fears,  and  p<Jor  suggestions, 
^nd  by  himself  unto  himself  directed, 
VVas  cut  off  bsisely,  basely,  cruelly !. 
Oh,  loss !  oh,  innocent !  Can  ye  now  kill  me  ? 
And  the  poor  stale,  my  noble  lord,  that  knew 

nut 
More  of  this  villain,  than  bis  forced  fears. 
Like  one  foreseen  to  satisfy,  died  for  it : 
There  vvas  a  murder  too,  ftome  would  have 

blush*d  at ! 
Was  tliis  worth  being  Csesar  ?  or  my  patience  ? 

^ay,  his  wifc^ 


(By  Heav'n,  he  told  it  mc  in  wine,  and  joy, 
And  swore  it  deeply  !)  he  himself  prepared 
To  l>e  abused.  How  ?  Let  me  j;rieve,  not  tell  ye. 
And  weep  the  sins  that  did  it:  And  his  end 
Wus  only  me,  and  Csesar :  But  me  he  lied  in. 
These  are  my  reasons,  Romans,  and  my  soul 
Tells  me  sutticicnt ;  and  my  deed  is  justice! 
Now,  as  I  have  done  well  or  ill,  look  on  me. 
Afr,  What  less  could  nature  do?  What  lest 

had  we  done, 
Had  we  known  this  before  ?  Romans,  she't 

righteous ;  [on  ! 

And  such  a  piece  of  justice  Heav'n  roust  smile 
Bend  all  your  swords  on  me,  if  tliis  displease 

For  I  must  kneel^  and  on  this  virtuous  hand 
Seal  my  new  joy  and  thanks.  Thou  hast  done 
truly. 
3  St7i.  \jp  with  your  arms ;  ye  strike  a 
saint  else.  Romans. 
Mayst  thou  live  ever  spoken  our  protector: 
Rome  yet  has  many  noble  heirs.     Let*s  in. 
And  prny  before  we  chusc;  then  plant  a 

Ca?sar 
Above  the  reach  of  envy,  blood,  and  murder ! 
Afr.  Take  up  the  bod^,  nobly  to  U'li,  urn, 
And  may  our  sins  and  his  together  burn  ! 

[Exeunt,    A  dead  march. 


EPILOGUE. 


TITE  would  fain  please  ye,  and  as  fain  be 
^  ^     pleas*d ; 

'^ris  but  a  little  liking,  both  are  easM: 
We  have  your  money,  and  you  have  our  ware. 
And,  to  our  undcrstaudinf;,  good  :ind  fair: 
Fur  your  own  wisdom's  sake,  be  not  so  mad 
T*  acknov^lcdge  ye  have  bought  things  dear 

and  bad: 
J^t  not  a  brack  i*th'  stuff,  or  here  and  there 
The  fading  gloss,  a  gent nU  loss  appear ! 
We  know  ye  take  up  worse  comt^iodities. 
And  dearer  pay,  yet  think  your  bargoius  wise; 


-yc  fling  away 


We  know,  in  meat  and  wine  ye  fling  away 
More  time  and  health  %  which  is  but  dearer 

pay, 

And  with  the  reckoning  all  the  pleasure  lost. 
We  bid  ye  not  unto  ropcntin^  cost : 
The  price  is  easy,  and  so  light  the  play. 
Thai  yc  may  new-digest  it  every  day. 
Then,  nohic  friends,  as  ye  would  chuse  a 

miss^^. 
Only  to  please  the  eye  a  while,  and  kiss. 
Till  a  good  wife  be  got ;  so  let  this  play 
Hold  ye  a  while,  until  a  better  i^ay. 


More  time  and  wealth,  which  is  but  dearer  pay.]  The  change  of  a  letter  seems  hereta 
have  turned  a  bcnutitul  sentiment  into  the  grossest  tautology.  As  h  has  hitherto  stood,  the 
sense  must  be,  *  You  take  up  with  worse  commodities,  and  pay  dearer  for  them ;  for  you 
'  spend  more  of  your  time  and  more  of  your  wealth  in  meat  and  drink,  and  consequently 
*  ye  pay  dearer  for  them.*  How  flat  ana  unnecessary  is  the  conclusion  !  But  if  we  read 
health  mstcad  of  wealthy  as  1  doubt  not  the  Poets  did,  the  sense  will  be  perfectly  poetical  : 
'  You  not  only  fling  away  more  time,  but  even  health  too,  on  meats  and.  wine ;  and  this  is  a 
'  much  dearer  purchase  than  that  which  you  buy  of  us  for  a  little  money.  I'he  pleasure 
'  eatables  give  is  lost  the  moment  you  are  lilled  ;  whereas  the  food  we  treat  witli  may  be  a 
'  thousand  times  digested,  and  will  never  load  or  disease  the  mind.'  Seward, 
**  Then  noble  friaidSy  as  ye  would  chuse  a  mistress. 

Only  to  please  the  eye  a  while,  and  kiss,]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  (irst  folio ;  but  is  it  not 
surprising  that  after  the  second  folio  (by  much  the  best  authority  for  this  play)  had  exhi- 
bited the  obvious  word,  miss,  the  succeeding  Editors  bhould  again  introduce  mistress,  as  was 
done  in  1711,  and  by  Mr.  Seward  ? 


Vol.  U. 


MONSIEUR   THOMAS: 

A  COMEDY. 


The  quarto  1639  (the  first  edition  of  this  excellent  Corned v)  mentions  Fletcher's  name  only 
in  the  title.  Monsieur  Thomas  has  not  been  performed  in  its  original  state  for  many, 
many  years;  but  an  alteration  of  ir,  by  Tom  Durft^y,  appeared  in  the  year  1678,  under 
tlie  title  of  Trick  for  Trick,  or  The  Debanch'd  Hypocrite. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Valentine,   a  Ge^tlanan  lateli/  returned 

from  travel, 
Monsieur  Thomas,  hit  FeUoje-trateller^ 
Sebastian,  his  Father. 
Francis,  Valentines  Son,  in  love  with  Cellide. 
IIylas,  a  general  Lover. 
Sam,  a  Gentleman,  his  Friend. 
Launcelot,  Monsieur  Thomas's  Man. 
MiCJf  A  EL,  a  Gentleman,  Valentine*sNeighbour 
Three  Physicians^  and  an  Apothecary. 

SCENE, 


Alice,  Valentine's  Sister. 

Cellide,  leltroed  by  Valentine^  in  love  zoith 

Francis. 
Mary,  Niece  to  Valentine  and  Alice,  in  love 

with  Monsieur  Thomas. 
Dorothea,  Monsieur  TJumas's  Sister. 

Abbess,  Maids,  S^c. 
England. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Alice  and  Valentine. 

Alice.  TJO W  dearly  welcome  you  are ! 

■■■-*■      Vol.  I  know  it ; 
And,  my  best  sister,  you  as  dear  to  my  sight, 
And  pray  let  this  confiim  it :  liow  you've 
govern'd  [vants. 

My  poor  state  in  ray  absence,  how  my  ser- 
I  dare  and  must   believe,  (else  I  should 

wrong  ye) 
The  best  and  worthiest. 

Alice.  As  my  woman's  wit,  sir. 
Which  is  but  weak  and  crazy. 

Val,  But,  good  Alice, 
Tell  me  how  fares  the  gentle  Cellide, 
The  life  of  my  affection,  since  my  travel. 
My  lon^  'and  lazy  travel  ?  Is  her  love  still 
Upon  the  growing  hand?  does  it  not  stop 
And  wither  at  my  years?  has  she  not  viewM 
And  enter tain*d  some  younger  smopth  be- 
haviour. 
Some  youth  but  in  his  blossom,  as  herself  is? 
There  lie  my  fears. 

Alic^.  They  need  not ;  for,  believe  met 
So  well  youVe  manag*d  her,  and  won  her 
mind,  [ripeness, 

Er'o  from  her  hours  of  childhood  to  this 


(And,  in  your  absence,  that  by  me  enforcM 

still) 
So  well  distillM  your  gentleness  into  her. 
Observed  her,  fed  her  fancy,  liv'd  still  in  her, 
And,  tho'  Love  be  a  boy,  and  ever  youthful, 
And  young  and  beauteous  objects  ever  aim'd 

at,  [Nature, 

Yet  here  you've  gone  beyond  Love,  better'd 
Made  him  appear  in  years,  in  grey  years  fiery, 
His  bow  at  full  bent  ever.  Fear  not,  brother ; 
For  tho'  your  body  has  been  far  off  from  her. 
Yet  every  hour  your  heart,  which  is  your 

goodness,  [too, 

I  have  forc'd  into  her,  won  a  place  prepar*d 
And  willingly  to  give  it  ever  harbour; 
Believe  she's  so  much  yours,  and  won  by 

miracle, 
(Which  is  by  age)  so  deep  a  stamp  set  on  her 
By  your  observances,  she  cannot  alter. 
\Vere  the  child  living  now  you  lost  at  sea 
Among  the  Genoa  ^lies,  what  a  happiness ! 
What  h  maio  blessmg ! 

Val.  Oh,  no  more,  good  sister ! 
Toudi  no  more  that  string,  'tis  too  harsh  and 

jarring!  [know. 

With  that  child  all  my  hopes  went,  and,  you 
The  root  of  all  those  hopes,  ^he  mother  too, 
Within  few  da  vs. 
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Alice,  Tis  too  true,  and  too  fatal; 
But  peace  be  with  their  soiils! 

Vol.  For  her  loss, 
I  hc^pe  the  beauteous  Cellide 

Alue.  You  may,  sir, 
For  all  she  is,  is  yours. 

VaK  For  the  poor  hoy's  loss, 
I've  brought  H  noble  friciul  I  found  in  travel ; 
A  worthier  mind, and  a  ur>re  temperate  spirit, 
If  I  have  so  much  judgment  to  discern  *em, 
Man  yet  was  never  master  of. 

Alice,  What  is  he? 

Val    A  p;entleman,  I  do  assure  njyself. 
And  of  a  worthy  breeding,  tho*  he  hide  it. 
I  found  him  at  Valentia,  poor  and  needy, 
Only  his  mind  the  master  of  a  treasure : 
I  sought  his  friendship,  won  him  by  much 

violence. 
His  honesty  and  modesty  still  fearing 
To  thrust  a  rhartjc  upon  me.  IIoiv  I  love  him, 
He  shall  now  know,  %vhere  want  and  he  here- 
after 
Shall  be  no  more  companions.  Use  him  nobly; 
It  is  my  will,  good  sister;  ail  I  have 
1  make  him  iree  companion  in,  and  partner. 
But  only 

Alice,  I  observe  you ;  hold  your  right  there; 
Xove  and  high  rule  allow  no  rivals,  brother. 
He  shall  have  fair  regvd,  and  all  observance. 

Enter  Ilt^lai, 

JJylns.  You're  welcome,  noble  sir. 

VuL  What,  mon!>ieur  Hvlas! 
I'm  glad  to  sec  your  merry  body  well  yet. 

Ht/ltis.  I'faith  you're  welcome  home!  What 
news  beyond  seas? 

Val.  None,  but  new  men  expected,  such  as 
you  are, 
To  breed  new  admirations.  Tis  my  sister ; 
Pray  you  know  her,  sir.  [lady? 

fh/'fas.  With  all  ray  heart.     Your  leave, 

Alice,  You  have  it,  sir. 

H^las.  A  shrewd  smart  touch !  which  does 
prognosticate 
A  body  keen  and  active:  Somewhat  old, 
But  that's  all  one;  age  brings  experience 
And  knowledge  to  dispatch.  T  must  be  better. 
And  nearer  in  my  service,  with  your  leave,  sir, 
To  thi%  fair  lady. 

Val,  What »,  the  old  'Squire  of  Dames  still? 

Ifylai,  Still  the  admirer  of  their  goodness. 
With  all  my  heart  now, 
T  love  a  woman  of  her  years,  a  pacer, 
That,  lay  the  bridle  on  her  neck,  will  tra- 
vel  

Forty,  and  somewhat  fulsome,  is  a  fine  dish ; 
These  young  colts  are  too  skittish. 


Enter  Mary, 

Alice,  My  cousin  Mary, 
In  all  her  joy,  sir,  to  congratulate 
Your  fair  return. 

Val,  My  loving  and  kind  cousin, 
A  thousand  welcomes ! 

Mart/.  A  thousand  thanks  to  IIeav*n,  sir. 
For  your  safe  voyage,  and  return ! 

Val.  I  thank  you.  fness 

But  where*s  my  blessed  Cellide  ?  Her  slack- 
Jn  visitation 

Ulary.  Think  not  so,  dear  uncle ; 
I  left  her  on  her  knees,  thanking  the  gods 
With  tears  and  prayers. 

Val.  You  have  given  me  too  much  comfort. 

Mary,  She  will  not  be  long  froui  you. 

Uylan,  Your  fair  cousin  ?  [sir, 

Val.  It  is  so,  and  a  bait  you  cannot  balk. 
If  your  old  rule  reign  in  you.    You  may 
know  her. 

Hylas,  A  happy  stock  you  have*.     Riglit 
worthy  lady. 
The  poorrst  of  your  servants  vows  his  duty 
And  oblig'd  faith. 

Mary,  Oh,  'tis  a  kiss  you  would,  sir ; 
Take  it,  and  tie  your  tongue  up. 

Hylas.  I'm  aJi  ass, 
I  do  perceive  now,  a  blind  ass,  a  blockhead ; 
For  this  is  handsomeness,  this  that  that  draws 
us,  [head. 

Body  and  bones.   Oh,  what  a  mountca  forc- 
What  eyes  and  lips,  what  every  thing  about 
her!  ,  .    [bears 

How  like  a  swan  she  swims  her  pace,  and 
Her  silver  breasts !  This  is  the  woman,  she^ 
Aud  only  she,  tliat  I  will  so  much  honour 
As  to  thmk  worthy  of  my  love ;  all  older  idols 
I  heartily  abhor,  and  give  to  gunpowder, 
And  all  complexions  beside^  hers,  to  gipsies. 

Enter  Francis  at  one  door,  and  Cellide  at 

another. 

Vol.  Oh,  my  dear  life,  my  better  heart ! 
all  dangers. 
Distresses  in  my  travel,  all  misfortunes. 
Had  they  been  endless  like  the  hours  upon  me, 
In  this  kiss  had  been  buried  in  oblivion. 
How  happy  have  you  made  me,  truly  happy  ! 

Cel,  My  joy  has  so  much  over-master 'd  me. 
That,  in  my  tears  for  your  return ^ 

Val.  Oh,  dearest ! 
My  noble  friend  too  ?  What  a  blessedness 
Have  I  about  me  now  1  how  full  my  wishes 
Are  come  again !    A  tliousand  beai  ty  wel- 
comes! 
I  once  more  lay  upon  you  !  All  I  have. 
The  fair  and  liberal  use  of  all  my  servants 


»  Whaty  the  old  'Squire  -of  Dames  tUll  f]  Alluding  to  the  squire  qf  dames,  who,  in  the 
seventh  canto  of  the  Legend  of  Chastity,  in  Spenser's  Fairy  Queen,  tells  Satyrane,  that,  by 
order  of  his  mistress  Columbel,  (aft«r  having  served  the  ladies  for  a  year)  he  was  sent  out 
a  second  time,  not  to  return  till  he  could  find  three  hundred  women  incapable  o^  yielding 

to  any  temptation.         R,  -it 

^  A  happy  stock  ytm  hate,  kc.}  This  is  made  a  continuation  pf  Valcnuue  S  speech,  by  aa 
•mission  of  Hylas's  name,  in  the  former  editions.        SemanL, 
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To  be  at  vour  command,  and  all  tlip  uses 
Of  all  within  my  power. 

Jram,  You're  too  munificen* ; 
Nor  am  I  able  to  conceive  those  thanks, 
sir 

Vol.  You  wron^  my  tender  love  uow,  even 
my  service ; 
Nothing  excepted  3,  nothing  stuck  between  us 
And  our  entire  aflfcctions,  but  this  woman ; 
lliis  r  beseech  ye,  friend 

Fran.  It  is  a  jewel, 
1  do  confess,  would  make  a  thief,  but  never 
Of  him  that's  so'  much  yours,  and  bound 

your  servant : 
That  were  a  base  ingratitude. 

Val,  You're  noble  I  [sir ; 

*Pray  be  acquainted  wit!i  her.  Keep  your  way, 
Mtoousin,  and  my  sister. 

Alut.  You're  most  welcome.  [sir, 

Marif.  If  any  thing  in  our  poor  pow'rs,  fair 
To  render  you  content,  and  liberal  welcome. 
May  but  appear,  command  it. 

Alice,  \(m  shall  Hnd  us 
Happy  in  our  performance. 

Fran.  The  poor  servant 
Oflxoth  vour  goodnesses  presents  his  service. 

Vul,  Come,  no  more  compliment;  custom 
bus  made  it 
Dull,  old,  and  tedious:    You  are  once  more 

welcome 
As  your  own  thoughts  can  make  ye,  and  the 

same  ever : 
And  so  well  in  to  ratify  it. 

Jfyfas.  Ilsirk  ye,  V^afentine : 
Is  Wild-Oats  yet  come  over? 

y»!.  Yes,  with  me,  sir. 

^larjf.  How  docs  he  bear  himself  ? 

Vui,  A  great  deal  be^er.  [well. 

y\hy  do  you  blush  .^   The  qcntleman  will  do 

Mary.  I  should  be  glad  on't,  sir. 

Val,  How  docs  his  fattier  ? 

lijflus.  As  mad  a  worm  as  e'er  he  was* 


Val.  I  look'd  for't  ; 
Shall  we  enjoy  your  company? 

Hf/las.  ril  wait  on  ye  : 
Only  a  thought  or  two. 
Val,  We  bar  all  prayers. 

[ilxeuni  all  but  lJyla$, 

Ilj/fas,  Tl I  i s  1  ast  wench !  ay,  this  last  w ench 

was  a  fair  one, 

A  dainty  wench,  a  rightone!  A  devil  take  it. 

What  do  I  ail?  to  have  fifteen  now  in  liking! 

Enough,  a  man   would   think,  to  stay  my 

stomach :  [thoughts? 

But  what's  6flecn,  or  fifteen  score,  to  my 

And  wherefore  are  mine  eyes  made,  and  have 

lights. 
But  to  encrcase  my  objects?  This  last  wench 
Sticks  plaguy  close  unto  me ;  a  hundred  pound 
I  were  as  close  to  her!  If  1  lov'd  now. 
As  many  foolish  men  do,  I  should  run  mad. 

[Esit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sebtistian  and  Lavncelot, 

Seb,  Sirrah,  no  more  of  your  French  shrugs, 
I  advise  you ! 
If  you  l>e  lousy,  shift  yourself. 

Latin,  May  it  please  your  worship 

Sfb.  Only  to  see  my  son ;  my  son,  good 
Launcelot ; 
Your  master  and  my  son !  Body  o'  me,  sir. 
No  money,  no  more  money,  monsieur  Laan« 

celot. 
Not  a  denier,  sweet  signior !  Bring  the  person. 
The  person  of  my  boy,  my  boy  Tom,  Mon- 
sieur Thomas, 
Or  get  you  gone  again !  Du  gala  whee  *,  sir ! 
Bussa  mi  cu,  good  i^uneelot !  vu/ettftes  ! 
My  boy  or  nothing ! 

Laun.  Then  to  answer  punctually. 
Stb.  I  say,  to  th'  purpo^; 
Imuh,  Then  I  say  to  th*  purpo«ie ; 
Because  your  worship's  vulgar  understanding 


'  VaL   Ye  wrong  my  tender  lore  now,  even  my  service, 
Nothing  accepted,  nothing  it uck  between  un 

And  our  entire  ujfectiuni,  but  this  zooman.]  ITie  first  line  is  very  obscore  :  Whoever 
mn«iders  tlie  turn  of  the  period  will  see  that  it  h  not  to  be  joined  with  the  second,  as  if  his 
modesty  would  not  accept  his  service.  It  is  evident  that  tlie  word  accepted  is  a  corruption, 
and  should  heescepted.  There  are  two  ways  of  solving  the  difficulty  of  the  first  Une  ;  either 
by  making.it  no  more  than  sayin'z,  *  Ye  wrong  my  tender  love  and  service.*  But  then  the 
tuhancing  particle  even  is  buperfiuons.     h  therefore  turn  tliis  particle  into  u  verb,  and  read, 

'  Ye  wrong  my  tender  love  now.     Even  my  service, 
*  Nothing  excepted,  &c.* 
<•  e.  '  Yo*i  shall  be  served  equal  with  myself;  or  expect  a  service  equal  to  that  which  is 
'  payed  to  me.'    The  cxpre^ssion  is,  I  allow,  obscure ;  but  the  best  poets  are  not  always  frc^ 
from  obscurity :  brevity  is  the  soul  of  poetry,  but  it  often  begets  difHcul ties  of  coubtruction. 

Seward, 
Tlie  change  n^  accepted  to  excepted  is  admissible:  hut  the  conversion  o£  the  particle  into 
a  verb,  to^etlier  with  the  new  punctu.ition,  is  uncouth  and  iiJmost  unintelligible. 

*  Du  guta  whet:  ]  The  expression  Du  cat  a  whee  occurs  in  The  Custom  uf  the  Country; 
upoo  which  we  have  said  (note  J8)  that  *  we  were  assured  it  was  not  Welch,'  as  Theobald 
lad  asserted,  though  without  declariui:  its  signification.  The  genuine  Welch,  of  which  this 
is  a  vitiation,  is^  Duw  caJw  chut,  God  ble^s  or  prc^*rve  you.  Duw  cadcQ  ni  h,  God  bless 
#r  preserve  us. 

*  k'ulctote.]  A  corruption  of  voila  tout  I 


TS 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS. 


[Act  1.  Scene  S. 


May  meet  me  at  the  nearest:  Your  son,  my 

master,  [him) 

Or  Monsieur  Thomas,  (for  so  his  travel  stiles 
Thro*  many  foreign  plots  that  virtue  meets 

with. 
And  dangers  (I  beseech  you  give  attention) 
Is  at  the  Inst  arriv'd,  [ly) 

To, ask  your  (as  the  Frenchman  calls  it  sweet- 
Brncdiction  dejour  en  jour. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  don't  conjure  me  with  your 

French  furies  •. 
iMun.  Che  ditfa  vou,  monsieur  ? 
Seb.  Che  do^a  vouy  rascal  !  ["plainly. 

Leave  me  your  rotten  language,  and  toll  me 
And  quickly,  sirrah,  lest  I  crack  your  French 

crown,  [tain'd 

What  your  good  master  mt^ans.  I  have  main- 
You  and  your  Monsieur,  as  1  take  it,  Laun- 

celot,  [jours ! 

These  two  years  at  your  dittif  votts,  your 
Jotir  me  no  more;  for  not  anotJier  penny 
Shall  pass  my  purse. 

Laun.  Your  worship  is  erroneous; 
For,  as  I  told  you,  yoursonTom,  or  Thomas, 
My  master  and  your  son,  is  now  arriv'd 
To  ask  you  (as  our  lanj;uage  hears  it  nearest) 
Your  quotidian  blessing ;  and  here  he  is  in 

person. 

Enter  Thomas. 

Seb,  What,  Tom,  boy  !  welcome  with  all 
my  heart,  boy ! 
Welcome,  'faith !   thou  hast  gladded  mc  at 

soul,  boy ! 
Infinite  glad  I  am.  I  have  pray'd  too,  Tliomas, 
For  you,  wild  Thomas.      Tom,  I  thank  thee 
For  coming  home.  [heaiiily 

Tho,  Sir,  I  do  find  your  prayers 
Have  much  prevail'd  above  my  sins 

Seb.  How's  this  ?  Friideness, 

Tho.  Else  certain  I  had  perish'd  with  my 
Ere  I  had  won  myself  to  that  discretion 
I  hope  you  shall  hereafter  find. 


Seb,  Humh,  htimh !  [spoil'd. 

Discretion  ?    Is  it  come  to  that  ?  the  boy*« 

Tho.  Sirrah,  you  rogue,  look  for't !  for  I 

will  make  thee 

Ten  times  more  miserable  than  thou  though t'sC 

thyself 
Before  thou  travell'dst :   Thou  hast  told  my 

father 
(I  know  it,  and  I  fiiid  it)  all  my  rogueries^ 
By  mere  way  of  prevention,  to  undo  mCi 

Jmu/i.  Sir,  as  I  speak  eight  languages,!  only 
Told  him  you  came  to  ask  his  benediction, 
Dc  jour  en  jour  ! 

Tho.  But  that  I  must  be  civil, 
I'd  beat  thee  like  a  dog. — Sir,  howsoever 
The  time  I  have  mis|ieut,  may  make  you 

doubtful,  *   [sion  ■ 

Nay,  harden  your  belief  'gainst  my  conver- 
sed. A  pox  o'  travel,  I  say ! 
Tho.  Yet,  dear  father. 
Your  own  experience  in  my  after-courses—* 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Seb.  Prithee  no  more ;  'tis  scurvy !  There's 

thy  sister.  [picks  ; 

Undone,  without  redemption  I  he  eats  with 
Utterly  spoil'd,  his  spirit  baffled  in  him  ! 
How  have  I  sin'd,  that  this  affliction 
Should  light  so  heavy  on  me  f  I've  no  more 

sons,  [nature 

And  this  no  more  mine  own ;  no  spark  of 
Allows  liim  mine  now ;  he's  grown  tame.  My 

grand  curse 
Hang  o'er  liis  head  that  thus  transform'd 

thee  !  Travel !  \sieur  .'— 

I'll  send  my  horse  to  travel  next! — We  MoH" 
Now  will  my  most  canonical  dear  neighbours 
Say,  1  have  found  my  son,  and  rejoice  with  me. 
Because  he  has  mcw'd  his  mad  tricks  olf. 

I  know  not,  [tleman. 

But  I  am  sure  this  Monsieur,  this  fine  gen- 
Will  never  be  in  my  l)ooks,Iike  mad  Thomas  7. 


•  DonU  conjure  mc  rcUh  your  French  furies.]  The  old  man  not  understanding  the  expres- 
sion dejour  enjour,  repeats  the  English  words  that  are  nearest  it  in  sound;  and  in  the  old 
quarto  of  this  play,  it  is  hard  to  distinguish  whether  the  last  word  be  juries  or  Juries  :  I 
prefer  the  former^  and  think  the  similitude  of  sounds  more  in  character  than  any  allusion 
between  the /</r<>s  and  conjuration.         Senmrd. 

Furies  is  the  m/ft/e  lection  of  the  old  quarto,  and  every  edition  prior  to  Mr.  Seward's  ;  it  is 
also  good  sense  and  natural ;  and  nmjure  mc  is  play  enouah  upon  I  .nunrelot's  dejour  en  jour. 

7  U7//  never  he  in  my  books,  lihe  mud  Thomas.\  In  Shakcsp/ure's  Much  Ado  about  No* 
tiling  tliis  expression  occurs : 

*  I  see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  i/our  hooks ;  * 
upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  and  Mr,  Stecveus  have  thus  commented: 

*This  is  a  phrase  used,  I  believe,  by  more  than  understand  it.  To  be  in  ont^s  books  is  to  he 
*    *  in  one's  codicils  or  will,  to  he  amongJ)iends  set  dou-nfor  IcgactcsJ        Johnson. 

I  rather  think  that  the  hooks  alluded  lo  are  memorandum  booki^,  like  the  visiting-books 
bf  the  present  age. 

Such  anotlier  expression  occurs  in  Middleton's  Comedy  of  Blurt  Master  Constable,  1602 : 

*  I'd  scratch  her  eyes  out,  if  my  man  stood  in  her  tables/ 
Again,  in  Shirley's  School  of  Compliment,  1637 : 

* There's  a  man  in  her  iubles  more  tlian  I  look'd  for.' 

Hamlet  says, 

*  My  tables,  meet  it  is  I  set  it  down        ^ 

when  be  pulls  out  his  pocket-book.  Probably 
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I  mast  go  seek  an  heir;  for  my  inheritance 
Must  not  turn  secretary.    Mj  name  and 
quality  [madness : 

JIaT«  kept  my  land  three  hundred  years  in 
An  it  slip  now,  may't  sink  !  \_Exit. 

Tho,  Excellent  sister,  [father  ? 

I'm  f»lad  to  see  thee  well — But  where's  my 

£hr.  Gone  discontent,  it  seems. 

Tho.  He  did  ill  in  it, 

As  he  does  all;  -for  I  was  uttering       [dying 

A  handsome  speech  or  two,  I  have  been  ?ru- 

£'cr  since  I  came  from  Paris.     How  glad  to 

see  thee !  [love  too, 

Ditr.  I'm  gladder  to  see  you  (with  more 
I  dare  maintain  it)  than  my  fatlicr's  sorry 
To  see  (as  he  suppost^s)  your  conversion ; 
And  1  am  sure  lie  s  vex'd  ;  nay  more,  I  know 
it;                              ,  [sir, 

irhaspray'd  against  it  mainly :  But  it  appears. 
You'd  ratlier  blind  him  with  that  poor  opinion 
Than  in  yourself  correct  it.  Dearest  brother, 
Since  there  is  in  our  uniform  resemblance 
No  more  to  make  us  two  but  our  bare  sexes, 
And  since  one  happy  birth  produc  d  u.<>  hither, 
Let  one  mor^  happy  mind 

J'ho.  It  shall  bo,  sister ; 
For  I  can  do  it  when  1  list,  and  yet,  wench, 
Be  mad  too  wheu  1  please ;  I  have  the  trick 
Beware  a  traveller.  [ou't: 

JJtor.  Leave  that  trick  too. 

T'io.  Not  for  the  world.    But  whcre's  my 
mistn-ss''?  [her. 

And  prithee  say  how  docs  she?  I  melt  to  see 
And  presently :   L  muit  away. 

Dvr.  Then  do  so, 
For  o'  my  faith  she  will  not  see  you,  brother 

Via.  Not  sec  me?  I'll . 

Dor.  Nov  you  play  your  true  self; 
Huw  would  my  faiher  love  this  !  I'll  assure 
you  [loudly) 

Slic  will  not  see  yon ;  siie  has  heard  (and 
Tlie  gamlHils  that  you  play'd  smce  your  de- 
parture, [chiefs, 
In  every  town  you  came,  your  several  uiis- 
Vour    ro'ises  and  your  wenches ;  all  your 

quarrels, 
AikI  tiie  no-cn\;s€S  of  'em ;  these,  I  take  it, 
jMtiio'  she  love  you  well,  to  modest  cars, 
To  one  tliat  waited  for  your  reformation, 
To  which  end  travel  was  propounded  by  her 

uneie, 
Must  needs,  and  reason  for  it,  be  examin'd. 
And  by  he  r  inodes>ty ;  and  fear'd  too  light  too, 
'I  o  tde'with  iie.'  attections :  You  have  lost  her, 
tor  any  Li)iiig  1  s.  e,  exil'd  yourself. 

ITk^,.  No  more  or  that,  sweet  Doll;  I  will 
be  civil. 


Dot.  But  how  long  ?  [ri^ht? 

T/to,  Wouldst  thou  have  me  lose  my  birth- 
For  yond  old  thing  will  disinherit  me, 
If  I  grow  too  demure.    Good  sweet  Doll, 

prithee. 
Prithee,  .dear  sister,  let  me  see  her  ! 

Dor.  No. 

I'/io.  Nay,  I  beseech  thee.    By  this  light— 

Dor,  Ay,  swagger. 

Tho.  Kiss  me,  and  be  my  friend ;  we  two 
were  twins. 
And  shall  we  now  grow  str^igers  ? 

Dor.  Tis  not  my  fault. 

Tho,  Well,  there  be  other  women ;  and 
remember  you,  [lands  too. 

You  were  the  cause  of  this  ;  there  be  more 
And  better  people  in  'em;  fare  ye  well! 
And  other  loves.   What  shall  become  of  me. 
And  of  niy  vanities,  because  they  grieve  you  ? 

Dor,  Come  hither,  come;  d'  you  see  that 
cloud  that  flies  there  ? 
So  light  are  you,  and  blown  with  every  fan- 
cy [vil  ? 
Will  you  but  make  me  hope  you  may  be  cj- 
I  know  your  nature's  sweet  enough,  and  ten- 
der,                                          [mistress  ? 
Not  grated  on,  nor  curb'd  :  D'you  love  your 

Tho,  lie  lies  that  says  I  do  not. 

Dur,  \Vouid  you  see  her  ? 

2^10,  If  you  please,  for  it  must  be.  so. 

Dor.  And  appear  to  her 
A  thing  to  be  belov'd  ? 

Tho,  Yes. 

Dor.  Change  then 
A  little  of  your  wildncss  into  wisdom, 
And  put  on  a  more  smoothness. 
I'll  do  the  best  i  can  to  help  you ;  yet 
1  do  protest  she  swore,  and  swore  Jt  deeply. 
She  would  ne'er  see  you  more.  Where's  your 

man's  heart  now  r 
What,  do  you  faint  at  tins  ? 

Tho.  She  is  a  woman: 
But  he  she  entertains  next  for  a  servant, 
1  sha^^  be  Lold  to  quarter  ! 

Dor.  No  thoui^ht  of  iii^hting.  [rul'd, 

Go  in,  tmd  there  we'll  talk  more;  be  but 

And  what  lies  in  my  |>owcr,  ye  shall  be  sure 

of.  "  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IlL 
Enter  Alice  and  Mari/, 

Alice.  lie  cannot  be  so  wild  still ! 

Morj/.  '^lis  most  certain; 
Tve  now  heard  all,  and  all  the  truth. 

A  lice.  Grtmt  all  that ; 
Is  he  the  first  that  has  been  giv'n  a  lost  man. 


Probably  the  phrase  was  originally  adopted  from  the  tradesman's  lan;»uage.  'To  be  in 
traJtsmans  bucks '  might  formerly  have  been  an  expression  in  common  conversation  for 
a /riii/ of  any  other  kind.         Seward.  ,.    ,     «*     o  j      -u 

*  yut  U>r  'the  world.  But  tcherei  my  7w/s^m<.]  This  Ime  haltmg  a  little,  Mr.  Setrard,  with 
admirable  precision,  reads,  .  .         «. 

.  Not  for  tlie  world ;  but  where  s  my  misteress  Y 
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[Act  1.  Scene  S. 


And*yet  come  fairly  home  }  He's  young  and 

tender, 
And  fit  for  that  iropiession  your  affections 
Shall  stamp  upon  him.  Age  brings  on  discre- 
tion ;  [sess  hira 
A  vcar  hence,  these  mad  toys  that  now  pos- 
Will  shew  like  bugbears  to  him,  shapes  to 

fright  him  ; 
Marriage  dissolves  all  tlieso  like  mists. 

Mary.  Thf-y're  grounded 
HereditJiry  in  him,  from  his  father, 
And  t^)  his  grave  they'll  haunt  him. 

Alice.  *'Vib  your  fear. 
Which  is  a  wise  part  in  you ;  yet  vour  love, 
However  you  may  seem  to  lessen  it 
With  tlrcse  dislikes,  and  choak  it  with  these 
errors,  [him : 

Do  what  you  can,  will  break  out  to  excuse 
Yuu  have  him  in  your  heart,  and  planted, 
cousin,  [cretion, 

From  whence  the  power  of  reason,  nor  disr 
Can  ever  root  hira. 

Mary,  Planted  in  my  heart,  aunt  ? 
Believe  it,  no  ;  I  never  was  so  liberal. 
What  tho*  he  shew  a  so-so-comely  fellow. 
Which  we  call  pretty,  or  say  it  may  be  hand- 
some; 
What  tho*  his  promises  may  stumble  at 
The  power  of  goodness  in  him,  sometimes 
use  loo 
Alice.  How  willingly  thy  heart  betrays 
thee !  Cousin,  [power 

Cozen  thyself  no  more:  Th'  hast  no  more 
To  leave  otf  loving  him,  than  he  that's  thirsty 
Has  to  abstain  from  drink  standing  before 

him. 
His  mind  is  not  so  monstrous ;  for  his  shape, 
If  I  have  eyes,  I  have  not  seen  his  better; 

A  handsome  brown  complexion 

Mart/.  Reasonable, 
Inclining  to  a  tawny. 

Alice.  Had  I  said  so 
You  would  have  wish'd  my  tongue  out.   Then 

his  making 

Maty.  Which  may^be  mended;  I  have  seen 
legs  straighter, 
And  cleaner  made. 

Alice,  A  body  too 

Mary.  Far  neater. 
And  better  set  together. 

Alice,  God  forgive  thee !  [ly. 

For*  gainst  thy  conscience  thou  liest  stubborn- 

Maty.  I  grant  *tis  neat  enough. 

yl/«fc.  Tis  excellent;  [loi'ely. 

And  where  the  outward  parts  are  fair  and 

(Which  are  but  moulds  o*  tli'mind)  what 

must  the  soul  be  ? 
Put  case  youth  has  his  swing,  and  fiery  nature 
Flames  to  mad  uses  many  times 


Mary.  All  this 
You  only  use  to  make  me  say  I  love  him : 
I  do  confess  I  do ;  but  that  my  fondness 
Should  ding  itself  upon  his  desperate  fol- 
lies  

-    Alice.  I  do  not  counsel  that ;  see  him  re^ 

claimM  first. 
Which  H»ill  not  prove  a  miracle :  Yet,  Mary, 
I  am  afraid  'twill  vex  thee  horribly 
To  stay  so  long. 

Mary.  No,  no,  aunt;  no,  believe  roe. 
Al'cc.  What  was  your  dream  to-night  *? 
for  I  ohserv'd  you  [Tom  ! ' 

IIufTtiing  of  ine,  with,  <  Good,  dear,  sweet 
Maty.  Fy,  aunt! 

Upon  iny  conscience 

Alice.  On  my  word  'tis  true,  wench. 
And  then  you  kiss'd  me,  Mary,  more  thar\ 

once  loo. 
And  sighM,  and   *0h,  sweet  Tom'i   again. 

Nay,  do  not  blush; 
You  have  it  at  the  heart,  wench. 

Mury.  ril  be  hang'd  first ; 
But  you  must  iiave  your  way. 

Enter  Dorothea. 
Alice.  And  so  will  you  too. 
Or  break  down  hedges  for  it.    Dorothea  ! 
ITie  welcom'st  woman  living.   How  does  thy 
brother?  [man, 

I  bear  he  s  turn'd  a  wondrous  civil  gentle- 
Since  his  short  travel. 

JJor.  'Pray  Heav'n  he  make  it  good,  Alice. 
Mary.  How  do  you,  frieud  ?  1  have  a  quar- 
rel to  you  i 
You  stole  away  and  left  my  company. 

Dor.  Oh,  pardon  uic,  dear  friend  ;  it  was 
to  welcome 
A  brother,  that  I  have  some  cause  to  love 
well.  [truth. 

Mary.  Prithee  how  is  he?  thou  speak *!3t 
Dor.  Not  perfect; 
I  hope  he  will  be. 

JUlary.  Never.  H*  has  forgot  me, 

I  hear,  wench,  and  his  hot  love  too 

Alice.  Thou  wouldst  howl  then. 
Mary.  And  I  am  glad  it  should  be   so : 
His  travels 
Have  yielded  him  variety  of  mistresses. 
Fairer  in  his  eye  far. 

Alice.  Oh,  cogging  rascal ! 

Mary.  I  was  a  fool,  but  better  thouglits, 

thank  Heav'n 

Dor.  'Pray  do  not  think  so,  for  he  loves  you 

dearly,  [you. 

Upon  my  troth,  most  firmly ;  would  fain  st  e 

Mary.  Sec  lue,  friend  !  I)o  you  tfiink  it  fit  ? 

Dor.  It  may  be. 

Without  the  loss  of  credit  too :  He's  not 
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*  What  rcaiyour  dreanty  &c.]  We  have  had  occasion  to  observe  before,  that  Congreve  was 
much  obliged  to  our  Authors  upon  several  occasions  ;  and  we  cannot  but  think  he  had  been 
reading  tliis  scene  before  he  wrote  the  third  scene  in  the  second  act  of  The  Old  Bat- 
chelor.  J^. 


Apt  1.  Scene  S.] 

c 

Such  a  prodigious  Uiing,  so  monstrous, 

To  fling  from  all  society. 

Mary,  lie's  so  mucK  contrary 
To  luy  desires,  such  an  antipatiiy, 
That  i  must  sooner  sec  my  grave. 

Ihr,  Dear  friend. 
He  was  not  so  before  lie  went. 

Mary,  I  grant  it. 
For  then  1  duity  hop'd  his  fair  conversion. 

Alice,  Conic,  do  not  mask  yourself,  but 
see  him  freely ; 
Ton  have  a  mind. 

Mary,  Tliat  mind  I'll  master  then. 

Vw.  And  is  your  hate  so  mortal? 

Mary.  Not  to  his  fJcrson, 
But  to  his  qualities,  his  mad -cap  follies, 
Which  r»till  like  Hydra's  heads  grow  thicker 

on  him. 
I  have  a  credit,  friend ;  and  maids  of  my  sort 
Ijove   tvhere  Uieir  modesties  may  live  un- 
tainted. 

Dor,  J  (rive  up  that  hope  then :  'Pray,  for 
vour  friend's  sake, 
If  I  have  any  interest  within  you. 
Do  but  this  courtesy,  accept  this  letter. 

Mary    From  him?  \}^^9 

Dur.  The  same.  Tis  but  a  minute's  rtad- 
And,  as  we  look  on  shapes  of  painted  devils. 
Which  for  the  present  may  disturb  our  fancy, 
But  witli  the  next  i|ew  object  lose  'em ;  so. 
If  this  be  foul,  you  may  i'or^^et  it.     Tray  ! 

Mary,  Have  you  seen  it,  friend  ? 

l)ar,  I  will  not  lie,  I  huve  not ; 
But  I  presume,  so  much  he  honours  you. 
The  worst  part  of  himself  was  cast  away 
When  to  his  best  part  lie.  writ  this. 

Mary,  For  your  sake ; 
Not  tiiat  1  any  way  shall  like  his  scribbling—- 

Alice.  A  shrewd  disseutbliii^  quean  ! 

Dor,  I  tliank  you,  dear  friend. 
I  know  she  loves  him. 

Alice.  Yes,  and  will  not  lose  him. 
Unless  he  leap  into  tlie  moon,  believe  that, 
And  then  she'll  scramble  too.  Young  wcnchcb' 
loves  [bhit't, 

Are  like  tlie  course  of  qutu'tans ;  thi'v  niny 
And  scco)  to  cease  somctiiiiLS,  and  yel  v\  o  sec 
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The  least  distemper  pulls  'em  back  ai^ain. 
And  seats  'em  in  their  old  course :  Fear  her 
Unless  he  be  a  devil.  ["oi, 

Mary.  Now  Heai^'n  bless  me ! 

Dor,  What  has  he  writ? 

Mary.  Out,  out  upon  him ! 

Dor.  Ha !  what  has  the  madman  done  } 

Mary.  Worse,  worse,  and  worse  still ! 

Alice.  Some  Northern  toy,  a  little  broad, 

Mary.  Still  fouler ! 
Hey,  hey,  boys !  Goodness. keep  me !  Oh ! 

Ihtr.  What  ail  you  ? 

Mary.  Here,  take  your  spell  again;  \% 
burns  my  fingers. 
Was  ever  lover  writ  so  sweet  a  letter. 
So  elegant  a  stile?  'Prav  look  upoii't; 
The  rarest  inventory  of  rank  oaths 
That  ever  cut-purse  caot. 

Alice.  What  a  mad  boy  is  this ! 

Mary.  Only  i'  th*  bottom 
A  little  julep  gently  sprinkled  over      [ters; 
To  cool  his  mouth,  lest  it  break  out  in  blisi* 

*  Indeed  law,  yours  for  ever.' 

Dor.  I  am  sorry. 

Mary.  You  shall  be  welcome  to  me,  come 
when  you  please. 
And  c\er  may  command  me  virtuously ; 
But  for  your  brother,  you  must  pardon  me  : 
Till  r  am  of  his  nature,  no  access,  friend, 
No  word  of  visitation,  as  you  love  me. 
And  s^i  for  now  I'll  leave  you.  [Exit, 

Alice,  What  a  letter  [thunder ! 

.Has  this  thing  written!  how  it  roars  like 
With  what  a  state  he  enters  into  stile  ! 

*  Dear  mistress ! ' 

Dor.  Out  upon  him,  bedlam! 

Alice.  Wvll,  there  be  ways  to  reach  her 
yet:  Such  likeness 
As  you  two  carry,  nietliiiiks^-^ 

Dor.  I  am  mad  too, 
And  yet  can  apprehend  you.     Fare  you  well ! 
The  fool  shall  now  fish  for  himself. 

Alice.  Be  sure  thin 
His  tcw)^h  be  tith  and  strong;  and  next,  no 

swearing ; 
He'll  ca^ch  no  fish  eUe.     Farewell,  Doll ! 

Dor.  FarcwelJ,  Alice  !  [Exvut\t» 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Valentine,  Alice,  and  Ctllide. 

Cel,  INDEED  heismuchcliang'd, extreme*- 

-■•     ly  alter'd. 
His  colour  faded  strangely  too. 

Vol.  The  air. 
The  sharp  and  nipping  air  of  our  new  climate, 
I  liopcy  IS  all,  which  will  as  well  restore 
To  health  again  th'  affected  body  by  it, 
And  make  it  stronger  far,  as  leave  it  danger- 
ous. 

Vol.  II.  M 


How  docs  my  sweet  ?  Our  blessed  hour  comes 

mi  now 
Apace,  my  Cellide,  (it  knocks  at  doer) 
in  wliicli  our  loves  aild  loiii;  desires,  like  ri- 
Uising  asuii(i<-r  I'ar,  shall  fall  tojiether.  [vers 
Within  tiiese  two  days,  dear 

Cel.  When  Heav'n  and  you,  sir,    [vern'd. 
Still  think  it  fit ;  for  by  your  wills  Vm  go- 

Alice,  Twere  good  some  preparation^— 

Enter  Francis, 
VaL  All  tliat  may  be ; 
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It  shall  be  no  blind  weddiogr  And  all  the  joy 
or  all  our  friends,  I  hope.    He  looks  worse 
hourly :  [coldly ; 

How  does  my  friend  ?  myself?  He  sweats  too 
His  pulse,  liKe  the  slow  dropping  of  a  spout. 
Scarce  gives  his  function,     llow  is*t,  man  r 

Alas,  sir. 
You  look  extreme  ill :  Is  it  any  old  grief. 

The  weight  o£  which 

Fran.  None,  gentle  sir,  that  I  feel ; 
Your  love  is  too,  too  tender.    Nay,  believe, 
sir —  [health : 

Cet.  You  cannot  be  the  master  of  your 
Either  some  fever  lies  in  wait  to  catch  you. 
Whose  harbinn;ers  already  in  your  face 
We  see  preparing,  or  some  discontent. 
Which,  if  it  lie  in  this  house,  (I  dare  say. 
Both  for  this  noble  eentlcraan,  and  all 
That  live  within  it)  Sinll  as  readily       [en*d. 
Be  purg'd  away,  and  with  as  much  care  soft- 
Ana  where  the  cause  is 

fj'an.  Tis  a  joy  to  be  ill. 
Where  such  a  virtuous  fair  physician 
Is  ready  to  relieve  :  Your  noble  cares 
I  must,  and  ever  shall,  be  thankful  for  ; 
And  would  my  service—  (I  dare  not  look  upon 

her) — 
But  be  not  fearful ;  I  feel  nothing  dangerous ; 
A  grudging,  caused  by  th*  alteration 
Of  air,  may   hang  upon  me :  My  heart's 
I  would  it  were ! [whole. — 

Vol.  I  knew  the  cause  to  be  so. 

Fran.  No,  you  shall  never  know  it. 

Alice.  Some  warm  broths. 
To  purge  the  blood,  and  keep  }K>ur  bed  a  day» 
And  sweat  it  out.  [sir, 

Cel.  I  have  such  cordials, 
That,  if  you  will  but  promise  me  to  take 'cm, 
Indeed  you  shall  be  well,  and  very  quickly. 
I'll  be  your  doctor ;  you  shall  see  how  finely 
I'll  fetch  you  up  agam. 

Vui.  He  sweat*  extremely ;  [now. 

Hot,  very  hotj  His  pulse  beats  like  a  drum 
Peel,  sister,  feel!  feel,  sweet! 

Fran,  llow  that  touch  slung  me  ! 

VaL  My  gown  there! 

Cel,  And  those  juleps  in  the  window! 

Alice.  Some  sec  his  hed  made. 

Vul.  This  is  most  unhappy ! 
Take  courage,  man ;  *tis  nothing  but  an  ague. 

Cel.  And  this  shall  be  tlie  last  fit. 

Fran.  Not  by  thousands  I 
Now  what  'tis  to  be  truly  miserable, 
I  feel  at  full  experience. 


Alice^  He  grows  fainter.  [A  vomit ; 

Val.  Come,  lead  him  in ;  he.  shall  to  bed. 
V\\  have  a  vomit  for  him. 

Alice.  A  purge  first ; 
And  if  he  breath'd  a  vein- ^ 

Val,  No,  no,  no  bleeding; 
A  clyster  will  cool  all, 

CeL  Be  oi'  good  chear,  sir ! 

Alice.    He's  loth  to  speak. 

Cel.  How  hard  he  holds  my  hand,  aunt ! 

Alice.  I  do  not  like  that  sign. 

Vol.  Away  to*s  chamber, 
Softly  ;  he's  full  of  pain ;  be  dilijicnt. 
With  all  the  care  ye  have.     'Would  I  had 
'scus'd  him !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  rail  at  me?  Do  I  dwel| 
in  her. 
To  force  her  to  do  this  or  that?  Your  letter  ! 
A  wild-fire  mi  your  letter,  your  sweet  letter  I 
You  are  so  learned  in  your  writs  I  You  stmid 
now  [tippet, 

As  if  y'  had  worried  sheep.    You  must  turn 
And  suddenly,  ajid  truly,  and  discreetly. 
Put  on  the  shape  of  order  and  humanity, 
Or  you  must  marry  Malkyn  the  May-lady ; 
You  nmst,  dear  brotlicr.    Do  you  make  nic 

carrier 
Of  your  confoundrroe's,  and  your  culverins  .> 
Am  I  a  seemly  agent  for  your  oaths  ? 

Who  would  have  writ  such  a  dcbosli*d • 

Tho.  Your  patience ; 
May  not  a  man  profess  his  love  ? 

ior.  In  blasphemies?  [devils? 

lliick  a  maid's  tender  ears  with  damns  and 
Out  *%  out  upon  thet ! 

Tlio,  How  would  you  have  me  write  ? 
Begin  with  '  My  love  premised ;  surely, 
*  And  by  my  truly,  mistress?' 

Dor,  Take  your  own  course. 
For  I  see  all  persuasion's  lost  upon  you,      , 
Humanity  all  drown'd :  From  this  hour  fairly 
Til  wash  my  hands  of  all  you  do.     Farewell^ 
T/io.  Thou  art  not  mad  ?  [sir  ! 

Dor.  No;  if  J  were,  dear  brother, 
I  would  keep  you  company.  Get  a  new  mis^ 
tress,       '  (oaths 

Some  suburb  saint**,  that  sixpence  and  s(mio 
Will  draw  to  pailey ;  carouse  her  health  in 
cans  [beauty ; 

And   candles'  ends",  and  quarrel  for   her 


"  Tho.  Out,  out  vpon  thee  /}  This  seems  the  conclusion  of  Dorothea's  speech,  not  tlie  be- 
ginning of  Tliomas's,  whose  stile  widely  differs  from  this.         Scuard, 
**  Some  suburb  saint,  that  sixpence  and  some  others 

Will  draw  to  pur  let/,]  The  necessity  of  reading  oaths  here  instead  of  others  is  too  evident 
to  need  a  proof.  The  mistake  prol^ably  arose  from  spelling  oaths  with  an  othes,  which  I 
have  often  met  with  in  our  Authors,  and  in  other  writings  of  their  age.         Seward, 

*»  — . Ccrouse  her  health  in  cans 

And  candles'  ends.] 

.  '  To  drink  off  candles'*  ^nds  for  fiap-dragons,' 
is  one  of  the  qualifications  which  Falstaff  assigns  for  Prince  Hetiry's  love  fipr  Poins.  It  seems 

T  to 
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Such  a  sweetheart  must  serve  yoar  iurn: 

Your  old  love 
llclcases  you  of  all  your  ties,  disclaims  you. 
And  utterly  abjures  your  memory, 
^lill  time  has  better  manag'd  you.   Will  you 

command  me 

Tho.  Wliat,  bobb*d  of  all  sides? 
Dor.  Any  worthy  sert'ice 
Unto  my  fatlier,  sir,  that  I  may  tell  him, 
Kvcn  to  his  peace  of  heart,  and  much  re- 
joicing, 
Yuu  arc  his  true  son  Tom  itill  ?  Will  it  please 

yrm 
To  be.'it  some  half-a-dozen  of  his  servants 

presently, 
That    I  may  testify  you  have  brought  tlie 

same  faith 
Unblemish'd  home,  you  carried  out  ?  Or,  if  it 

like  you, 
There  be  two  chambermaids  within,  young 

wcnf:ljes, 
lland-iome,  and  apt  for  exercise :  You  have 

h<^en  good,  sir. 
Ami  charitable,  tho'  I  say  it,  signior. 
To  such  poor  orphans*    And  now,  by  th*  way, 

I  think  on't, 
Vour  young  rear-admiral,  I  mean  your  last 

bastard,  [maid, 

Don  John,  you  had  by  lady  Blanch  the  dairy* 
Is  by  an  academy  of  learned  gypsies, 
Foreseeing  some  strange  wonder  in  the  infant, 
8tol'n  from  the  nurse,  and  wanders  with  those 

prophets.  [sir. 

There  is  plate  in  the  parlour,  and  good  store, 
When  you  want  *',  shall  supply  it.     So  most 


humbly 


[ 


sir 


Efiter  Sebastian  ttnd  Launctht, 
Seh.  Sinah,  I  say  still  you  have  spoil'd 
your  master :  Leave  your  stitches  ** ! 
I  say,  thou  hast  spoilM  thy  master. 
iMun.  I  say,  how,  sir  r 
Seb.  Marry,  th*  hast  taught  him,  like  ad 
arrant  rascal, 
First,  to  read  perfectly,  which  no  my  blcssinff 
I  warn'd  him  from ;  for  1  knew  if  he  read 

once. 
He  was  a  lost  man.  Secondly,  Sir  Launcelot^ 
Sir  lowjy  Launcelot,  you  have  suffered  him. 
Against  my  power  lirst,  then  against  my  pre* 
ccpt,  Ipany* 

To  keep  that  simpering  sort  of  people  com?* 
That  sol.er  men  call  civil :  Mark  you  that, 
JL/7UR.  An't  please  your  worship-- —  [sirx 
Scb.  It  docs  not  please  my  worship, 
Nor  sliall  not  please  my  worship  !  Third  and 
lastly,  [thee  for. 

Which,  if  the  law  were  here,  I  would  hang 
(However,  I  will  lame  tlieej  like  a  villain, 
Thou  hast  wmught  him 
Clean  to  forget  what  'tis  to  do  a  mischief, 
A  handsome  mischief,  such  as  tliou  knew'nt 
I  lov'd  well.  [sour'd, 

My  servants  all  are  sound  now,  my  drink 
Not  a  horse  pawn'd,  nor  play*d  away ;  no 
Come  fat  the  breach  of  peace ;  [warrants 
Men  travel  with  their  money,  and  nothing 

meets  'em. 
I  was  accursM  to  send  thee  !  thou  wert  cVer 
Lcaniui;  to  lu/iness,  and  loss  of  spirit; 
Thou  sinpt^t  still  like  a  cork  upon  tlio  water. 
Jmuti,  Yt>ur  worship  knows,  I  ever  wa» 
accounted  [member, 

Tho  most  dtrbosh'd-— And,  please  you  to  re- 
( Every  day  drunk  too,  for  your  worship's  ere* 
I  broke  tlie  butler's  head  too.  [dit) 

Stb.  No,  ba5i!  pulliard  »*,  [l)eaten, 

I  do  remember  y«t  that  onslaught;  thou  wast 
And  flcd'st  before  the  butler,  a  blackjack 
I'laying  upon  thee  furiously;  I  saw  it; 
1  saw  thee  scattered,  rogue.  Behold  thy  master! 

Eitlcr  T/iomaSy  with  a  book. 

Tho,  What  sweet  content  dwells  here  ! 
Laun.  Put  up  your  book,  sir ; 
We  are  jdl  uudone  else* 

SeO.  Tom,  when  is  the  horse-race  ? 
Tho.  I  know  not,  sir. 
Seb,  You  will  be  there  ? 


(First  rendering  my  due  service)  I  take  leave, 

[lirit, 
Tho,  Why,  Doll !  wh5,  Doll,  I  say  !  My 

letter  fubl/d  too, 
And  no  access  without  T  men»l  my  manners? 
All  my  designs  in  limbo  ?  1  will  have  her, 
Ye**,  I  will  have  her,  tho'  the  devil  roar, 
I  am  rcsolv'd  ttiat,  if  she  live  above  groimd. 
ril  not  be  bobb*d  i*  th'  nose  vvith  every  bol)- 
J  will  lie  civil  too,  now  I  think  better,  [tail. 
Exreeding  civil,  wondrous  finely  carried  ; 
Anrl  yet  be  mad  upon  occasion. 
And  stark  mad  too,  and  save  my  land :  My 

father, 
ni  have  my  will  of  him.  howc'er  my  wench 

goes.  [Exit, 

* 
to  have  been  a  cant  phrase  amongst  drinkers,  which  hitherto  has  not  been  satisfactorily 
explained.     The  only  illustration  we  can  give  of  it,  is  that  quoted  by  Mr.  Steevens,  from 
Na^h,  in  Pierce  Pennyless  his  Supplication  to  the  Devil,  who  advises  hard  driwkers  *  to  haw 

•  some  shoeing-lionis  to  pull  on  thfir  wine,  as  a  rasher  on  the  coals,  or  a  red  herriug;  or  to 

*  stir  it  about  with  a  cundfvs  end,  to  make  it  taste  better,  &c.*         R. 

From  this  passat^c  it  sliould  seem  to  linve  been  a  piece  of  gallantry  to  drink  off  the  liquor 
with  tfic  candid  ends  in  it;  and  the  passage  in  Shakespeare  proves  it  was  customary*  to 
drink  off  candles'  evds.^ 

»J   IFA<m  your  wants  s/'/tf'/ s///»/)(y  i/.]  Former  editions.         Seuard. 

>4  Ijcave  1/oiir  stiches.l  Probably  we  should  reatl  speeches, 

■5  J^r  pulliard.]  Faillard,  'd  debauchee,  a  Khorc-mastcr ;  from  the  French.     Skinner. 

S€a;atd^ 
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[Act  f .  8ceD«  %, 


Tho.  Not  I,  sir; 
I  have  forgot  those  joumics. 

Seb.  SpoiFd  for  ever ! 
The  cocking  holds  at  Derby,  and  there  will  be 
Jack  Wildcats,  and  Will  Purser. 

Tho,  I  am  sorry,  sir, 
llicy  should  employ  their  time  so  slenderly ; 
Their  understandings  will  bear  better  courses. 

Sib.  Yes,  I  will  marry  again  !-*But,  Mon- 
sieur Thomas,  [you 
What  say  you  to  the  gentleman  that  challeng*d 
Before  ye  went*,  and  tlie  fellow  ye  fell  out 

Tho.  Oh,  good  sir,  [with  ? 

Remember  n?t  those  follies.    Where  I  have 

wrong'd,  sir, 
prt  much  rve  now  learn 'd  to  discern  myself) 
.     My  means,  and  my  repentance  shall  make 
^     Nor  do  i  think  it  any  imputation        [even ; 
To  let  the  law  persuade  me. 

Seb.  Any  woman  ; 
I  care  not  of  what  colour,  or  complexion  ; 
Any  that  can  bear  children !  Rest  you  merry  ! 

[Exit. 

Laun,  Ye  have  utterly  undone^  clean  dis- 
charg'd  me ; 
Vm  for  the  ragged  regiment. 

Tho.  Eight  languages, 
And  wither  at  an  old  man's  words? 

Laun.  Oh,  pardon  me ! 
I  know  him  but  too  well.   Eightscore,  I  take 

Will  not  keep  me  from  beating,  if  not  killing : 

Vll  give  him  leave  to  break  a  leg,  and  thank 

him.  [little ; 

You  might  have  sav'd  all  tin's,  and  sworn  a 

*  What  had  an  oatli  or  two  been  ?  or  a  head 

broke,  [old  man  ? 

Tho'  't  had  been  mine,  to  have  satlbficd  the 

Tho.  I'll  break  it  yet. 

Laun.  Now  'tis  too  late,  I  take  it. 

Will  you  be  drunk  to  night,  (a  less  entreaty 

Has  served  your  turn)  and  save  all  yet  ?  uot 

mad  drunk. 

For  then  you  are  the  devil ;  yet  the  drunker. 

The  better  for  your  father  still.  Your  state  is 

desperate,  [it  : 

■     And  with  a  desperate  cure  you  must  recover 

Do  something,  do,  sir;  do  some  drunken 

thing,  [us. 

Some  mad  thing,  or  some  any  thing  to  help 

Tho.  Go  for  a  fidler  then ;  the  poor  old 

fidler  [mistress  ? 

That  says  bis  sones.  But  first,  where  lies  my 

Did  you  enquire  out  that? 


Laun.  V  ih'  lodge,  alone,  sir. 
None  but  her  own  attendants. 

Tho.  Tis  the  happier:  [am 

Away  then,  tind  tliis  iidler,  and  do  not  min 
By  nine  oVlock. 

Laun.  Via »«  /  [Exit. 

The.  My  fatlier*s  mad  now, 
And  ten  to  one  will  disinherit  roes 
IMl  put  him  to  bis  plunge,  and  yet  be  merry. 
What,  Rybabalde? 

Enter  Hiflat  and  Sam. 

Hyias.  Don  Thomasio ! 
De  bene  venew  *. 

Tho.  I  do  embrace  your  body. 
How  dobt  thou,  Sam  ? 

Sam.  1'he  same  Sam  still ;  your  friend,  sir. 

Tho.  And  how  is't,  bouncing  boys  ? 

Hj/iat.  Thou  art  not  alter'd ; 
They  said  thou  wert  ail  Monsieur. 

Tho.  Oh,  believe  it, 
[  am  much  altered,  much  another  way ; 
llie  civil'st  gentleman  in  all  your  country : 
Do  not  ye  see  me  alter'd  ?  *  Yea  and  nay,* 
getulemen  ;  [wine,  boys  f 

.  A  much -converted  roan.    Where*s  the  best 

Hifias.  A  sound  convertite  I 

Tho.  What,  hast  thou  made  up  twenty  yet? 

Hi/ las.  ByV  lady, 
I've  giv'n  a  shrcud  push  at  it,  for,  as  I  take  it, 
The  last  I  fell  in  love  wi]th  scur*d  sixteen. 

I'ho.  Look  to  your  skin;  Rambaldo  tbt 
sleeping  giant 
Will  rouse  and  rent  thee  piecQrroea]. 

Sam.  He  ne'er  perceives  *em 
Longer  than  looking  on. 

2'ho.  Thou  never  mean'st  then 
To  marry  any  that  thou  lov'st  ? 

Ilj/ias.  No  surely. 
Nor  any  wise  man,  I  think.     Marriage? 
Would  you  have  me  now  begin  to  be  prcntlee, 
And  learn  to  cobble  other  men*s  old  boots? 

Sam.  Why,  you  may  take  a  maid. 

Hj/Zas.  Where?  can  you  toll  me? 
Or,  if  'twere  possible  I  miiiht  get  a  maid, 
To  what  use  should  X  put  her?  look  upon  her. 
Dandle  her  upon  my  Knee,  and  give  her  su- 
gar-sops r  [her, 
All  the  new  gowns  i'th' parish  will  not  please 
If  she  be  high  bred,  (for  there's  tiie  sport 

she  aims  at) 
Nor  all  the  fcatliers  in  the  Fryars. 

2%o.  Then  take  a  widow, 
A  good  staunch  yvcuch,  that's  tith. 


*  Before  he  went,]  So  all  copies;  but  surely  erroneously,  as  the  least  attention  will  de^ 
monstratc.    The  corruption  is  very  easy.        /.  JY^ 

"•  Via  /]  I.  e.  Away  I 

< Araunt,  dull  flat-cap  then  ! 

*  Via,  the  curtain  tliat  shadowed  Borgia  ! 

'  There  lie,  thou  husk  of  my  eiivassaU'd  state.' 

Eastward  Hoe,  act  ii, 

*  Corac  now,  via,  alc^ne  to  Celia.' 

Marston*8  What  You  Will,  act  ii.        It 

*  Bene  Tencv.']  A  corruption  of  bien  venue* 
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IfyUa.  And  begin  a  new  order  f 
lire  in  a  dead  man's  monument?  Not  I,  sir. 
Ill  keep  mine  old  road,  a  true  mendicant ; 
What  pleasure  this  day  yields  mc,  I  neVr  co- 
vet [erer 
To  lay  up  for  the  morrow:  And  methinks 
Another  man*s  cook  dresses  my  diet  neatest. 

Tko.  Thou  wast  wont  to  love  old  women, 
fat  and  flu&-oos*d,  [drrs,  flat 

Aad  thou  wuuldst  say  they  kiss'd  like  flouu- 
AU  tlie  face  over. 

Hyias.  I  have  had  such  damsels, 
I  must  confess. 

Tko»  Thou  hast  been  a  precious  ro^ue. 

Sam,  Only  his  eyes ;  and,  u'  my  conscience. 
They  lie  witJi  hall  the  kingdom. 

Enter  aver  the  $iagey  Phyticiata  arid  others, 

Tho.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Whither  ^o  all   tliese  mcnHfncnders,  these 

physicians  ? 
Who:»e  dog  lies  sick  o'th*  mulligrubs? 

Sam,  Oh,  tlie  gentleman. 
The  young  smug  signior,  mnSter  Vulcotine 
Brou|if,ht  out  of  travel  with  him,  as  I  hoar, 
Is  faiPn  sick  o'th'  sudden,  desperate  sick; 
And  likely  they  go  thidicr. 

Tho.  Who?  young  Frank? 
The  only  tempcr'd  spirit,  scholar,  soldier. 
Courtier,  and  ail  in  one  piece  ?  'tis  not  pos- 
sible. 

Enter  Alice, 

Sam,  There's  one  cau  better  satisfy  you. 

Tho.  Mistress  Alice, 
I  joy  to  see  you,  lady. 

Af^re,  Good  Monsieur  Thomas, 
TouVe  welcome  from  your  travfl.  Iain  hasty; 
A  geotleinan  lies  sick,  sir. 

Tho.  And  how  dost  thou  ? 
I  must  know,  and  I  will  know. 

Aiice,  Excellent  welt ; 
As  well  as  may  be,  thank  yim. 

J%o.  I  aiu  glad  ou't ; 
And,  pritlice  hark ! 

Alice,  I  cannot  stav. 

Tho,  A  while,  Alice  I 

Sam.  Ne'er  look  so  narrowly ;  the  mark's 
in  her  mouth  still.  [quiet. 

Hyias,  I'm  looking  ac  her  legs;  prithee  be 

Alice.  1  cannot  stay. 

Tho.  Oh,  sweet  Alice ! 

Htfla$.  A  clean  instep, 
And  that  I  love  as  life'?.     I  did  not  mark 
Tliis  woman  half  so  well  before;  how  quick 


And  nimble,  like  a  shadow,  there  hef  leg 
shew'd !  [stocking, 

By  th'  mass,  a  neat  one !  the  colour  of  her 
A  mnch-inviting  colour. 

Alice.  My  «ood  monsieur, 
I  have  no  time  to  talk  now. 

Htflas.  Pretty  breeches, 
Finely  heconiinir  too. 

ThiK  By  Heav*n— — 

Alice.  She  will  not, 
I  can  assure  you  that,  and  so 

Tho.  But  this  word  ! 

Alice.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not.     GoocI 
Lord !  [Exit. 

Ill/las.  Wtll,  you  shall  hear  more  from  me. 

Tho.  We'ilqo  visit; 
Tis  charity ;  besides,  I  know  she  is  there  ; 
And  under  visitation  I  slioll  seo  tier. 
Will  ye  alonv? 

Htflas.  By  any  means. 

Tho.  Be  sure  then 
I  be  a  civil  man.     I've  sport  in  hand,  boyS| 
Shall  make  mirth  for  a  marrioge^ay. 

Htflas,  Away  then.  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  three  Fhysicians,  with  an  urinal* 

1  Phtfs.  A  [)leurisy,  J  sec  it. 
S  Phifi.  I  rather  hold  it 
For  tremor  cordis, 

8  PhifS.  Do  you  mark  the  faces  f 
Tis  a  most  pestilent  contagious  fever; 

A  surfeit,  a  plaguy  surfeit ;  he  must  bleeds 

1  Pln/s.  By  no  means. 

3  PAy«.  I  say  bleed. 

I  Plij/s    I  say  'tis  dangerous, 
Tlic  person  beiujj  spent  so  much  bffore-hand. 
And  nature  drawn  so  low ;    clysters,  cool 
clysters 

9  Phj/M.  Now,  with  your  favours,  I  should 
think  a  vomit;      '  [low: 

For,  take  away  the  cau«e,  the  effect  must  fol- 

Thc  stomach's  foul  ^gttslurr'd,  the  pot*s  en- 

flam'd  yet  >".     ^B  [mild  meant ; 

3  Phifs,  No,  no,  wcif^oti  fy  that  part  by 

Nature  so  sunk  must  find  no  violence. 

Enter  a^ert*i^t» 

Serv,  Wiirt   plc:ise  ye  di 
weak  gentleman 
Grows  worse  and  worse  still. 

1  Phi/n.  Come,  we  will  attei 

2  PhifS.  lie  shall  xlo  well,  my 
Scrv,  My  master's  love,  sir. 


near?   The 


*7  And  that  I  love  a  life.]  I  don't  discard  this  as  nonsense,  a  life,  for  all  my  lifg  ISdIig,  or 
for  o  great  deal,  might  p«>ssibly  be  admitted  ;  but  *tis  most  probable  that  the  Authors  made 
li»  of  a  common  expression  rather  than  so  abstruse  a  one,  unless  the  latter  happened  to  be 
a  phrase  of  that  age  now  bect>me  obsolete.        Seward, 

^  Thepot*s  unflam'd  yet,]  The  stomach  by  a  coarse  metaphor  is  here  called  the  pot,  but 
ymfiam^d  should  either  be  enflam^d  or  unclean  d  ;  the  former  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters, 
the  latter  fliajLes  the  metaphor  more  consistent,  and  is  the  more  common  eiprtssion.  I  pre* 
Uf  Che  UtttfTy  but  think  it  not  material  whicii  takes  place.        Seward. 

W#  pvefcr  tha  former,  it  baiug  nearer  the  old  texi^  and  as  good  s^Ase* 
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[Act  12.  Scene  4; 


1  Phys,  Excellent  well,  I  warrant  tliee ; 

right  and  straight,  friend. 
5  Phyt,  There's  no  doubt  in  liim,  none  at 

ail ;  ne'er  fear  him.  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Valentine  mid  Michael, 

Mich.  That  he  is  desperate  sick,  I  do  be- 
lieve well, 
And  that  without  a  speedy  cure  it  kills  him; 
But  that  it  lies  within  the  help  of  physick 
Now  to  restore  his  hcaltli,  or  art  to  cure  him, 
Believe  it  you  are  cozen'd;  clean  beside  it. 
IM  tell  you  the  true  cause  too,  but  'twould 
Nay,  run  you  miui.  [vex  you, 

Val.  May  all  I  have  restore  him? 
So  dearly  and  so  tenderly  I  love  him-— • 
(I  do  not  know  the  cause  why)  yea,  my  life  too  ? 

Mich.  Now  I  perceive  ye  so  well  set,  I'll 
tell  you ; 
Hei  mihi  quod  nullis  amor  e$t  medicabilis 
herhis  I 

Val.  *Twas  that  I  only  fear'd !  Good  friend, 
go  from  me ;  [rence. 

I  find  my  heart  too  full  for  further  confe- 
You  are  assur'd  of  this  ? 

Mich.  Twill  prove  too  certain ; 
But  bear  it  nobly,  sir;  youtli  hath  his  errors. 

Val.  I  shall  do,  and  1  thank  you  ;  'pray 
you  no  words  on't. 

Mich.  I  do  not  use  to  talk,  sir.        [Exit. 

Val.  You  are  welcome. 
Is  there  no  constancy  in  earthly  tilings, 
No  happiness  in  us  but  what  roust  alter? 
No  life  without  the  heavv  load  of  fortune? 
What  miseries  we  are,  and  to  ourselves  ! 
Ev'n  then  when  full  cfin  tent  seems  to  sit  by  us. 
What  daily  sores  and  sorrows ! 

Enter  Alice, 
Alice.  Oh,  dear  brother ! 
Tlie  gentleman,  if  ever  you  will  see  him 
Alive,  as  I  think -" 

Ent€r  Cellide. 

Cel.  Oh,  I^e  faints !   For  lleav'n  s  sake. 
For  Heav'n's  sake,  sir- 
Fa/.  Go  comfort  him,  dear  sister. 

[Exit  Alice. 
And  one  word,  sweet,  with  you;   then  we*iJ 

go  to  him. 
What  think  you  of  this  gentleman  ? 

Cel.  ^My  pity  thinks,  sir,  [rish. 

Tis  gwat  misfortune  that  he  should  thus  pe- 
Val.  It  is,  indeed ;  but,  Cellide,  he  must  die. 
Cef.  That  were  a  cruelty,  when  care  may 
core  him. 
Why  do  you  weep  so,  sir?  he  may  recover. 
Val.  lie  mav,  but  with  much  danger*  My 
sweet  Cellide, 
You  have  a  powerful  tongue. 

Cel.  To  do  you  service,     [gentlewoman, 

Val.  I  will  betray  his  grief:    He  loves  a 

A  friend  of  yours,  wlibse  heart  another  holds ; 


He  knows  it  too ;  yet  sach  a  sway  blind 

fancy. 
And  his  n?>t  daring  to  deliver  it, 
Have  won  upon  him,  that  they  must  undo  himf 
Never  so  hopeful  and  so  sweet  a  spirit 
Misfortune  fell  so  foul  on. 

Cel.  Sure  she's  hard-hearted. 
That  can  look  on  and  not  relent,  and  deeply^ 
At  such  a  misery.    She  is  not  married  ? 

Val.  Not  yet. 

CeL  Nor  near  it? 

VaL  When  she  please. 

CeL  And  pray,  sir. 
Does  he  deserve  her  truly,  thAtshe  loves  so  ^ 

Val.  His  love  may  merit  much,  his  person 
little^ 
For  there  the  match  lies  lAatigled. 

CeL  Is  he  your  friend? 

Val.  He  should  be,  for  he  is  near  me. 

CeL  Will  not  he  die  then. 
When  th*  other  shall  recover  ? 

VaL  You  have  pos'd  me.  [lovelier^ 

Cel.  Methinks  he  should  go  near  it,  if  he 
tf  she  love  him. 

Val.  She  does,  and  would  do  equal. 

CeL  'Tis  a  hard  task  you  put  me;  yet,  for 
your  sake, 
I  will  speak  to  her  <  All  die  art  I  have  ; 
My  best  endeavours;  all  his  youth  and  per-* 

son. 
His  mind  more  full  of  beauties ;  all  his  hopes  } 
The  memory  of  such  a  sad  example, 
111  spoken  of,  and  never  old ;  the  curses 
Of  loving  maids,  and  what  may  be  alledgM, 
rU  lay  before  her.     What's  her  name  ?  I'la 
ready. 

Vitl.  But  will  you  deal  effectually? 

CeL  Most  truly; 
Nay,  were  it  myself,  at  your  entreaty* 

Val.  And  could  you  be  so  pitiful? 

CeL  So  dutiful, 
Because  you  urge  it,  sir. 

VuL  It  may  be  then 
It  is  yourself. 

CeL  It  is  indeed ;  I  know  it, 
And  now  know  bow  you  loic  me. 

VaL  Oh,  my  dearest,  fp'ty  J 

Let  but  your  goodness  jud^o;  your  o>vn  part's 
Set  but  your  eyes  on  tiis  aitlictions; 
He's  mine,  and  so  becomes  your  charge :  But 

tliink 
What  ruin  Nature  suffers  in  this  young  roan. 
What  loss  humanity,  and  noble  manhood  ; 
Take  to  your  better  judgment  my  declining^ 
My  age  fiung  full  of  impotence  and  ills, 
My  body  budding  now  no  more ;  seer  winter 
Hath  scal'd  that  sap  up:  at  the  best  and 

happiest 
I  can  but  be  your  infant,  yon  my  iturse, 
And  how  unequal,  dearest !  where  his  years, 
His  sweetness,and  his  ever  spring  of  goodness, 
My  fortunes  growing  in  him,  and  myself  too, 
Which  makes  him  all  your  old  love-— Mis^ 

conceive  not;  ' 

I  say  not  this  as  weary  of  my  bondage, 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 
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iJr  ready  to  iofringe  my  fai^ ;  bear  witness. 
Those  eyes  tliat  I  adore  still,  tiiose  lamps 

that  light  me 
To  all  the  joy  I  have ! 

Ceim  You've  said  enough,  sir, 
And  more  than  e'er  I  thought  that  tongue 

could  utter; 
But  you*re  a  man,  a  false  man  too ! 
VaL  Dear  Cellidc ! 

Ce/.  And  now,  to  shew  you  that  I  am  a 
woman  [fondness, 

Jlobb*d  of  her  rest,  and  fool'd  out  of  her 
The  gentleman  shaU  live,  and,  if  he  love  me, 
Ye  sball  be  both  my  triumphs.  I  will  to  him ; 
And.  as  you  carelessly  fling  off  your  fortune, 
And  now  grow  weary  of  my  easy  winning. 
So  will  I  lo$e  the  name  of  Valentine, 
From  henceforth  all  his  flatteries;  and,  be- 
lieve it, 


Since  you* ve  so  slightly  parted  with    affec- 
tion, 
And  that  affection  you  have  pawned  your 

faith  for, 
From  this  hour  no  repentance,  vows,  nor 

prayers, 
Shall  pluck  me  back  again :  What  I  shall  do, 
(Yet  1  will  undertake  his  cure)  expect  it, 
Shall  minister  no  ccnnfort,  no  content. 
To  cither  of  ye,  hut  hourly  more  vexations ! 

Vai.  Why,  let  him  die  tlien. 

Cei,  No  ;*  so  much  IVe  iov*d 
To  be  commanded  by  you,  tliat  ev*n  now, 
£v'n  in  my  hate,  I  will  obey  your  wishes. 

Val.  What  shall  I  do? 

CeL  Die  like  n  fool  unsorrQw*d, 
A  bankrupt  fool,that  fliugsawfiy  his  treasure  | 
I  must  begin  my  cure. 

Val,  And  I  my  crosses.  [Exeunt, 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  T. 


francis  iiek,  PhjfsicUms,  and  an  Apotheca/y. 

1  FhjfS.f^hAP  on  the  cataplasm. 

^  Fran.  Good  gentlemea, 
pood  learned  gentlemen 

3  Phys,  And  see  those  broths  tliere,  [in ; 
Xleady  withiu  this  hour.  Tray  keep  your  anas 
The  air  is  raw,  and  minbters  much  evil. 

Fran,  'Pray  leave  me ;  I  beseech  ye  leave 
me,  gentlemen ; 
I  have  no  other  sickness  but  your  presence. 
Convey  your  cataplasms  to  those  that  need 
Your  vomits,  and  your  clysters.  ['^oi, 

'  3  *Fhyg,  Pray  be  rd'd,  sir. 

1  Phi/s.  Bring  in  die  Icttice  cap.     You 
must  be  shav'd,  sir. 

And  then  how  suddenly  we'll  make  you  sleep ! 
Fran.  Till  dooms-day.  What  unnecessary 
nothings 
Are  these  about  a  wounded  mind  ? 

2  PAy».  IIow  do  ye  ? 

Fran,  What  questions  they  propound  too ! 
How  do  you,  sir  ? 
I'm  glad  to  see  you  well.  [still. 

3  Phy$,  A  great  distemper ;  it  grows  hotter 

1  Phtfi,  Open  your  mouth,  I  pray,  sir. 
Fran,  And  can  you  tell  me 

How  old  I  am  then  ?  There's  my  hand ;  pray 

shew  me 
IIow  many  brpken  shins  within  this  two  year. 
¥^0  would  be  thus  in  fetters?  Good  master 

doctor,  [doctor. 

And  you,  dear  doctor,  and  the  third  sweet 
And  precious  master  apothecary,  I  do  pray  ye 
To  give  me  leave  to  live  a  little  longer ; ' 
Ye  stand  before  me  like  my  blacks. 

2  Phyt,  nils  dangerous; 
For  now  bis  fancy  tarns  too« 


Enter  Celiide, 
CeL  By  your  leave,  gentlemen } 
And  'pray  ye  your  leave  a  while  too;  I  have 

some  tiling 
Of  secret  to  impart  unto  the  patient. 
1  Phi/if  With  all  our  hearts. 
3  Pht/8,  Ay,  marry,  such  a  physick 
May  chance  to  find  the  humour.  Be  not  long, 

lady, 
For  we  must  minister  within  this  half-hour. 
Cel,  You  shall  not  stay  for  me. 

[Exeunt  Phi/$icians, 
Fran,  'Would  you  were  all  rotten. 
That  ye  might  only  intend  one  anotlier's 

itches ! 
Or  'would  the  gentlemen,  with  one  consent. 
Would  drink  small  beer  but  seven  years,  and 

abolish 
That  wild-fire  of  the  blood,  unsatiate  wench- 
ing, 
That  your  two  Indies,  springs  and  falls,  might 

tail  ye  I 
What  torments  these  intruders  into  bodies-— 
Cet,  How  do  you,  worthy  sir  ? 
Fran,  Bless  me,  what  beams  [sery. 

Flew  from  those  angel  eyes!  Oh,  what  ami- 
What  a  most  studied  torment,  'tis  to  me  now 
To  be  an  honest  man  !  Dare  you  sit  by  me  ? 
CeL  Yes,  and  do  more  than  that  too,  coiu* 
fort  you  ; 
I  see  youVe  need. 

Fran.  You  are  a  fair  physician  : 

You  bring  no  bitterness  gilt  o*er,  to  gull  us 

No  danger  in  your  looks ;  yet  there  my  death 

lies! 

CeL  I  would  be  sorry,  sir,  my  charity. 

And  my  good  wishes  for  jour  health,  should 

merit 
So  stubborn  a  construction.  Will  it  pleaseyou 
To  taste  a  little  of  this  cordial? 
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[Acts.  Scene  1. 


Enter  Valentine^  privately. 
For  this  I  think  must  cure  you. 

Fran.  Of  which,  lady  ?r- 
(Sure  she  has  found  my  grief. — Why  do  you 
bluiihso?  '         [cordial. 

Cel.  Do  you  not  understand  ?  of  this,  tliis 

VaL  Oh,  my  afflicted  heart !  Shfc*s  gone 
for  ever.  [}^y  • 

Fran.  What  Ilea\'cn  you  have  bfoaght  me, 

Cel.  Do  not  wonder : 
For  'tis  not  impudence,  nor  want  of  honour, 
Makes  me  do  this;  but  iovc,  to  save  your  life, 

sir, 
Tour  life  too  excellent  to  lose  in  wishes; 
Love,  virtuous  love. 

Fran,  A  virtuous  blessing  crown  you ! 
Oh,  goodly  sweet,  can  there  be  so  much  cha- 
So  noble  a  compassion  in  that  heart,  ^[rity. 
That's  fili*d  up  with  another*8  fair  aflfcctions? 
Can  mercy  drop  from  those  eyes  ? 
Can  miracles  be  wrought  upon  a  dead  man. 
When  all  the  power  you  have  '^and  perfect 

object. 
Lies  in  another's  light,  and  his  deserves  it? 

Cel.  Do  not  despair ;  nor  do  uot  think  too 
boldly 
I  dare  abuse  my  promise :  Twasyour  friend's, 
And  so  fast  tied  1  thought  no  time  could  ruin : 
But  so  much  has  your  danger,  and  that  spell 
The  powerful  name  of  Friend,    prcvail'd 

above  him  *• 
To  whom  I  ever  owe  obedience, 
tl'hat  here  I  am,  by  his  command,  to  cure  ye ; 
Nay  more,  for  ever,  by  his  full  resigmucut; 
And  willingly  I  ratify  it. 

Fran.  Hold,  for  Heaven  sake  ! 
Must  my  friend's  misery  make  me  a  triumph  ? 
Bear  I  that  noble  name,  to  be  a  traitor  ? 


Oh,  virtuous  goodness,  keep  thy  self  untai  n  ted : 
You  have  no  power  to  yield,  nor  he  to  render, 
>ior  r  to  take :  I  am  resolv'd  to  die  first ! 

VaL  Ha!  say*&t  thou  so?  Nay,  then  thoa 
shalt  not  perish. 

fran.  And  tho'  I  love  ye  above  the  light 
shines  on  me ; 
Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms,  free  con* 

teiit"; 
Sooner  would  snatch  at  such  a  blessing  of- 

fer'd 
Than  at  my  pardon'd  life  by  the  law  forfeited ; 
Yet,  yet,  oh,  noble  beauty,  yet,  oh.  Paradise, 
(For  you  are  all  the  wonder  reveal'd  of  it) 
Yet  is  a  gratitude  to  be  preserved, 
A  worthy  gratitude,  to  one  most  worthy 
The  name  and  nobleness  of  friends. 

Cel.  Pray  tell  me. 
If  I  had  never  known  that  gentleman. 
Would  you  not  willingly  embrace  my  offer? 

Fran.  D'  you  make  a  doubt  ? 

Ce/.  And  can  you  be  unwilling. 
He  being  old  and  impotent?  his  aim  too 
X-eveii'd   at  you,  for  your  good?  not  con-^ 

strain'd. 
But  out  of  cure,  and  counsel?  Alas,  consider. 
Play  but  the  woman  with  me  **,  and  consider, 
As  he  himself  docs,  and  I  pow  dare  see  it. 
Truly  consider,  sir,  what  raiscry^ 

Fran.  For  Virtue's  sake,  take  heed ! 

Cel.  Wliat  loss  of  youtlj, 
What  r.verlasting  banishment  from  that 
Our  years  do  only  cpvct  to  arrive  at. 
Equal  affections^,  born  and  shot  together? 
Wimt  living  name  can  dead  age  leave  behind 

him. 
What  act  of  menvory**,  but  fruitless  doting? 

Fran,  This  catmot  be. 


••  When  all  thepozccrye  hove,  and  pcffcct  object 

Liet  in  another  $  fight."}  The  latter  part  of  tlie  first  line  seems  tp  have  a  very  fine 
thought  very  stiDly  expressed,  i  have  ventured  therefore  upon  the  change  of  a  mouosyUaule, 
which  I  hope  will  render  it  clear,  and  was  probably  the  original.         Scznurd. 

Mr.  Seward  reads, '  thit  perfect  object: '  but  the  old  reading  was  equally  clear,  and  not 
more  stiffly  expressed. 

•*  FrevaiCd  above  him.]  Ahove  him,  in  this  place,  seems  to  signify  ojt  him,  pr  over  him, 

**  Beyond  the  wealth  ofkingdomSyJ'ree  content.]  If  content  be  a  substantive,  it  seems  un- 
necessary, and  an  anticlimax  :  For  though  content  be  philosophically  preferable  to  the 
wealth  of  kingdoms,  it  will  not  be  allowed  so  in  poetry,  as  it  is  not  in  common  Ijfe.  I'he 
old  quarto  reads  content  with  a  small  c  ;  I  therefore  make  it  an  adjective,  taken  us  tiie  for- 
mer  adverbially,  and  connect  it  with  the  following  sentence:  *  1  would  freely  and  con- 
'  tcptedly  sooner  snatch  at  such  a  blessing.'        Seward, 

Mr.  Seward  prints  thus ; 

*  Beyond  ^he  wealth  of  kingdoms ;  free,  content, 
'  Soopcr  would  snatch  at  such  a  blessing,  &c.' 

In  the  old  quarto,  substantives  are  not  distinguished  by  capitals;  that,  therefore/  is  no 
argument;  and  the  old  reading  is  better  sense,  and  most  poetical:  Mr.  Seward's  is  hardy 
stiff,  cold,  and  uncotith. 

"  Flay  but  the  ic-oman  with  me.]  i.  e.  Suppose  yourself,  as  I  am,  a  woman. 

^  Equal  affections,      and  shot  together. j  Thus  the  quarto  and  folio.    Mr.  Seward, 

*  Equal  affections,  and  shot  up  togetlier.' 

We  think  it  more  probable  that  the  word  born  should  supply  the  void; 

'  Equal  affections,  bom  and  shot  together.' 
»•  What  art  of  memory.]  Mr,  Theobi^d  recommends  reading  *  act  of  memory,*  and  we 
think  him  right* 
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CeL  To  you,  unless  jon  apply  it 
\Vitk  more  aud  firmer  faith,  and  so  dii^cst  it ; 
I  speak  but  o£  things  possible,  not  done, 
Nor  like  to  be;  a  posset  cures  your  sickness, 
And  yet  ■  I  know  you  griei'e  this ;  and  how- 
soever [ger. 
The  worthiness  of  friend  may  make  you  stag- 
C  Which  is  a  fair  tliins;  in  you)  yet,  my-patient, 
My  gentle  patient,  1  would  fain  say  more, 
If  vou  would  understand. 

Yal.  Oh,  cruel  woman  ! 

CeL  Yet  sure  your  sickness  is  not  so  for- 
getful, 
Kor  you  so  willing  to  be  lost ! 

F/iw.  'Pray  stay  there;  [more, 

Metliinks  you  are  not  fair  now ;  methinks 
That  mildest  virtue,  men  deliverVl  of  you. 
Shews  but  like  shadow  to  me,  tliin  and  fa* 

VaL  Excellent  friend  !  [ding! 

Fran.  You  have  no  share  in  goodness; 
You  are  belied ;  you  arc  tioc  Ceilide, 
Tlie  modest,  the  immaculate  ** !  Who  are  you  ? 
^OT  I  will  know  !  What  devil,  to  do  miiichief 
Xlnto  my  virtuous  friend,  hath  shifted  shapes 
With  thttit  unblemisl/d  beauty? 

CtL  Do  not  rave,  sir. 
Nor  let  the  violence  of  thoughts  distract  you: 
Vou  shall  enjoy  me ;  I  am  yours ;  I  pity, 
By  those  fair  eyes  [  do. 

Ftam.  Oh,  double-hearted  I 
Oh,  woman,  perfect  woman  i  what  distfacClon 
Was  meant  to  mankind  when  tliou  wast  made 

a  devil ! 
What  an  inviUng  hell  invented  !  Tell  me^ 
And,  if  jrou  yet  remember  what  is  goodness. 
Tell  me  by  that,  aud  truth,  can  one  so  che- 
rished. 
So  sainted  in  the  soul  of  him  whose  service 
Is  almost  tuni'd  to  superstition | 
Whose  every  day  endeavours  and  desires 
Oflfer  themselves  like  incense  on  your  altdr. 
Whose  heart  holds  no  intelligence  but  holv 
And  most  religious  with  his  love,  whose  life 
(And  let  it  ever  be  rcmeml)fr*d,  lady) 
1ft  drawn  out  only  for  your  ends 

I W.  Oh,  miracle ! 

JVn«.  Wliose  all,  and  every  part  of  man 
( 'pray  mark  me  •**) 
Like  ready  pages  wait  upon  your  pleasures, 
Wiiose  breath  is  but  your  bubble. — Can  vou, 
dare  you,  [willing. 

Must  you,  cast  off  this  man,  (tho'  he  were 
Tbo*,  in  a  nobleness  to  cross  my  danger, 
IHa  friendship  durst  confirm  it;  without  base- 
ness. 
Without  the  stain  of  honour  ?  Shall  not  people 
Say  liberally  hereafter,  *  There's  the  lady 
'  That  lost  her  father,  friend,  herself,  her 
faith  too, 


*  To  fawn  upon  a  stmngcr;*  for  aught  you 

know 
As  faithless  as  yourself,  in  love  as  fruitless? 

Vol,  Take  her,  with  all  my  heart !  Thou 
art  so  honest 
That  *tis  most  necessary  I  be  undone. 
With  all  my  soul  possess  her*^  [Exit, 

CeC  Till  this  minute, 
I  8corn*d  aud  hated  you,  and  came  to  cozen 
you ;  [me, 

Utter'd  those  things  might  draw  a  wonder  on 
To  make  you  mad. 

Frun.  Good  IleavNi)  what  is  this  woman? 

CeL  Not  did  your  danger,  but  in  charity^ 
Move  me  a  whit ;  nor  you  appear  unto  me 
More  than  a  common  object  t  Yet  now  truly , 
Truly,  and  nobly,  I  do  love  you  dearly. 
And  from  this  hour  you  are  trie  man  I  honour; 
You  are  the  man,  the  excellence,  the  honesty^ 
The  only  friend :  And  I  am  glad  your  sickness 
Fell  so  most  happily  at  this  time  on  you, 
To  make  this  truth  the  world's. 

Fran.  Whither  d' vou  drive  me  ? 

CeL  Back  to  youi*  honesty ;  make  that  good 
tvcr ; 
*Tis  like  astfong-built  castle,  seated  high^ 
That  draws  on  all  ambitions  ;  still  repair  it| 
Still  fortify  it:  There  are  thousand  foes. 
Besides  tlic  tyrant  Beauty,  will  assail  it : 
Look  to  your  centincis  that  watch  it  hourly^ 
Your  eyes,  let  them  not  wander  I 

Fran,  Js  this  seriouS, 
Or  does  she  play  still  with  me.^ 

Cel,  Keep  your  ears^  [strongly 

The  two  main  ports  that  may  betray  you^ 
From  light  belief  first,  then  from  flattery, 
Kspecially  where  woman  heats  the  parley  ; 
The  body  of  your  strength,  your  noble  lieurt, 
From  ever  yielding  to  dishonest  ends, 
Hidg'd   round   about  with  virtue,  that  no 

breaches. 
No  subtle  mines  may  meet  you  1 

Fran,  How  like  the  sbn 
Labouring  in  his  eclipse,  dark,  and  prodigious^ 
She  shew*d  *till  now  I  wlu  n  having  wun  hid 

way, 
Hcrv  full  of  wiindei*  he  breaks  out  again, 
And   sheds  his  virtuous  beams!    Excellent 
angel,  [thee, 

For  no  less  can  that  heavenly  mind  pfoclaiiii 
Honour  of  all  thy  sex,  let  it  he  lawtul 
(And  like  a  pilgrim  thus  I  kneel  to  beg  it, 
Not  with  profane  lips  now,  nor  burnt  atfec 

tions, 
But,  reconcilM  to  faith,  with  holy  wishes). 
To  kiss  that  virgin  hand  ! 

CeL  Take  your  desire,  sir. 
And  in  a  nobler  way.  fur  I  dare  trust  vou  \ 
No  other  fruit  my  love  must  ever  yield  yoU| 

^  The  modetty  nnaculate.]  So  quarto ;  the  folio^  immaculate  ;  and  Mr^  Seward  adds  thg 
article  thCj  to  complete  the  verse. 

*•  Pray  make  fw^.j  Corrected  by  Mr.  Sewardi 

*7  Cel.  WUk  all  mif  tout  pouea  her,]  The  giving  tliis  to  Cellida  ii  a  tafy  gross  efror  whitfb 
bas  run  through  all  the  editions.        Seward. 
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I  frar,  no  more !  Yet  fdwr  mutt  constant 

memory 
(So  much  Vm  wedded  to  that  worthiness) 
Shall  ever  he  tnj  friend,  companion,  hushand. 
Farewell,  and  fairly  govern  your  afiections ; 
Stand,  and  deceive  me  not!  Oh,  noble  young 

man, 
I  love  thee  with  ray  soul,  hut  dare  not  say  it ! 
Once  more,  farewell,  and  prosper !     [EsU. 

Frtin.  Goodness  guide  thee! 
My  wonder,  like  to  fearful  shapes  in  dreams. 
Has  waken*d  me  out  of  my  fit  of  folly, 
But  not  to  shake  it  off.  A  spell  dwells  in  me, 
A  hidden  charm,  shot  from  this  beauteous 

woman. 
That  fate  can  ne'er  avoid,  nor  physick  find ; 
And,  hv  her  counsel  strengthened,  only  this 
It  all  the  help  I  have,  I  love  fair  Virtue. 
Well,  something  T  must  do,  to  be  a  friend ; 
Yet  I  am  poor,  and  tardy :  Something  for  licr 

too, 
Tho*  I  can  never  reach  her  etcellencei 
Yet  but  to  give  an  offer  at  a  greatness. 

Enter  Valentine,  TKomat,  Hiflai,  and  Sam* 

Fal.  Be  not  uncivil,  Tom,  and  take  your 
pleasure.  [me  leave 

7^.  D'you  think  Fm  mad?   You'll  give 
To  try  her  fairly  ? 
Vat  Do  your  best. 
Tho.  Why  there,  boy— 
Bntwhere'-s  the  sick  man? 

Hi/las.  Where  are  the  gentlewomen 
That  should  attend  him?  tliere's  the  patient, 

Methinks  these  women 

Tho,  Thou  think*st  nothing  else. 
Val.  Go  to  htm,  friend,  and  comfort  him ; 
m  lead  ye.  fpardon  me. 

Oh,  my  best  joy,  my  worthiest  friend,  'pray 
I  am  so  over-joy  *d  I  want  expression: 
I  may  live  to  be  thankful.    Bid  your  friends 
welcome !  [Exit, 

Tho.  How  dost  thou,  Frank  ?  how  dost 
thou,  boy  ?  Bear  up,  man ! 
What,  shrink  i*  th'  sinews  for  a  little  sickness  ? 
Deavolo  fitorte, 

Fran.  I  am  o*  th' mending  hand. 
Tko.  How  like  a  flute  thou  speak'st !  '  O' 
th'  mending  hand,'  man  ? 
*  Gogt  bores,  Fm  well ! '  Speak  like  a  man  of 
worship. 


Fran.  Thou  art  a  mad  companion ;  never 
staid,  Tom  ? 

Tho.  Let  rogues  be  staid  that  have  no  ha« 

bitation*;  [Frank, 

A  gentleman  may  wander.    Sit  thee  down. 

And  see  what  I  have  brought  tliee.    Come, 

disco\'er; 
Open  the  scene,  and  let  the  work  appear. 
A  friend,  at  need,  you  rogue,  is  worth  a 
million. 

Fran.  What  hast  thou  there  ?  a  julep? 

Hi/Uts.  He  must  not  touch  it ; 
Tis  present  death. 

Tho.  You  are  an  ass,  a  twirepipe, 
A  Jeffery  John  Bo-peep !  Thou  minister*  ? 
Thou  mend  a  left-handed  pack-saddle.  Out, 

puppy  1  . 
My  friend,  Frank,  but  a  very  foolish  fellow. 
Dost  thou  see  that  bottle }   View  it  well. 

Fran,  I  do.  Tom.  [carries; 

Tho.  There  he  as  many  lives  in*t  as  a  cat 
Tis  everlasting  liquor, 

Fran.  Wliat? 

Tlio.  Old  sack,  hoy. 
Old  reverend  sack  •*,  which,  for  aught  that  I 
can  read  yet,  [Ptolomeus 

Was  that  philosopher's  stone  the  wise  king 
Did  all  his  wonders  by. 

Fran   I  sec  no  harm,  Tom^ 
Drink  with  a  moderation. 

Tho.  Drink  with  sugar,  [hoy* 

Which  I  have  ready  here,  and  here  a  glass^ 
Take  me  without  my  tools? 

Sum.  Pray,  sir,  be  temperate ; 
You  know  your  own  state  best. 

Fran.  Sir,  I  much  thank  you. 
And  shall  be  careful :  Yrt  a  glass  or  two. 
So  fit  I  find  my  body,  and  that  so  needful— 

Tho.  Fill  it,  and  leave  your  fooling.   Thou 
say'st  true,  Frank 

HyluM.  Wlicre  are  these  women,  I  say  ? 

Tho.  Tis  most  necessary  ; 
Hang  up  your  juleps,  and  your  Portugal  pos- 
sets. 
Your  barley  broths,  and  sorrel  sopss^;  they're 

mangy. 
And  breed  the  scratches  only  :  Give  me  sack ! 
(I  wonder  where  tliis  wench  is  tho\)  Have  at 
thee ! 

Hyla9.  So  long,  and  yet  no  bolting  ? 

JFran.  Do  ;  1*11  pledge  thee. 


^  Let  rogues  he  ttaid  that  have  no  habitation.']  The  negative,  here,  is  certainly  put  instead 
of  its  reverse;  but  it  has  run  through  all  the  editions,  tiiough  it  quite  spoils  tlie  humour  of 
the  passage.        SoKord, 

Mr.  Seward,  who  teems  to  hare  overlooked  both  the  humour  and  the  sense  of  the  passage, 
reads, 

*  Let  rogues  be  staid,  that  have  an  habitation.' 
No  it  clearly  right,  and  'a  gentleuian  may  wander*  confirms  it. 

*  Minti$t€r.]  So  all  the  editions.  The  following  words  prove  the  propriety  of  our  alteration. 

9  Oid  reverend  sack,  which^  &c.l  Alluding  to  the  grand  elixir  ot  the  alchymists,  which 
they  pretended  would  restore  youth  and  confer  immortality.         R. 

'*  Sorrel  tops.]  These  are  now  tlie  green  sauce  used  to  preen  gec^e;  but  as  this  expression 
often  occurs  m  our  Authors  for  some  liquor  drunk  in  sickness^  it  was  probably  a  custom  to 
make  a  sort  of  tea  of  sorrel  in  feverith  ditorden.        Seward, 
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Tko,  Take  it  off  thrice,   and  then  cry 
*  Heigh  ! '  like  u  binitsmiin, 
With  a  clear  heart;  and  no  inoro  fits  I  war- 
rant tiiee : 
The  ojiiy  cordial,  Frank. 

[i'Ayff.  and  Serv,  mthin. 
1  Phy$.  Arc  the  things  ready? 
And  i»  the  barber  come? 
Serv,  An  hour  ago,  sir. 

1  Phjft.  Bring  out  the  oils  then. 
-Frail.  Now  or  never,  gentlemen. 

Do  ine  a  kindness,  and  deliver  ine. 

TAo,  From  whom,  boy  f  [there  ; 

JFVon.  From  these  thinns  that  talk  within 
Physicians,  Tom,  physiciau«».  (»co«v 'ring-sticks: 
Thry  mean  to  read  upon  me. 

Emier  three  Pktfticiam,  Apotftecarjf^  and 

Barber, 
Hu(u$.  Let  'em  enter.  [thee.* 

2  All.  And  be  thou  couildent  we  will  dciiver 
For,  look  ye,  doctor;  say  die  devil  were  sick 

now,  [a  biggen. 

His  boms  saw*d  off,  and  his  head  bound  with 
5ick  of  a  calenture,  taken  by  a  buri'eit 
Of  stmking  souls  at  bis  nepliew's  at  St.  Dun- 

stans^. 
What  would  you  minister  upon  the  sudden  ? 
Your  judgment,  short  and  sound. 
1  Ph^.  A  fooFs  head. 
7^.  No,  sir. 
It  must  be  a  physician's,  for  three  causes : 
I'he  tirst,  because  it  is  a  bald-bead  likely. 
Which  will  down  easily  without  appiepap. 
8  Fhyt.  A  main  cause ! 
Tho.  6o  it  is,  and  well  considered.       [sir. 
The  second,  for  'tis  fill'd  with  bn>kcn  Greek, 
Which  will  so  tumble  in  his  btomach,  doctor. 
And  work  upon  the  crudities,  (conceive  me) 
The  fears  and  the  Bddle-strings  v^ithin  it. 
That  those  damnM  souls  must  disembogue 
again. 
HyUa.  Or  meeting  with  the  Stygian  liu- 

mour 

3>o.  Right,  sir.  [ers 

Ify/iU.  Forc'd  with  a  cataplasm  of  crack- 
Two.  Ever.  [vender. 
HffUa.  Scour  all  before  him,  like  a  bcu- 
Tho,  Saiitfecisti,  domine.  My  ia.st  caMse, 
My  last  is,  and  not  least,  must  learned  doc- 
tors, [tliose 
Because  in  most  physicians'  heads  fl  utean 
That  are  most  excellent,  and  old  withal, 
And  angry,  tho*  a  patient  say  his  pniyers, 
And  Paracelsians  that  do  trade  with  poisons, 
We  have  it  by  tradition  of  great  writers) 
There  is  a  kind  of  toad-stone  bred,  whose 

llie  doctor  being  dried [virtue, 

1  Fhjft.  We  are  abus'd,  sirs. 
Hj/Ots.  1  take  it  so,  or  shall  be.    For,  say 
the  belly-ake, 
Caus'd  by  an  inundation  of  pease-porridge, 


Are  we  therefore  to  open  the  port  vein. 
Or  the  port  esquiline  ? 

Sam,  A  learned  question  ! 
Or  grant  the  diaphragma  by  a  rupture. 
The  sign  being  then  in  the  head  of  Capri* 

corn 

J%o,  Meet  with  the  passion  Uuperchoo- 
driaca. 
And  so  cause  a  carnosity  in  tlic  kidnies, 
Mu^t  not  the  brains,  being  butter'd  with  this 
Answer  me  tliat.  [humour— 

Sum.  Most  excellently  argued ! 
S  Phy$,  The  next  he  yoo  wUl  hare,  ray 
most  hue  scholar,  [sir  ! 

Bedlam  shall  find  a  salve  for.  Fare  you  well, 
Wc  came  to  do  you  good,  but  the^fe  y«>ung 
It  seems  have  bor'd  our  uoses.  [doctoim 

3  Fkys.  Drink  hard,  gentlemen. 

And  get  unwholesome  drabs :  Tis  ten  to  one 

tlien  [ter'd. 

We  shall  hear  further  froni  ye,  your  note  al* 

lEseunt  tky$.  Apotk,  and  Barber, 

Tho.    And  wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  says  one. 
Hiflat,  And  wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  says  t'other. 
Tho,        Then  take  the  odd  crown, 

lo  mend  thy  old  gown 
Sam,    And  we'll  be  gone  ad  together. 

Fran.  My  learned  Tom ! 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv,  Sir,  the  young  gentlewomen    [you ; 
'  Sent  me  to  see  wliat  company  you  had  with 
Thev  much  desire  to  visit  you. 

i'/a/i.  'Pray  you  thank  em. 
And  tell  'em  my  mostsickuess  is  their  abseucet 
You  see  my  company. 

2'Ao.  Come  hither,  Crab; 
What  gentlewomen  are  these  ?  my  mistress  ? 

Strv.  yes,  sir. 

Hjflui,  And  who  else  ? 

Serv.  Mistress  Alice. 

Hylai.  Oh  ! 

2Vi(>.  [lark  you,  sirrah. 
No  word  (ii  my  being  here,  unless  she  know  it* 

Scro.  1  do  not  ttnnk  siic  docs. 

'Vtm,  Take  tliat,  and  niiim  then. 

Serv,  You've  tied  my  longue  up.      [Exit, 

Tho.  Sit  you  down,  }^ood  Fnmcis, 
And  not  a  word  of  me  till  you  hear  from  me ; 
And,  us  you  lind  my  humour,  follow  it. 
Von  two  come  hither,  and  stand  close,  unseen. 
And  do  as  1  shall  tutor  )-ou.  [boys, 

Fran.  What,  new  work  ? 

Tho,  Pritliec  no  more,  but  help  mc  no«v, 

JHylas,  I  would  fam  talk 
Wr  th*  gentlewomen. 

Tho,  Talk  wi'  th'  gentlewomen  ? 
Of  what,  forsooth  ?  whose  maidenhead  the 
last  mask  [best? 

Sufier'd  impression  ?  or  whose  clyster  wrought 
Take  me  as  I  shall  tell  thee. 


>«  At  kU  nepAewSy  and  St,  Dunstans,']  The  necessity  of  the  slight  change  made  here  must 
mppear  to  every  reader.        Seward, 

N  a 
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[Act  S.  Scene  1« 


Hjflai,  To  what  end? 
What  other  end  came  we  along  ? 
S(im.  Be  rul'd  the*. 
TAo.  Your  weasel  face  must  needs  be  fe^ 


retinw 


About  the  farthingale !  Do  as  I  bid  you,  or  by 
this  light'  ■ 
Hj/ias.  Come  then. 
Tho,  Stand  close,  and  mark  me. 
Fran.  All  this  forc'd  foolery  will  never  doit. 


Mary.  I  like  this  well. 
Sam.  Your  mind  is  too  mistrustful. 
Tho.  I  have  a  virtuous  sister^  but  1  scorn*d 
her; 
A  mistress  too,  a  noble  gentlewoman, 

For  goodness  all  out-Koing 

JUce.  Now  J  know  him. 

!/%o.  Which  these  eyes,  friends,  my  cyei 

must  never  see  more  ^^ 
A/ice.  This  is  for  your  sake,  Mary  :  Take 
heed,  cousin; 
A  man  is  not  so  soon  made. 

Tfio.  Oh,  mv  fortune ! 
But  it  is  jusr«  1  l>e  despi^'d  and  hated. 
Hjflat,  Despair  not,  'tis  not  manly  :  One 
hour's  goodness 
Strikes  oft*  an  inHnitc  of  ills. 

Alice,  Weep  truly, 
,  And  with  couipassioii,  cousin. 
Fran.  J  low  exactly 
This  cunning  voung  thief  playt  his  part !  . 

Marif.  Wefl,  Tom, 
My  Tom  again,  if  this  be  truth. 
lij^tai.  Slie  we^ps,  boy. 
Tho.  Oh,  ]  shall  die  I    • 
Maty.  Now  Heav'n  defend! 
Sam.  Thou  hast  her. 

T^o.  Come,  load  me  to  my  friend,  to  take 
his  farewell; 
And  then  what  fortune  shall  befall  me,  weU 

come  !  — - 
How  does  it  shew  ? 

Hyfa$.  Oh,  rarely  well, 
Mary»  Say  you  so,  sir? 
Jfran.  Oh,  you  grand  ass! 
Marj/.  And  are  you  there,  my  juggler? 
Away  ;  we  arc  ahus*d,  Alice. 
Alice.  Fool  be  with  thee ! 

[Exeunt  Mary  and  Alice. 
Tho.  Where  is  she  ? 

Fran.  Gone;  she  found  you  out,  and  finely  ; 
In  your  own  noose  she  halter*d  you :  You 

must  bo  whispVing, 
To  know  how  things  shew'd;  not  content  to 
fare  veil,  [suspicion, 

But  you  must  roar  out  roast-meat.  1  ill  that 
You  carried  it  most  neatly ;  she  believM  too. 
And  wept  most  tenderly ;  had  you  continued. 
Without  doubt  you  had  brought  her  off. 

Tho.  This  was  thy  roguing. 
For  thou  wcrt  ever  whispering :  Fy  upon  thee ! 
Now  could  I  break  thy  hfad. 
Ilylas.  You  spoke  to  me  first. 
l%o.  Do  not  nnuer  me, 
Fpr  by  this  hand  1*11  beat  thee  bunard-blind 

then  ^ !  \ 

She  shall  not  'scape  me  thus :   Farewell  for 
this  time. 


Enter  Alice  and  Mary, 

Alice,  I  hope  we  bring  you  health,  fir  : 
How  is't  with  yon  ? 

Mary,  You  look  far  better,  trust  me.  The 
fresh  colour 
Creeps  now  again  into  his  cheeks. 

Alice.  Your  enemy,  [have  you 

I  see,  has  done  his  worst.    Come,  we  must 
Lusty  again, and  frolirk,man;  leave  thinking. 

Mary.  Jndee<l  it  docs  you  harm,  sir- 

Frank.  IViy  best  visitants, 
I  shall  be  governM  by  you. 

Alice.  You  shall  be  well  then, 
And  suddenly,  and  soundly  well. 

Maty.  This  air,  sir. 
Having  now  beaM)n*d  you,  will  keep  you  ever. 

Tlfo,  No,  no,  I  have  no  hope !  nor  is  it  fit, 
friends, 
(My  life  has  been  so  lewd,  my  loose  condition. 
Which  I  repent  too  late,  s<i  lamentable) 
That  any  thing  l>ut  curses  light  upon  me ; 
Exorbitant  in  all  my  ways ! 

Alice,  Who's  that,  sir) 
Another  sick  man  ? 

Mary.  Sure  1  know  that  voice  well. 

Tho,    In  all  my  courses  cureless  disobedi* 
euce3«  ! 

Fran.  What  a  strange  fel'ow's  this ! 

Tho.  No  counsel,  friends. 
No  look  before  I  leap'd. 

Alice.  D'you  know  the  voice,  sir? 

Fran.  Ye? ;  'tis  a  gentleman's  that's  much 
InS  mind  :  Great  pity,  ladies.  [afilicted 

Alice.  Now  Heav'n  help  him  ! 

Fran,  He  came  to  me,  to  ask  free  pardon 

of  me,  [distemper 

For  some  things  done  long  since,  which  his 

Made  to  appear  like  \Nrong,  but  'twas  not  so. 

Mary.  Oh,  that  this  could  be  truth! 

Hylus,  Persuade  yourself ! 

Tho.  To  what  end,  gentlemen?  when  all  is 
perish'd 
Upon  a  wreck,  is  there  a  hope  remaining 
The  sea,  that  ne'er  knew  sorrow,  may  be 

pitiful? 
My  credit's  split,  and  sunk,  nor  is  it  possible. 
Were  my  life  lengthened  out  as  long  as 

9*  Cureless  disobedience.!  Old  quar0 ;  other  copies,  *  careleu  disobedience.' 
»>  With  these  cycf.l  i  take  vith,  liere,  to  have  l)e€»n  put  /or  whom,  or  which.    The  former 
is  more  correct  English,  the  latter  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letter ;  and  the  old  English  wri- 
ters as  often  apply  which  to  men  and  women  as  to  inanimate  things.        Seward, 

^  I'll  beat  the  buzzard  blind  thenA  We  should  not  have  made  the  vanatkiii  here  (though 
ili^ht)  liad  it  not  been  much  for  the  oetter|  and  probably  geuttioe« 
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Fran.  Good  niglit !  Tis  almost  bed-time ; 
yet  no  sleep 
Must  enter  these  eyes,  'till  I  work  a  wonder. 

[RriL 

Thf.  Thou  shalt  along  too,  for  I  meiin  to 

plague  thee  [of  then? 

For  this  night's  sins ;  Til  n«*er  leave  walking 

ri'ill  1  hare  worn  thee  out. 

HyloM,  Your  will  be  done,  sir. 
J%o,  You  will  not  leave  mc.  Sum  ? 
Sam,  Not  I. 
Tka.  Away  then  ;■ 
m  be  your  guide.  Now,  if  my  man  ho  tnisty, 
My  spiteful  dame,  I'll  pipe  you  such  a  imnts-up 
Sftuall  make  you  dauce  a  tipvatt^.  Keep  close 
to  me.  [lUeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sebatiian  and  Dorothea^ 

Seb,  Never  persuade  me;  I  will  marry 
again! 
What,  should  I  leave  my  state  to  pins  and 
poking-sticks^*,  [horses''. 

To  tarthingales,  and  flounces?  lo  fore 
And  an  oldTeathcrbawdy«liouse behind  'em? 
To  thee? 

Dor.  You  have  a  son,  sir. 
Seb.  Where?  what  is  he? 
Who  is  be  like  ? 
l)ar.  Yourself, 

Seb,  Thou  licst ;  th'  hast  marr*d  hiiii> 
Thou,  and  thy  prayer-books  i  I  do  disclaim 

him! 
Did  not  1  take  him  singing  yesternight 
A  godly  ballad,  to  a  godly  tune  tiH), 
And  had  a  catechism  in*s  pocket,  damsel  ? 
One  of  your  dear  disciples,  I  perceive  it. 
Wlicn  ciid  he  ride  abroad  since  he  catue  over  ? 
What  tavern  has  he  us'd  to?  what  things  done 
That  shews  a  man,  and  mettle  ?   When  was 

my  house 
At  such  a  shame  before,  to  creep  to  bed 
At  ten  o'clock,  and  twelve,  for  want  of  com* 

pany? 
No  singing,  nor  no  daiicins;,  nor  no  drinking? 
Thou  thinkSt  not  of  these  scandals.    When, 

and  where, 
lias  he  bat  sbew'd  his  sword  of  late  ? 


Dor.  Despair  not,  [ness ; 

I  do  lieseech  you,  sir,  nor  tempt  your  weak- 
For,  if  you  like  it  so,  I  cs^  assure  you, 
lie  is  the  same  man  still. 

St:b.  'Would  thou  wert  ashes 
On  that  condition  !  Dut,  believe  it,  gossip, 
You  shall  know  you  have  wruna'd        ? 

Dttr,  You  never,  sir ;  [sake. 

So  well  1  know  my  duty-  And,  for  lleav*n 
Take  hut  this  counsel  with  yoo  ere  you  marry  ; 
(Vuu  were  wont  to  hear  mc)  take  him,  and 

confess  him,  L^^^» 

Searct)  hitu  to  th'  «|uirk,  and  if  you  fiud  him 

Do  as  yuu  please;  a  tnoihoi's name  I  honour. 

Sth,  lie's  lost  uiid  spoiiM;  I  am  resolv'd 

my  rouf  [uion. 

Shall  iK'ver  Imrbour  him  ]    And  for  you,  ini^ 
rii  keep  you  close  enough,  lest  you  break 

hiose. 
And  do  more  mischief.    Get  you  in !    Who 

waits?  [EsU  JJarotheOn 

Enter  Servant, 

Serr,  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Seb.  Seek  the  hoy,  and  bid  him  wait 
My  pleasure  in  ttie  morning :  Mark  what  hoi^st 
lie  is  in,  and  what  he  does ;  and  truly  tell  me. 

Serv.  I  will  not  fad.  sir. 

Seb.  If  you  do,  1 11  hang  you.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Thomas,  Hyfat,  and  Sam. 

Tho,  Keep  you  the  back-door  tlicre,  and 
be  sufe 
None  of  her  servants  enter,  or  go  out.  '  » 

If  any  woman  pass,  she's  lawful  prize,  boyt; 
Cut  otT  all  convoys./ 

Hyfai.  VV ho  shall  answer  this?    ^ 

Tho.  Why,  I  shall  answer  it,  yqu  fearful 
widgeon ; 
I  shall  appear  to  th'  action. 

Hj/h».  May  we  discourse  too. 
On  honourable  terms? 

Tho.  With  any  grntlewonmn 
That  shall  appear  at  window  :   You  may  re- 
hearse too,  [eels 
By  your  commission  safely,  some  sweet  par- 
Of  poetry  to  a  chambermuid. 


^  Tipvaes.]  Perhaps  we  should  read  tiptoes;  unless  tliere  be  some  dance  called  tipvaes  ; 
which,  however,  we  never  heard  of. 

^  Poking-$tickt,'\  *  Pokin^-sticksj  says  Mr.  Steevens,  *  were  heated  in  the  fire,  and  made 
'  use  of  to  adjust  tlie  plaits  of  rutTs.  In  Marston's  Malecontent,  1604,  is  the  following  in- 
*  stance. ''  There  is  such  a  deale  of  pinning,  these  ruffes,  when  the  tine  clean  fall  i« 


'*  get  poking'^icks  with  fair  long  handles,  lest  they  scorch  your  bands."    Note  on  Winter's 
•Tale.' 

g  to  fore-liorses. 

And  tas  old  leather  bawdy-Hbuse  behmd  V;?i.]  I  read  *four  horses'  vix,  to  a  coach* 
and-four.     Calling  the  former  a  leathern  bawdy-liouse  is  quite  in  character.        Seward. 

Perhaps  the  Author  intended  ^Jore  horses ''  lo  stand  in  opposition  to  *  leather  bawdy^ 
^  henise  btldtvl  'em«'    For^horta  occurs  U^  in  other  playt  of  our  Authors. 
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Bylds.  May  we  sing  too  ? 
For  tberc*s  my  master-piece. 

Tho.  By  no  means  ;  no,  boys ; 
I  am  die  man  resery'd  for  air,  'lis  my  part; 
And  if  she  be  nut  rock,  my  voice  shall  reach 

her. 

'Ye  may  record  a  little  ^^  or  ye  may  whistle, 

Astime  shall  minister;  but,  for  main  singing, 

fPrav  ye  satisfy  yourselves.  Away;  lie  careful ! 

HjfUiS,  But  nark  you ;  one  word,  Tom  I 

we  may  be  beaten. 
Thn.  That's  as  you  think  good  yourselves : 
If  you  deserve  it. 
Why,  'tis  the  easiest    thing    to    compass. 

Beaten  ? 
What  bu<;;bear8  dwell  in  thy  brains?  who 
should  beat  thee? 
Hy/ox.  Sh'has  men  enough. 
Tho.  A  rt  not  thdu  man  enough  too  ? 
Thou  hast  Qesb  enough  about  thee :  If  all 

that  mass 
Will  not  maintain  a  little  spirit,  hang  it, 
And  dry  it  too  for  dogs-meat.  Get  you  gone ; 
I  have  things  of  moment  in  my  mind.    That 
door,  [a  serving-man. 

Jietp  it  as  thou  wouldst  keep  thy  wife  from 
Mo  more,  1  say :  Away,  Sam  ! 
Sam,  At  your  will,  sir. 

[Esettnt  Hifhs  and  Sam, 

Enter  Lavncflot  and  Fidler, 

Zaun,  I  have  him  here;  a  rare  rogue.  Good 
sweet  master, 

?)o  something  of  some  savour  suddenly, 
bat  we  may  cat,  and  live;  I  am  almost 
starv'd:  \eur*^ 

No  point  manievry  no  point  devein^  no  Signt- 
'Sot  by  the  virtue  of  my  languages; 
Nothing  at  my  old  master's  to  be  hop'd  for ! 
Oh  J  Stgnievr  t)u  !  nothing  to  line  my  life  with, 
But  cold  pies,  with  a  cudgel^  'till  you  help  us ! 
Tin),  rsothing  but  famine   frights  thee. 
Come  hither,  Fidler : 
What  ballads  are  you  seen  in  best?  Be  short, 
sir. 
lie/.  Under  your  mastership's  correction,  I 
can  sing 
'  The  duke  of  Norfolk ;  or  the  merry  ballad 

*  Of  Diverus  and  Lazarus;  the  Hose  of  En- 

gland ; 

*  In  Crete  when  Dedimus  first  began ; 

^  Jonas  his  Crying-out  against  Coventry * 


Tho,  Excellent ! 
Rare  matters  all. 

Fid.  *  Mawdlin  the  Merchant's  Daughter  <«; 
*  The  Devil,  and  Ye  dainty  Dames-       * 
Tho.  Rare  still!  [Bow, 

Fid.  '  The  Landing  of  the  Spaniards  at 
'  With  the  bloody  Battle  at  Mile-End.' 

r/4o.  AH  excellent ! 
No  tuning,  as  ye  love  met;  let  thy  fiddle 
Speak  Welch,  or  any  thing  tliat's  out  of  all 

tune; 

The  viler  still  the  better^  like  thyself. 

For  I  presume  thy  voice  will  make  no  treet 

dance.  [homely— 

Fid.  Nay  truly,  you  shall  hav^  it  ey^i  at 

Tho.  Keep  ye  to  that  key.    Are  tiicy  all 

a-bed,  trow  ? 
iMun.  1  hear  no  stirring  any  where,  no 
light 
In  any  window ;  'tis  a  night  for  the  nonce,  sir. 
TA),  Come,  strike  up  tlieo,  and  say  the 
Merchant's  Daughter; ; 
We'll  bear  the  burthen :  Proceed  to  incision, 
fidler.  [Song, 

Enter  Ser^ntf  above, 

Serv.  Who's  there  ?  what  noise  is  this  ?  what 

rogue  at  these  hours  ? 
Tho.  '  Oh,  what  is  th^t  to  you,  my  fool  ? 
*  Oh,  what  is  that  to  you  ? 
*  Pluck  in  your  face, 
^  '  You  bawUng  ass, 

'  Or  I  will  break  your  brow. 

'  Hey  down,  down,  a-down.' 
A  new  ballad,  a  new,  a  ne^' ! 

Fid,  *  The  twelfth  of  April,  on  May -day, 
*  My  house  and  goods  were  burnt 
away,*  &c. 
Maid  [above].  Why,  who  is  this  ? 
JUtttn,  Ob,  damsel  dear. 
Open  the  door,  and  it  shall  appear; 
Open  the  door ! 

Maid,  Oh,  gentle  'squire  ♦*, 
ril  see  thee  hang  tirst ;  farewell,  my  dear  !-^ 
1  is  master  Thomas ;  there  he  standb. 

Enter  Mary^  above. 

Mary.  "Tis  strange 
That  nothing  can  redeem  him.  Rail  him  hence,^ 
Or  sing  him  out  in's  own  way  ;  any  thing 
To  be  deliver*d  of  him. 

Maid.  Then  have  at  him. 


s*  Ye  may  record  a  little,']  i,  e.  play  on  the  musick ;  a  recorder  (as  appears  in  Hamlet) 
lignifying  a  pipe. 

^  ijo  point  juanieitr,  no  point  devein^  no  Signieur.']  Unless  Launcelot  may  be  here  supposed 
to  spfak  a  sort  of  JJngua  Franca,  or  medley  of  languages,  these  words  are  so  ill  wrote, 
that  it  may  he  di^cult  to  tell  what  was  the  original.        Seward. 

He  is  purposely  represented  as  speaking  barbarously  ;  and  the  words  plainly  import,  that 
*  no  wine  or  good  cheer  is  to  be  had  at  his  old  master's.' 

«•  Muu'dun,  &C.J  Mawdlin,  the  Mercliant's  Daughter  of  Bristol.  Thif  and  several  others 
before  mentioni  d  are  the  titles  of  ballads,  some  of  which  have  been  lately  reprinted.        R. 

•*  Open  the  door, 

Oh,  gentle  ^s^^uire,]  We  take  '  Oh,  gentle  'squire/  to  be  part  of  the  Maid  s  answer ;  who 
leaves  off  singing  at,  *  Tis  master  Tboiuas*' 
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*  Mj  man  Thomu 

*  Did  roe  promise, 

*  He  would  visit  roe  this  night. 
Tko.  *  I  am  here,  love ; 

'  Tell  me,  dear  love, 
*■  How  I  may  obtain  thy  sight. 
J^aid.  *  Come  up  to  my  window,  love; 

*  Come,  come,  come ! 

*  Come  to  mv  window,  my  dear : 

*  The  wind  nor  the  rain 

'  Shall  trouble  thee  a»ain, 
'  But  thou  shalt  be  lodged  here.' 
Tho.  And  art  thou  strong  enough  ? 
Laun.  Up,  up;  I  warrant  you. 
Afary.  What  dost  thou  mean  to  do  ? 
JImL  Good  mistress,  peace; 
ni  warrant  you  we'll  cool  him.  Madqe  ! 
Madge  \Qhave\  I  am  ready.  [him  so, 

Tko.  *  The  love  of  Greece,  and  it  tickled 
'  That  he  devised  a  way  to  go/ 
Now  sing  the  Duke  of  Northumberland ! 
Fid,  *  And  climbing  to  promotion, 

*  He  fell  down  suddenly.' 
[Madge^  with  a  devil's  visard^  roaringy 

offers  to  kiss  him^  and  kefalU  dawn. 
Maid.  Farewell,  sir! 
Mary,  What  hast  thou  done  ?  th'  hast  broke 

bis  neck. 
Maid.  Not  hurt  him ; 
He jpitch'd  upon  his  legs  like  a  ca^. 

2»o.  Oh,  woman  ! 
Oh,  miserable  woman !  I  am  spoird ! 
My  leg,  my  leg,  my  leg  !  Oh,  both  my  legs  ! 
Mar^    I  told  thee  what  th'  hadst  done ; 

mischief  go  with  thee  ! 
Tko.  Oh,  lamlam'd  for  ever  !  Oh,  my  leg, 
Broken  in  twenty  places  !  Oh,  take  heed. 
Take  heed  of  women,  Fidler !  Oh,  a  surgeon, 
A  surgeon,  or  I  die !  Oh  my  good  people  ! 
No  charitable  people  ?  all  despiteful  } 
Ob,  what  a  misery  am  I  in  !  Oh,  my  leg  ! 
Laun.  Be  patient,  sir,  be  patient:  Let  me 
bind  it. 

Enter  Sam^  and  Hylas  with  his  head  broken* 

Tho,  Oh,  do  not  touch  it,  rogue. 

Hylat.  My  head,  my  head  ! 
Oh,  ray  head's  kill'd  ! 

Sam.  You  must  be  courting  wenches 
Thro*  key-holes,  captain  Hylas  !  Come  and 

be  comforted  ; 
The  skin  is  scarce  broke. 

Tho.  Oh,  mv  leg  ! 

iSoai.  How  do  you,  sir? 


Tho.  Oh,  maim*d  for  ever  with  a  fall.  HeV 
I  see  his  brains  [spoil'd  too; 

Hylas,  Avizj  with  me,  for  Gods  sake! 
A  surgeon ! 

5fit7ii.  HereS  a  night  indeed. 

Uylas.  A  surgeon ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Fidler  and  Thxma$, 

Enter  Mary  and  Servant,  below. 

Mary.  Go,  run  for  help. 

Tho.  Oh ! 

Mary,  Run  all,  and  all  too  little.  > 
Oh,  cursed  beast  that  hurt  him !  Hun,  rQ%,  fly^ 
He  will  be  dead  else  !  '*t, 

Tho.  Oh !  ^^:  ^  ^ 

Mary.  Good  friend,  go  you  too.        '^  *?., 

Fid.  Who  pays  me  for  my  musick  ? 

Mary,  Pox  o'  your  musick ! 
There's  twelve  pence  for  you. 

Fid.  There's  two  groats  again,  forsooth;  - 
I  never  take  above,  and  rest  you  merry ! 

\ExiU 

Mary.  A    grease-pot   gild   yoar  fiddle* 
strings ! — How  Jo  you  ? 
How  is  my  dear  ? 

Tho.  Why,  well,  I  thank  you,  sweetheart. 

Shall  we  walk  in  ?  for  now  there's  none  Xa 

trouble  us.  [with  you. — 

Mary,  Are  you  so  crafty,  sir  ?  I  shall  meet 
I  knew  your  trick,  and  I  was  willing,  my  Tom, 
Mine  own  Tom,  now  to  satisfy  thee.     Wel- 
come, welcome!  [dearest! 
Welcome,  my  best  friend,  to  me;  all  my 

Tfio.  Now  you're  my  noble  mistress.    We 
lose  time,  sweet. 

Mary.  I  think  they  are  all  gone. 

Tho,  All;  you  did  wisely. 

Mary,  And  you  as  craftily.  , 

Tho,  We're  well  met,  mistress. 

Mary.  Come,  let's  go  in  then  lovingly.—* 
Oh,  my  scarf,  Tom  ! 
I  lost  it  thereabout ;  find  it,  and  wear  it 
As  your  poor  mistress'  favour.  [Exit. 

Tho.  1  am  made  now ; 
I  see  no  venture  is  in  no  hand— I  have  it^. 
How  now  ?  the  door  lock'd,  and  she  in  be- 
Am  I  so  trimm'd?  [fore? 

Mary  [«^re].  One  parting  word,  sweet 
Thomas :  [fidler, 

Tho',  to  save  your  credit,  I  discharg'd  your 
I  must  not  satisfy  your  folly  too,  sir.  fyou. 
You're  subtle ;  but,  l>elicve  it,  fox,  I'lf  find 
The  surgeons  will  be  here  straight;  roar  again, 
boy. 


^  Isfe  no'venture  is  in  no  hand  : — ]  This  scarcely  seems  intelligible.  Tom  is  triumphing 
with  the  thoufchts  of  his  success  :  I  believe  therefore  that  the  common  proverb,  *  Nothing 
venture,  noit^iog  have,'  was  all  that  was  intended  here,  and  have  ventured  to  change  the 
words  to  it;  though  not  without  apprehensions  of  being  thought  to  have  taken  unwarranta- 
ble liberties.         Sexvard. 

Mr.  Seward  reails, 

*  I  see  no  venture,  nothing  have :  I  have  it.' 
'  I  have  it' refers  to  the  scarf;  and  Mr.  Seward's  tibcrties  are  certainly   unwartantable. 
The  seiiience  appears  as  incomplete,  and  so  intended  by  the  Writer,  whose  dialogue  should 
not  be  changed  by  an  Editor,  who  professes  giving  the  original  text. 
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[Act  4.  Scene  li 


And  hrcdk  thy  log9,  for  shame ;  tbou  wilt  be 

Sftort  else. 
G<kkI  nijrht  ! 
2%).  She*  say 9  most  true;  I  must  not  stay ! 
Sh'  ha^  hobb'H  me  ; 
Mhicli,  it'l  live,  I'll rcconipence, and  hboftly. 


Now  for  a  ballad  to  bring  me  off  again : 
All  young  men,  l>c  warn'd  by  me, 

Ilo%v  you  do  go  a-wooing ; 
Seek  not  to  climb,  for  fear  ye  fall, 
Thereby  comes  your  undoings  &c. 

[Exit. 


ACT    IV. 


SCJSK1?  T. 
Knter  Valentine ^  Alice,  and  Servant* 

Val.  TTK  cannot  go,  and  take  no  farewell 
•*•■'■     of  me  ? 

Can  he  be  so  unkind  ?  lie's  but  rctir'd 
Into  the  garden  or  the  orchard.     See,  sirs. 

Jiiie.  lie  would  not  ride  there  certain; 
those  were  planted 
Only  for  walks^  i  take  it*. 

Val.  Ride?  Nay  then 

Had  he  a  horse  out  ? 

Serv,  So  the  groom  delivers, 
Somewhat  beibre  the  break  of  day. 

Vol.  He*s  cone, 
My  bi*st  friend*s  gone,  Alice !  I  have  lost  tlic 
noblest,  [yet. 

The  truest,  and  the  most  man,  7  eVr  found 

Alice.  Indeed,  sir,  he  deserves  ail  praise. 

VaL  All,  sister; 
All,  all,  and  all  too  little.    Oh,  that  honesty, 
That  ermine  honenty,  unspotted  ever| 
That  perfect  ^Oi>dness ! 

Alice.  Sure  he  will  return,  sir; 
lie  cannot  be  at)  harsh. 

t'til.  Oh,  never,  never,   • 
Kever  return  ;  thou  know*st  not  where  the 
cause  lies. 

Altec,  He  was  the  worthiest  welcome 

Val.  He  lieservM  it. 

Alice.  Nor  wanted,  to  our  knowledge 

Val.  I  will  tell  thee, 
Within  this  hour,  things  that  shall  startle  thee. 
lie  Jicver  must  return. 

Enter  Jifichael. 

Mich,  Good  morrow,  Signior. 

Val.  Good  inorn>w,  master  Michael. 

Mich.  My  good  uciKlibour, 
Methinks  you're  stirring  early,  since  your 

travel ; 
YouVe  learnt  t!»e  rule  of  health,  sir.  Where's 

your  mistress? 
She  keeps  her  warm,  I  warrant  you,  a-bed  yCt. 

Val.  I  think  she  docs. 

Alice.  *'ris  not  her  hour  of  waking. 

Mich.  Did  you  lie  with  her,  lady? 

Alice.  N6t  to-night,  sir, 
Nor  any  niuht  this  week  else. 

Alich.  When  last  saw  you  her? 

Alice.  Late  yesternight.' 

Alich.  Whs  she  a-bed  then  ? 

Altte*  No,  sir; 


I  left  her  at  hei*  prayefs.    Why  do  you  lisk 
nic  ?  [a  dream 

Mich.  I  Imve  been  strangely  haunted  witli 
All  this  long  night,  and,  after  many  wakings. 
Hie  same  dream   still:  Methought   I   melt 

young  Cellide 
Just  at  St.  Catherine's  gate,  the  nunnery 

Val.  Ha  !  [and  troubles  ; 

Mich.  Her  face  slubberM  o*er  with  teari 
Methought  she  cried  unto  tlie  lady  abbess, 

*  For  charity  receive  me,  holy  woman, 

*  A  maid  that  has  forgot  the^vorld'saffectionsi 
'  Into  thy  virgin  order  I '  methought  she  took 

her. 
Put  on  a  stole  and  sacred  robe  upon  her, 
And  there  I  left  her. 
Val.  Dream? 

Mich.  Good  mistress  Alice, 
Do  me  the  favour  (vet  to  satisfy  me) 
To  step  but  up,  and  see. 

Alice.  I  know  she's  there,  sir, 
And  all  this  but  a  dream. 

Mich.  You  know  not  my  dreams; 
They  arc  unhappy  ones,  and  often  truths : 

But  this,  J  hope  yet 

Alice.  J  will  "jatisfv  you.  {Exit 4 

Michi  NcJL'hbour,  6ow  does  the  gentleman  f 
Val.  I  know  not. 
Dream  of  a  nunnery  ? 

Mich.  How  found  you  my  words 

AlN)ut  the  nature  of  his  sickness,  V^alentine.' 

Val.  Did  she  not  cry  out,  'twas  my  foily 

too  [curse  me  ? 

That  forc'd  her  to  this  nunnery?  did  she  not 

For  God  sake  speak !  did  you  not  dream  of 

nit?  too? 
How  basely,  poorly,  tamely,  like  a  fool, 

lirci  witli  Ins  joys 

Mich,  Alas,  poor  gentleman ! 
You  protnib'd  me,    sir,  to   bear  all  thesa 
crosses. 
Val.  i  bear  'em  'till  I  break  again  ! 
Mich.  But  nobly, 
Truly  to  weigh-^ — ^ 

VaL  (Jood  neighbour,  no  more  of  it ; 
You  do  but  tling  flax  on  my  tire.     Where  if 
she? 

Enter  Alice. 
Alice.  Not  yondtr,  sir,  nor  has  not  this 
Been  in  her  bed.  [night  cert;iin 

Mich.  It  must  be  truth  she  tells  you  ; 
And  now  Til  shew  you  why  I  came  :  Tbit 
morning 


Act  4.  Scene  2.] 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS. 


W 


A  man  of  mine,  being  employed  aboat  busi- 

ncssy 
Came  early  borne,  who^  at  St.  Catharine's 
nunnery^  [tress; 

About  day-peep,  told  me  be  met  your  mis- 
And,  as  1  spoke  it  in  a  dream,  so  troubled, 
And  so  received  by  th'  abbess,  did  he  see  her: 
The  wonder  made  me  rise,  and  haste  unto  you. 
To  know  the  cause. 

VaL  Farewell !  I  cannot  speak  it. 

[Exit  VaL 
Alice,  For  IIeav*n  sake,  leave  bim  not ! 
Alich,  I  will  not,  lady. 
Mice.  Alas,  he's  much  afllicted. 
Mich.  We  shall  know  shortly  more.    Ap- 
ply your  own  care  [counsel. 
At  home,  ^ood  Ahce,  and  trust  him  tu  m^ 
Nay,  do  not  weep;  all  shall  be  well,  despair 
not.  Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Sebastian  and  a  Servant, 

Seb»  At  Valentine's  house  so  merry  ? 
Serv.  As  a  pie,  sir. 
Seb.  So  gamesome,  dost  thou  say  ? 
Serv.  I'm  sure  I  heard  it. 
Seb,  Ballads,  and  fiddles  too? 
Serv.  No,  but  one  fiddle; 
But  twenty  noises. 

Enter  Launcelot* 

Seb.  Did  he  do  devises  ? 

Serv.  The  best  devises,  sir.    Here's  my 
fellow  Launcelot, 
He  can  inform  you  all;  he  was  among  'em, 
A  mad  thing  too;  I  stood  but  in  a  corner. 

Seb,  Come,  sir;  what  con  you  say?  Is 
there  any  hope  yet 
Your  master  may  return  ? 

Lnun.  He  went  far  else : 
I  will  assure  your  worship,  on  my  credit. 
By  the  faith  of  a  tniveller,  and  a  gentleman. 
Your  son  is  found  a^ain,  the  son,  the  Tom* 

Seh.  Is  he  the  old  Tom  ? 

Imuu.  The  old  Tom. 

Sth.  Go  forward.  [old  Tom. 

JLaun.  Next,  to  consider  bow  he  is  the 

Seb.  Handle  me  that. 

LauH.  I  would  y'  had  seen  it  handled 
Lust  night,  sir,  as  we  handled  it:  Cap-^-pis/ 
Footra  for  leers  and  leerings<3 !  oh,  the  noise. 
The  noise  we  made  ! 

Seb.  Good,  good  ! 

Imuh,  The  windows  clattering, 


And  all  tlie  chambermaids  ii)  such  a  whobub. 

One  with  her  smock  half  off,  another  in  haste 

With  a  serving-man*s  hose  upon  her  head— 

Seb.  Good  still !  [there, 

Laun,  A  fellow  railing  out  of  a  loop-bole 

And  his  mouth  stopt  with  dirt 

Seb.  I'faidi,  a  fine  boy  ! 
Laun,  Here  one  of  our  heads  broke — '-^ 
Seb,  Excellent  good  still!  [Thomas^ 

Laun,  The  i;eutlemau  himself,  young  Mr. 
(Environ'd  with  his  furious  myrmidons. 
The  fiery  Fidler,  and  myself)  now  singing. 
Now  beating  at  the  door,  there  parlying. 
Courting  at  that  window,  at  the  other  scaling, 
And  all  these  several  noises  to  two  trenchers, 
Strung  with  a  bottom  of  brown  thread,  which 
shew'd  admirable.  [pleas'd* 

Seb.  There;   eat,   and  grow  again;   I'm 
Laun.  Nor  here,  sir. 
Gave  we  tJie  frolick  over,  tho'  at  length 
We  quit  the  lady's  sconce  on  composition  I 
But  to  the  silent  streets  we  turn'd  our  furies : 
A  sleeping  watchman  here  we  stole  the  shoes 
from,  [follows ; 

There  made  a  noise,  at  which  he  wakes,  and 
The  streets  are  dirty,  takes  a  Queenhithe  cold, 
Hard  cheese,  and  that,  choaks  him  o'  Mon- 
day next : 
Windows  and  signs  we  sent  to  Erebus : 
A  crew  of  bawlmg  curs  we  entertain'd  last, 
When  having  let  the  pigs  loose  in  out-pnrisbes. 
Oh,  the  brave  cry  we  made  as  high  as  Aid* 

gate! 
Down  comes  a  constable,  and  the  sow  bis 

sister 
Most  traitorously  tramples  upon  authority : 
There  a  whole  stand  of  rug  gowns  rooted 

manly. 
And  ^he  king's  peace  put  to  flight :  A  pur- 
blind pig  here  [horn  4*; 
Runs  me  his  head  into  the  admiral's  lant- 
Out  goes  the  light,  and  all  turns  to  confusion : 
A  potter  rises,  to  enquire  this  passion ; 
A  boar  imbost  takes  sanctuary  m  his  shop. 
When  twenty  dogs  rush  after,  we  still  cheer* 

ing ; 
Down  go  the  pots,  and  pipkins,  down  the  pud- 
ding-pans. 
The  cream-bowls  cry  revenge  here,  there  the 
candlesticks ! 
Seb,  If  this  be  true^s,  thou  little  tiny  page, 
This  tale  that  thou  tell'st  me, 
Thenon  thy  back  will  I  presetitlyhang 
A  handsome  new  livery ; 


«3  For  leers  and  leerings.]  The  word  leer  occurs  in  The  New  Inn,  by  Ben  Jonson,  act  ir# 
scene  3.  Level  says, 

' I'll  to  bed,  and  sleep 

'  If  th'  house,  and  your  /etr  drunkards  let  me.' 
And  also  in  Bartholomew  Fair,  *  the  Audior  doth  promise  a  strutting  horse-courser,  with 
*  a  leer  drunkard^  two  or  three  to  attend  him  in  as  good  equipage  as  you  would  wish.'  Upon 
both  which  passages  Mr.  Whalley  observes,  that  though  the  meaning  of  the  word  leer 
cannot  very  easily  be  settled,  the  expression  seems  in  both  places  to  denote  noisff,  laughing, 
roaritm  drunkiiras.        R, 

M  Into  the  admirable  lanthom,]  Former  editions.        Seward. 

*i  If'  this  b€  true,  &c.J  In  Dr.  Percy's  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry,  tol.  iii,  p.  6t,  in 
Vol.  U.  O  a^ 
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[Act  4.  Scene  2. 


But  if  this  be  fadse,  tbou  little  tiny  page. 

As  false  it  well  may  be, 
Then  with  a  cudgel  of  four  foot  long 

1*11  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe  ^. 

Enter  Servant. 

Seb,  Will  the  boy  come  ? 
Scrv.  liewill^  sir. 

Enter  Thomas, 

Sub.  Time  tries  all  then. 

Laun.  Here  he  comes  now  himself,  sir. 

jSe^.  To  be  short,  Thomas, 
Because  I  feel  a  scruple  in  my  conscience 
Concerning;  thy  demeanor,  and  a  main  one, 
And  therefore  like  a  father  would  he  satisfied. 
Get  up  to  that  window  there,  and  presently, 
like  a  most  complete  gentleman,  come  from 
Tripoly47. 

Tho.  Good  Lord,  sir,  bow  are  you  misled ! 
What  fancies 
(Fitter  for  idle  boys  and  drunkards,  let  me 

speak't, 
And  with  a  little  wonder,  T  beseech  you) 
Choak  up  your  noble  jud<|rnieut ! 

Scb,  You  rogue,  Launcelot, 
You  lying  rascal ! 

Laun.  Will  you  spoil  all  again,  sir? 
Why,  what  a  devil  do  you  mean  ? 

Tho.  Away,  knave! — 
You  keep  a  company  of  saucy  fellows, 
DeboshM,  and  daily  drunkards,  to  devour 
you ;  [only : 
Things,  who$e  dull  souls  tend  to  the  cellar 
You're  ill  advis'd,  sir,  to  commit  your  cre- 
dit  


Seb.  Sirrah,  sirrah! 

Laun.  Let  me  ne'er  cat  again,  sir. 
Nor  feel  the  blessing  of  another  blue  coat. 
If  this  young  gentleman,  sweet  master  Tho- 
mas,                                                  f  sir : 
Be  not  as  mad  as  heart  can  wish,  your  heart, 
If  yesternight's  discoui-be—'Speak,  fellow  Ro- 
bin; 
And  if  thou  spcakest  less  than  truth 

IVio.  I^is  strange  these  varlets- 

Serv.  By  these  ten  bones,  sir,  if  these  eyes 
Can  hear  and  see [and  ears 

Thu.  Extreme  strange ! — Should  tlius  boldly 
Bud  in  yuur  sight,  unto  your  sou. 

Laun.  Oh,  Deu  guin  V*  / 
Can  you  deny  you  beat  a  constable 
Last  night  ? 

Tho.  I  touch  authority,  ye  rascal  ? 
I  violate  the  Inw? 

Laun.  Good  master  Thomas ! 

Serv.  Did  you  not  tuke  two  wenches  from 
the  watcli  too, 
And  put  'em  into  Pudding-Lane? 

Laun.  \Vc  mean  not 
Those  civil  things  you  did  at  Mr.  Valentine's^ 
The  fiddle,  and  ^le  fa'las. 

I'ho.  Oh,  strange  impudence ! 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  give  no  such  licence 
To  knaves  and  drunkards,  to  abuse  your  son 
thus ;  [sir, 

Be  wise  in  time,  and  turu  'em  off.     We  live. 
In  a  state  governed  civilly,  and  soberly, 
Where  each  man's  actions  should  confirm 
Not  crack,  and  cancel  it.  [the  law, 

Svb,  Launcelot  du  Lake, 


im  old  ballad  entitled  Little  Musgravc  and  Lady  Btirnard,   from  which  we  shall  extract  two 
stanzas,  which  Sebastian  seems  to  have  intended  to  imitate : 

*  If  it  be  trewe,  tliou  tinoy  foot-page, 

*  This  tale  thou  hast  told  to  mer, 

*  Then  all  my  lands  in  Bucklesford  Bury 

*  I  frcelye  will  give  to  thee. 

*  But  if  it  be  a  lye,  thou  tiney  foot-page, 

'  This  tale  thou  ha^t  told  to  mee, 

*  On  the  highest  tree  in  Bucklesford  Bury 

'  All  hanged  shalt  thou  bee.'        R. 

<•  I*//  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe.J  Unless  the  Poets  here  designed  on  purpose  to  disajh- 
point  the  readers  of  a  rhimc,  we  must  look  on  this  as  a  corruption,  and  tlien  a  very  huniu- 
rous  expression  may  supply  its  place*  Launcelot  in  his  affectation  of  talking  French  hud 
used  the  words  cap  a  ;7te  just  before.  The  old  man  therefore  may  here  repeat  it  with  great 
humour — '  I'll  beat  thee  from  cap  a  pie  J  But  the  transcriber  seeing  wliat  the  sense  should 
be^  and  not  knowing  that  this  expressed  it,  chose  to  put  the  English  without  regard  to  tha 
rhime.     I  hope  therefore  I  do  no  more  than  restore  it.         Seward, 

Mr.  Seward's  alteration  is  not  unplausiblc ;  yet  it  is  too  violent  to  be  admitted  into  the  , 
text,  contrary  to  the  authority  of  all  the  old  copies:  Besides  that,  ^ from  cup  a  pie'  is 
rather  a  harsh  expression. 

^  Come  from  Tripoly.]  In  Ben  Jonson's  Silent  Woman,  act  v.  scene  1,  La-Foole  says, 
'  I  protest,  sir  John,  you  come  as  high  from  Tripoly  as  I  do  every  whit,  4'C.'  Upon 
which  passage  Mr.  Whalley  observes,  that  *  To  corneas  high  from  Tripnij/  was  a  phrase 
then  in  use,  to  signify  doing  feats  o{  activity  and  strength,  and  that  Tripoly  was  tauious 
for  tlic  justs  and  tournaments  held  there  in  the  days  of  chivalry;  and  from  those  feats  the 
phrase  was  perhaps  derived.         R. 

^  Deu  guin.]  Mr.  Seward,  witli  his  accustomed  fidelity,  rends,  Dieu  guarde;  apprehend- 
ing, no  doubt,  that  '  it  either  was  or  ought  to  have  been  so  wrote;'  and,  classing  it  among 
those  variations  which  are  '  too  self-evident  to  require  a  note^  says  nothing  about  it.  2)u» 
guilt  is  the  Welch  ejactihuion  here  desigaedi  meaoing  literally  white  God. 
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Get  joa  upon  adventures !  cast  your  coat, 
Ami  make  your  exit. 

Jjttun.  Four  Vankmr  de  Dku  ! 
Seb.  Purmenopun;  but /Jitr  at  that  door; 
out,  sirrah  I  [guaees ! 

ni  beat  ye  pttrhlind else;  out,  ye  eight  lan- 
Laun.  My  blood  upon  your  itead !  [Eiit, 
Tko.  Puri;e  me  *em  all,  ^ir. 
Hch,  And  you  too  presently. 
Tko,  Even  as  yon  please,  sir. 
Seb,  Bid  my  ma  id-servants  come*,  and 
briuij;  mv  daujiliter; 
I  will  have  one  shall  please  mc. 

[Exit  Servant, 
JTio.  Tis  most  6t,  sir. 
Seb.  Bring  nie  the  money  there.  Here,  Mr. 
Thomas! 

EntiT  tivo  SerpantSf  with  ttoo  bagt. 

I  pray  sit  down ;  you  are  no  more  my  son  now ; 
Good  gcntienian,  be  covered. 

Tho.  At  your  ploasure.  [whilom 

Seb.  This  money  1  do  give  ye,  because  of 
You  have  been  thought  my  son,  and  by  my- 
seif  too,  [another. 

And  sonu'  thinjrs  done  like  me:  Ye  are  now 
There  is  two  hundred  pound,  a  civil  sum 
For  a  you4ig  civii  man  :  Much  land  and  lord- 
ship 
Will,  as  I  take  it,  now  but  prove  temptation 
To  dread  ye**-  from  your  settled  and  sweet 
carrias^e. 

T/io,  You  say  right,  sir. 

Seb.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  cover. 

Tho.  At  your  dispose.  And  I  beseech  yon 
too,  sir. 
For  ttic  word  civil,  and  more  settled  course. 
It  may  be  put  to  use,  that  on  the  interest, 
Like  a  poor  gentleman 

Stb.  It  shall,  to  niy  use. 
To  mine  aiiain;    do  you  see,  sir.^   good  fine 

gentleman, 
I  i;ivc  no  brooding  money  for  a  scrivener; 
Mine  is  for  present  trathck,  and  so  I'll  use  it. 

Tho,  So  much  for  that  then. 

Enter  Dorothy,  arid  four  Maids. 

Seb,  For  the  main  cause.  Monsieur, 
I  sent  to  treat  with  you  about,  behold  it; 
Behold  that  piece  ot  story-work,  and  view  it. 
I  want  a  rii;ht  heir  to  inlterit  me; 
Not  my  estate  alone,  but  my  conditions. 
From  which  you  are  revolted,  therefore  dead. 
And  I  will  break  my  back,  but  I  will  get  one. 

TAo.  Will  you  cl)use  there,  sir? 

Seb,  There,  among  l)io:^e  damsels, 
In  mine  own  tribe:   1  know  their  qualities. 
Which  cannot  fail  to  please  mc.      For  their 
beauties  [feet, 

A  matter  of  a  three  farthings  makes  all  per- 


A  little  beer,  and  bccf-broth;  they  are  sound. 

too. 
Stand  all  ft-breast.  Now,  gentle  Mr.  Thomas, 
Before  1  chuse,  yon  having  liv*d  long  with  me, 
And  happily  sometimes  with  some  of  these 
too,  [shew  roe 

(Which  fault  I  never  frown'd  upon)  'pray 
(For  fear  we  confound  our  nenealogics) 
VVhich  have  you  laid  aboard ;   speak  your 

mind  freely : 
Have  you  had  copulation  with  that  damsel.^ 

Tho.  I  have.  [sir? 

Sfb.  Stand  you  aside  then.  How  with  her, 

Tho.  How,  is  not  seemly  here  to  say. 

Dor.  Here's  fine  sport! 

Seb.  Retire  you  too.   Speak  forward,  Mr, 
Thomas.  .       [ail,  sir. 

Tho.  I  will,  and  to  tho  purpose ;  even  with 

Seb.  With  all  ?  that's  somewhat  large. 

Dor.  And  yrt  you  like  it. 
Was  ever  sin  so  glorious? 

Seb.  With  all,  Thomas  ? 

Tho.  All  surely,  sir. 

Stb.  A  sign  thou  art  mine  own  yet ! 
In  again  all,  and  to  your  several  functions! 

[Exeunt  Maidi, 

What  say  you  to  young  Luce,  my  nei^ibour*s 

daughter  ?  [velPd ; 

She  was  too  young,  I  take  it,  when  you  tra- 

Some  twelve  years  old. 

Tho.  Her  will  was  fifteen,  sir.       [coarse, 

Seb.  A  pretty  answer,  to  cut  off  long  dis« 
For  I  have  many  yet  to  ask  you  of. 
Where  I  can  chuse,  and  nobly.  Hold  up  your 


finger. 


[V'aleria, 


When  you  are  ri^ht:  What  say  you  to 
V\  hoschushand  lies a-dying now?— Why  two, 
And  in  that  form? 

'Iho.  Her  husband  is  rccover'd. 
Seb.  A  witty  moral !  Ha%  e  at  ye  once  more, 
Tnouias:  [boy! 

The  sisters  of  St.  Albans  ? — All  five?  Dat 
Dat's  mine  own  l»oy  ! 

J)or.  Aow  out  upon  thee,  monster! 
T/io.  Still  hopin^^  of  your  pardon. 
Seb.  Thi  re  needs  none,  man  ; 
A  straw  on  pardon !  pritl-.cc,  need  no  pardon. 
I'll  ask  no  more,  nor  think  no  more  of  mar- 
riage, 
For  o'niy  conscience  I  ihall  be  thy  cuckold. 
There's  some  good  yetleft  in  him :  bear  your- 
self well,  [sir; 
You  may  recover  me.  There's  twenty  pound, 
I  see  some  sparkles  which  may  Hame  atrain. 
You  may  eat  vvith  me  when  you  please;  you 
know  me.                                  [Eiit  Seb, 
Dor.  Why  do  you  lie  so  damnably,  so 

foolisidy? 
Tho.  i)nst  thou  King  to  have  thy  head 
broke  ?  Hold  tliy  peace, 

•  Bid  my  mnid  servant  come."]  Fopmer  editions.        Srreard, 

••  To  dread  you.\  i.  e.  to  frighten  you  :  If  the  reader  does  not  admit  this  uncommon  use 
of  the  word  (which  seemed  designedly  afiipcted  by  the  Authors},  he  may  perhaps  prefer  draw 
or  drive  or  drag,  eitlier  of  which  may  staod  in  its  room.        Seward* 
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And  do  as  I  would  have  thee,  or  by  this  hand 
I'll  kill  thy  parrot,  hang  up  thy  small  hound  ^'^ 
And  drink  away  thy  dowry  to  a  penny. 

Dor^  Was  ever  such  a  wild  asi? 

T^o,  Prithee  be  auiet ! 

Dor.  And  dost  uiou  think  men  will  not 
beat  thee  monstrously. 
For  abusing  their  wives  and  children  ? 

Tho.  And  dost  thou  think  [much? 

Men*s  wives  and  children  can  be  abused  too 

Dor,  I  wonder  at  thee. 

Tho.  Nay,  thou  shalt  adjure  me 
Before  Tve  done. 

Dor.  How  stand  you  with  your  mistress  ? 

Tho.  I  shall  stand  nearer  [sincss. 

Bre  I  be  twelve  hours  older :  There's  my  bu- 
She's  monstrous  subtle,  DoU^ 

Dor,  The  devil,  I  think. 
Cannot  out-subtle  thee. 

Tho,  IF  he  play  fair  play. 
Coine,  you  must  help  me  presently. 

Dor.  I  discard  you. 

Tho,  Thou  shalt  not  sleep  nor  eat ! 

Dor.  I'll  no  hand  with  you, 
No  bawd  to  your  abuses. 

Tho.  By  this  light,  Doll, 
Nothing  but  in  the  way  of  honesty ! 

J)or.  Thou  never  knew*st  that  road :  I  hear 
your  vigils.  [her, 

Tho.  Sweet  honey  DoU^— If  I  don't  marry 
Honestly  ni<uTy  her;  if  I  mean  not  hunour- 

ably 

Come,  thou  shalt  help  me — Take  heed  how 

you  vex  roc ! 
m  help  thee  to  a  husband  too,  a  fine  gentle- 
man, [brown  man; 
(I  know  thou'rt  mad)  a  tall  young  man,  a 
I  swear  he   has  his  maidenhead;    a  rich 
man [answer  vc. 

Dor,  You  may  come  in  to  dinner,  and  VU 

Tho.  Nay,  I'll  go  with  thee,  Doll. — Four 
hundred  a-year,  wench  I  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Michael  and  Valentine. 

JMich.  Good  sir,  go  back  again,  and  take 
my  counsel :  [from  us 

Sores  are  not  cur'd  by  sorrows,  nor  tiuie  broke 
Puil'd  back  again  by  sighs. 

Val.  What  should  X  do,  friend  ? 

Mich.  Do  that  tiiat  may  redeem  you,  go 
back  quickly:  [her; 

SebA&tiun*s  daughter  can  prevail  much  with 
The  abbess  is  her  aunt  too. 

Val.  But  my  friend  then. 
Whose  love  and  loss  is  equal  tied  ? 

Mich.  Content  you; 
That  shall  be  my  task.  If  he  be  alive^ 


Or  where  my  travel  and  my  care  may  reach 
I'll  bring  him  back  again.  [him» 

Val.  Say  he  come  back  [mistress 

To  piece  his  poor  friend's  life  out,  and  my 
Be  vow'd  for  ever  a  recluse? 

Mich.  So  suddenly  [away>  sir. 

She  cannot;  haste  you  therefore  instantly 
To  put  tliat  danger  by.  First,  as  to  a  father. 
Then  as  a  friend,  she  was  committed  to  you. 
And  all  the  care  she  now  has:  By  which  pri* 

vilege 
She  cannot  do  herself  this  violence, 
But  you  may  break  it,  and  the  law  allows  you. 

Val,  Oh,  but  I  forc'd  her  to  it^ 

Mich.  Leave  disputing  [rable. 

Against  yourself:  If  you  will  needs  be  mise- 
Spite  of  her  goodness,  and  your  friend's  per* 

suasions. 
Think  on,  and  thrive  thereafter. 

Val.  I  will  home  then,  [Michael^— ^ 

And  follow  your  advice;  and,  good,  good 

Mich,  No  more ;  I  know  your  soul's  di- 
vided, Valentine :  [riage. 
Cure  but  that  part  at  home  with  speedy  mar- 
Ere  my  return ;  for  then  those  thoughts  that 
vex'd  her,  [tions^ 
While  there  ran  any  stream  for  loose  afFec* 
Will  be  stopt  up,  and  cbaste-ey'd  Honour 
guide  her.  lyouy 
Away,  and  hope  the  best  still !  I'll  work  for 
And  pray  too,  heartily.     Away;  no  more 
words !                                      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Uyla$  and  Sam, 

Ht/las,  I  care  not  for  my  broken  head. 
But  that  it  should  be  his  plot ,  and  a  wench  too, 
A  lousy,  lazy  wench  prepar'd  to  do  it! 

Sam.  Thou  hadst  us  good  be  quiet;  for  o' 
my  conscience 
He'll  put  another  on  thee  else. 

Hy/as.  I  am  rcsolv'd 
To  oUl  him  to  account.  Was  it  not  manifest 
He  meant  a  mischief  to  me,  and  laugh'd  at  me^ 
When  he  lay  roaring  out,  his  leg  was  brokeUi 
And  no  such  matter  r  Had  he  broke  his  neck^ 
Indeed  'twould  ne'er  have  griev'd  me.  Gal- 
lows gall  him ! 
Why  should  he  chuse  out  me  ? 

Sam.  Tnou'rt  ever  ready 
To  thrust  thyself  into  these  she-occasions, 
And  he  as  full  of  knavery  to  accept  it. 

Ifylas.  Well,  if  I,  live,  I'll  have  a  new  trick 
for  him.  [with  him 

Sam,  That  will  not  be  amiss,  bu^  to  fight 
Is  to  no  purpose :  Besides,  he's  truly  valiant. 
And  a  most  deadly  hand;  thou  never  fought'st' 


yet, 


t»"g- 


Nor,  o*  my  conscience^  hast  no  faith  in  hght- 


SI 


•bi/this  hand 


I'll  kill  thy  parrot f  hang  up  thy  $mall  hand.]  Here  Ihe  word  hand  by  accident  has  been 
repeated  at  the  end  of  the  second  line,  and  expelled  the  true  word.  The  sense  plainly  leads 
us  to  a  lap-dog,  or  a  monkey,  and  the  epithet  unall  makes  the  former  most  probable :  I  read 
tnerefore  '  small  hound/       S»ward» 
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Eylas.  No,  no,  I  will  not  light. 

sin.  Besides,  the  quarrel, 
Which  has  a  woman  in't,  to  make  it  scurvy, 
Who  would  lie  stinking  in  a  surgeon's  hands, 
A  month  or  two  this  weather  ?  for,  believe  it, 
lie  never  hurts  under  a  quarter's  healing. 

H^ims.  No;  upon  better  thought,  T  will  not 
But  watch  my  time.  [^ght,  Sam, 

Sam,  To  pay  him  with  a  project;  [me. 
Watch  him  too,  I  would  wish  you.  Prithee  tell 
Dost  thou  affect  the*^  women  still? 

HifUa   Yes,  'faith,  Sam, 
I  love  'em  ev'nas  well  as  e'er  I  did;       ['em. 
Nay,  if  my  brains  were  beaten  out,  I  must  to 

^»t.  Dost  thou  love  any  woman? 

Hyias.  Any  woman, 
Of  what  degree  or  calling. 

Sftm.  Of  any  ase  too  ?  [teen,  boy ; 

Hi/fjM.  Of  any  age,  from  fourscore  to  four- 
Of  any  fashion. 

Sam.  And  defect  too  ? 

Uiflas.  itight; 
For  those  I  love  to  lead  me  to  repentance. 
A  woman  with  no  nose,  after  my  surqucdry**. 
Shews  like  king  Philip's  monJ,  Memento  mori; 
And  she  that  has  a  wooden  leg  demoustrates, 
Uke  hypocrites,  we  halt  before  the  gallows; 
An  old  one,  with  one  tooth,  seems  to  say  to  us. 
Sweet  meats  have  sour  sauce ;  she  that's  full 
of  aches,  [porridge : 

Crumb  not  your  bread  before  you  taste  your 
And  many  morals  we  may  6nd. 

Sti?n,  '  J'is  well,  sir. 
You  radke  so  worthy  uses.  But,  quid  igitur  ? 
"What  shall  we  now  determine? 

Htflas.  Let's  consider 
An  hour  or  two  how  I  may  fit  this  fellow. 

Sam.  Let's  find  him  first;  he'll  quickly  give 
occasion :  [you ; 

But  take  heed  to  yourself,  and  say  I  warn'd 
He  hab  a  plaguy  pate. 

Hjflas,  That  at  my  danger.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Sailors  singing  ;  to  them,  Michael  and 

Francis, 

Sail,  Aboard,  aboard  !  the  wind  stands  fair. 
Mich,  These  call  for  passengers ;  I'll  stay 
and  see 
What  men  they  take  aboard. 


Fran,  A  boat,  a  boat,  &  boat ! 

Sail,  Away  then. 

Fran.  Whither  are  ye  bound,  friends? 

Sail.  Down  to  the  Streights. 

Mich.  Ha  !  'tis  not  much  unlike  him. 

Fran,  May  I  have  passage  for  my  money? 

Sail.  And  welcome  too. 

Mich.  1'is  he ;  I  know  'tis  he  now. 

Fran,  Then,  merrily  aboard.   And,  noble 
friend,  [virtue 

Heav'n's  goodness  keep  thee  ever,  and  all 
Dwell  jn  thy  bosom!  Oellide,  my  last  tears 
I  leuve  beinnd  niu  thus,  a  sacrifice ! 
For  I  dare  stay  no  longer  to  betray  you. 

Mich.  Be  not  so  quick,  sir.  Sailors,  I  here 
charge  ye. 
By  virtue  of  tiiis  warrant,  as  you'll  answer  it, 
(^or  both  your  ship  and  merchant  I  know 

perfectly) 
Lay  hold  uptiu  this  fellow  ! 

F-'an.  Fellow? 

Mich.  Ay,  sir.  [ter  you. 

Sail.  No  hand  to  sword,  sir;  wc  shall luas* 
Fetch  out  the  manacles! 

Fran.  I  do  obey  ye. 
But,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  inform  me  truly 
How  I  am  guilty. 

Mich.  You  have  rohb'd  a  gentleman, 
One  that  youVe  bound  to  for  your  life  and 

being ; 
Money  and  horse  unjustly  you  took  from  him. 
And  something  of  more  note;  but — foryou'r* 
a  gentleman 

Fran,  it  sluill  be  so;  and  here  Vi\  end  all 
miseries,      * 
Since  friendship  is  so  cruel ! — T  confess  it; 
And,  which  is  more,  a  hundred  of  these  rob- 
beries : 
This  ring  I  stole  too  from  him,  and  this  jewel, 
The  first  and  last  of  all  my  wctilth. — Forgive 
me,  ['cm. 

My  innocence  and  truth,  for  saying  I  stole 
And  may  they  prove  of  value  but  to  recom- 
pense 
The  thousandth  part  of  his  love,  and  bread 

I've  eaten ! 

'Pray  see  'cm  rcnder'd,  noble  sir;  and  so 
I  yield  me  to  your  power. 

Mich,  Guard  him  to  th'  water, 
r  charge  you,  sailors ;  there  I  will  receive  him^ 
And  back  convey  him  to  a  justice. 


J^A  zpomanwith  no  nose,  o/^^r  i»^  surquedry.l  Suryucdrt/  is  pride  or  presumption:  the 

original  French  word  signifies  over-thinking,  and  in  that  sense  it  is  here  used,  * After  nij 

'  surquedrt/,  or  according  to  my  profound  judgment.*         Seward. 

Id  the  tirst  Part  of  Marston's  Antonio  and  Mellida,  act  iii.  this  word  occurs ; 

* 1  will  confesse  plaine  troth, 

'  I  envy  nothing  but  the  Travense  light. 

*  O,  had  it  eyes,  and  cares,  and  tongues  it  might] 

*  See  sport,  heare  speech  of  most  strange  surqutdries, 

*  O,  if  that  candle  light  were  made  a  poet;, 

*  He  would  prove  a  rare  firking  satyrist, 

*  And  draw  the  core  forth  of  iniposthum'd  sinne.' 

The  word  is  also  used  by  Spenser,  and  t'le  Glossary  to  that  Writer  explains  it  in  the  same 
manner  as  Mr.  Seward.        i{. 
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Sail.  Come,  sir; 
Look  to  your  neck;  you're  like  to  sail  i*  th*  air 
now.  [Exettni, 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Thomas,  Dorotky,  and  Maid. 

Tho.    Coiiir,   quickly,    quickly,  quickly; 
[>aint  me  handsomely; 
Take  heed  luy  nose  l.e  not  in  grain  too. 
Come,  Doll,  Doll,  discn  me. 

Iktr,  If  you  sliould  play  now 
Your  devil's  parts  auain 

Tho.  *  Vea  and  nay,*  Dorothy  **. 

l')irr,  Ifyc  do  any  thing,  but  that  ye  have 
Whicn  only  is  access-  [sworn  to, 

Tho.  .As  I'm  a  gentleman ! 
Out  with  this  hair,  Doll-,  handsomely. 

Dor,  You  have  your  brecrhes? 

Tho,  I  prithee  away;  thou  know'st  I'm 

monstrous  ticklish :  [tocks? 

What,  dost  thou  think  1  love  to  blast  my  but- 

Dor,  ril  plague  you  for  this  roguery;  for 
1  know  well 
What  you  intend,  sir.  [Atidt. 

Tho.  On  with  my  mufHer! 

Dor.  You're  a  sweet  lady !  Come,  let's  see 
you  court'sy: 
What,  broke  i'  th'  bum  ?  Hold  up  your  head. 

Tho.  Plague  on't, 
1  shall  bepiss  my  breeches  if  I  cower  thus** ! 
Come,  am  1  ready  ? 

Maid.  At  all  points  as  like,  sir, 
As  if  you  were  my  mistress. 

Dor,  Who  goes  with  you  ? 

Tho,  None  but  my  fortune,  and  noypelf. 

'[Exit. 

Dor.  Bless  yon  ! — 
Now  run  thou  for  thy  life,  and  get  before  him, 
(Take  the  liye-way)  and  tell  my  cousin  Wary 
In  whatshape  he  intends  to  come  to  coten  her: 
I'll  follow  at  thy  heels  myself.    Fly,  wench  ! 

Maid.  I'll  do  it.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sebaxfian  and  Thomaf. 

Dor,  My  father  La8  met  him ;   this  goes 
excellent! 


And  I'll  away  in  time.   Look  to  yoor  skin, 
Thomas !  [Exit, 

Seh,  What,  are  you  grown  so  corn-fed, 
goody  Gillian,  [ries 

You  will  not  know  your  father?  Whatvaga- 
Have  you  in  hand?  what  out-leaps,  dirty  heels. 
That  at  these  hours  of  night  you  must  be  gad- 
ding, [sage? 
And  thro'  the  orcliard  take  your  private  pas- 
Whaf,  is  the  breeze  in  your  breech?  Or  has 

your  brother 
Appointed  you  an  hour  of  meditation 
How  to  demean  himself?    Get  you  to  bed, 
drab,  [slut. 

Or  I'll  so  crab  your  shoulders — ^You  demure 
You  civil  dish  of  slic'd  beef,  get  you  iu  ! 
Tho.  I  wi'  not,  that  1  wi'  not. 
Seb.  Is  it  even  so,  dame? 
Have  at  you  with  a  night-spell  then  ! 
Tho.  'Pray  hold,  sir ! 

Scb.  *  St.  George,  St.  George,  our  lady's 
knight, 

*  He  walks  by  day,  so  docs  he  by  night; 

*  And  when  l»e  had  her  found, 
'  He  her  beat  and  her  bound, 
'  Until  to  him  her  troth  she  plight, 

*  She  would  not  stir  from  him  that  night. 

Tho.  "Nay  then,  have  at  you  with  a  counter 
spell : 

*  From  elve*5,  hobs,  and  fairies, 

*  That  trouble  our  dairies, 

'  From  fn  e-<lrakes  and  fiends, 

*  And  such  as  the  de'il  sends, 

'  Defend  us,  good  Ueav'n  ! ' 

[Knocks  down  Scb.andcxif, 

Enter  Launceht. 

Lann.  Bless  me,  master !  Look  up,  sir,  I 
beseech  you ! 
Up  with  ytiur  eyes  to  Heav'n! 
Seb.  Up  with  your  nose,  sir ! 
I  do  not  bleed.  1'was  a  sound  knock  she  gave 

me; 
A  plaguy  mankind  girl^!    How  my  brains 
■  totter ! 


»  Yea  and  nay,  Dorothy.]  The  humoui*  of  this  seems  lost  in  the  former  editions.  Tom 
seems  to  use  the  expression  ^a  and  niiy  as  an  adjective,  yea-und'nay  Dorothy :  i.  e.  I'uri- 
t finical  Dorothy.        Seward,  ' 

Mr.  Seward  is  wrong,  though  the  comma  after  yea  and  7iay,  might  have  kept  liim  right. 
Tom  does  not  call  her  puritanical,  but,  by  a  droll  imitation  of  the  fanatics  of  our  Autliors' 
time,  intimates  that  his  designs  are  as  chaste  as  those  of  the  religionists,  whose  conversation 
was  Yea,  yea,  and  nay,  nay.  He  makes  use  of  the  same  expression,  at  bis  first  ueetbig  with 
liylas  and  Sam : 

*  Do  not  you  see  me  alter 'd  ?  *  Yea  and  nay,*  gentlemen; 

*  A  much  converted  u)an.' 

W  Jjf  Jcowr  thus.]  i.  e.  bend,  stoop,  or  shrink. 

*  As  thus  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 
^  Approaching  two  and  two,  these  cow'ring  low 

^  W  ith  blandishment,  each  bird  stoop'd  on  his  wing.' 

Paradise  Lost,  b.  viii.  I.  349.        B. 
^  A  plaguy  mankind  girl,]  Dr.  Johnsou  says  that  a  mankind  woman  is  yet  used,  in  the 
midland  counties,  for  a  woman  violejit,  ferocious,  and  miscliievous.        JS. 
*  Oh,  mankind  generation  T  occurs  in  The  Silent  Woman. 
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Wdl,  go  thy  ways ;  th'  iiaAt  got  one  tliouaaod 

pound  more  pier  too. 

With  this  (iofr  trick.  Mine  own  true  spirit  in 

Laun.  Jo  her  ?  Alas,  sir, 
Alas,  poor  gentlewoman,  «he  a  hand  so  heavy, 
To  knock  you  like  a  calf  down,  or  so  brave 

a  couras^e 
To  beat  her  fatlier?  If  you  could  believe, 

sir 

Stb,  Who  wouldstthrmmakc  me  believe  it 
was  P  the  devil  ?  [times,  sir, 

Idmui.  One  that  spits  fire  as  fast  as  he  some- 
And  changes  shapes  as  often ;  your  son  Tho- 
mas, [me. 
Ne'er  wander ;  if  it  be  not  he,  strai^t  hang 

SA.  He?  If  it  be  so, 
I'll  put  thee  in  my  will ;  and  there's  an  end 
on'u  [a  player, 

Tmuh.  I  saw  his  les^s;  h'  has  boots  r>D  like 
Uuder  his  wench's  cloaths ;  *tis  he,  'tis  Tho- 
mas, [watch  hill)  5^. 
Id  his  own  sister's  cloaths,  sir,  and  I  can 
&b.  No  more  word>  tiien ;  weMl  watch  him. 
Thou'lt  not  believe,  Launce, 
How  heartily  glad  I  am. 

Imuh.  May  you  be  gladder  ! 
fiut  not  thb  way,  sir. 

4&6.  No  more  words,  but  watch  him. 

[Ejccunt, 

SCENE  VII. 
JEnter  Mary,  Dorotht/,  and  Maid. 

Mary.  When  comes  he  ? 

Duri  Presently. 

yittry.  Then  get  you  up,  Doll ; 
Away  ;  I'll  straight  come  to  you.  Is  all  ready  ? 

Maid,  All. 

Mary.  Let  the  light  stand  far  enough. 

AluiiL  ^ris  plac*d  so.  [chamber : 

Mary.  Stay  you  to  entertain  him  t6  his 
But  keep  close,  wench ;  he  flies  at  all. 

Maid.  I  warrant  you. 

Mary.  You  need  no  more  instruction  ? 

Maid.  I  am  perfect.  IRteunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 
Enter  Valentine  and  Thomas. 
Tko.  More  stops  yet  ?  Sure  the  fiend's  my 
elio<«tly  father. 
Old  Valentine !  wliat  wind's  in  his  poop  ? 

VaL  Lady, 
Toa're  met  most  happily.    Oh,  gentle  Doll, 
Ton  must  now  do  me  an  especial  favour. 


Tho.  What  is  it,  master  Valentine?— Im 
sorely  troubled 
With  a  salt  rheum  fall'n  i*  my  gums. 

Vaf.  rii  tell  you,  [tress. 

And  let  it  move  you  equally :  My  blest  mis- 
Upon  a  slijilit  occasion  tukmg  ana:er, 
Took  hIso  (to  undo  me)  your  nunt's  nunnery, 
From  vvhi-nco  by  my  persuasion  to  redeem  her 
Will  be  impossible;  nor  l>ave  I  lilnrrty 
To  come  mid  visit  her.    My  good,  good  Do- 
rothy, [annt  too. 
You  are  most  powerful  with  lier,  and  your 
And  have  access  at  all  hours  liberally  ; 
Speak  now  or  never  for  me! 

Tho.  In  a  nunnery? 
Thaf  course  must  not  be  suflTer'd,  mnster 
Valentine ;  [me ; 

Her  motlier  never  knew  it. — Rare  sport  for 
Sport  up<jn  sport! — By  th*  break  of  day  f'U 
meet  ye ;  [warrant  ye. 

And  fear  not,  man ;  we'll  have  her  out,  I 
I  cannot  stay  now. 

VaL  You'U  not  break? 

Tho.  By  no  means. 
Good  niirht. 

Val.  Good  oii;ht,  kind  mistress  Doll. 

;  [Exit. 

Tho.  This  thrives  well ; 

Every  one  takes  me  for  my  sister ;  excellent ! 

This  nunnery's  Fall'n  so  pat  too,  to  my  figure. 

Where  tliere  be  handsome  wenches,  and  tliey 

shall  know  it, 
If  once  I  creep  in,  ere  thev  get  me  out  again. 
Stiiy,  here's  the  house,  and  one  of  her  maids. 

Enter  Maid. 
Moid.  Who's  tljcre  ? 
Oh,  mistress  Dorothy  !  You  are  a  stranger. 
Tho,  ^till  mistress  Dorothy  ?  Thisgeer  will 

cotton  57. 
Maid.     Will  you  walk  in,  forsooth? 
Tlu).  Where  is  your  niisiress  ? 
Maid.  Not  very  well ;  she's  gone  to  bed : 
I'm  glad 
You're  come  so  fit  to  comfort  her. 
Tho.  Yes,  I'll  coinforc  her. 
Maid.  'Pray  make  not  much  noise,  for  she's 
sure  asleep.  [company 

You  know  your  side ;  creep  softly  in ;  your 
Will  warm  her  well. 

Tho.  I  warrant  thee,  I'll  warm  her. 
Maid.  Ybur  brother  has  been  here;  the 

stran^^est  fellow ! 
Tho.  A  very  rogue,  a  rank  rogue  ! 


*  In  his  own  sister's  c/oatks,  sir,  and  I  can  wast  him.]  The  variation  is  Mr.  Seward's,  who 
MT*  he  at  first  proposed  residing  canvust ;  i.  e.  searched  or  inquired  into  him;  but  that  by 
SeVd^rian's  answer,  *  We'll  watch  him,'  the  word  watch  seems  the  more  probable  reading. 

f  This  geer  toiU  cotton.]  This  seems  to  have  been  a  cant  expression,  understood  at  the 
time.     In  Lily's  Camoaspe,  an  old  play  in  Dod^ley's  Collection,  vol.  ii.   Alexander  says, 

*  Xow,  Hephestion,  aoth  not  this  matter  cotton  as  I  would  ?  Canipuspe  looketh  pleasantly, 

*  liberty  will  encreasc  her  beautie,  and  my  love  shall  advance  her  honour.'  By  which  it 
tppears,  that  tlic  matter  is  said  to  cotton  from  the  concurrence  of  all  tliese  circumstances : 
So  here,  from  the  number  of  successful  tokens,  Thomas  says,  *  This  geer  will  cotton.'  In 
(be  Mine  sexue  we  still  say^  that  *  things  cotton  together.' 
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Maid,  ril  conduct  you 
Ev*n  to  lier  chamber-door,  and  there  commit 
you.  *  [EjLiunt, 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Michaely  Francis,  and  Officers, 

Mich.  Come,  sir,   for  this  night  I  shall 
entertain  ye, 
And  like  a  gentleman,  howcVr  your  fortune 
Ilath  cast  vou  on  the  worst  part. 

Fran,  llow  you  please,  sir: 
I  am  resolvM ;  nor  can  a  joy.or  misery 
Murh  move  me  now. 

Afich,  I'm  anc;ry  with  myself  now 
For  puttinc:  this  forc'd  way  upon  his  patience ; 
Yet  any  other  course  haa  been  too  slender. 
Yet  what  to  think  I  know  not ;  for  most  li- 
berally [they  prove  so, 
He  hath  c(>nfc?s*d  strange  wrongs,  which*  if 
However  the  other's  lonj;  love  may  forget  all, 
Yet  'twas  most  tit  he  should  come  back,  and 
this  way. 


Drink  that ;  and  now  to  my  care  leave  your 

prisoner; 
ril  be  his  guard  for  this  night. 
Offi.  Good  night  to  your  worship. 

[Exeunt. 
Mick.  Good   night,   my  honest    friends. 
Come,  sir,  I  hope 
There  shall  be  no  such  cause  of  such  a  sadness 
As  you  put  on. 

iran.  'Faith,  sir,  my  rest  is  up, 
And  whati  now  pull  shall  no  more  afilict  me 
Than  if  I  play'd  at  span-counter;  nor  is  my 

face 
The  map  of  any  thins;  I  seem  to  suffer; 
Lighter  aflrctions  seldom  dwell  in  me,  sir. 
Mich.  A  constant  gentleman. — 'Would  I 
had  taken 
A  fever,  when  I  took  this  harsh  way  to  dis- 
turb him!  [ni^ht 
Come,  walk   with  me,  sir;  ere    tomorrow- 
I  doubt  not  but  to  see  all  tliis  blown  over. 

[Ejceunt. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Hj/las. 
llylas.  T  HAVE  dog'd  his  sister,  (sure  'twas 
•■■     she)  [night  too; 

And  I  hope  she  will  come  back  a^ain  this 
Sam  I  have  lost  of  purpose :  Now  if  I  can. 
With  all  the  art  I  have,  as  she  comes  back, 
But  win  a  parley  for  my  broken  pate. 
Off  goes  her  maidenhead,  and  there's  vindicta  / 
They  stir  ahout  liie  house;  Fil  stand  nt  di- 
stance. [Exit. 

Enter  Mary  and  Dorothy,  and  then  Thomut 

and  Maid. 

Dor.  Is  he  come  in.^ 

Mary.  Speak  softly ; 
He  is,  and  there  he  goes. 
Good  night,  good  night,  wench ! 

\A  bid  (fiscovered,  nith  a  Blackmoor  in  it. 

Muid.  As  softly  as  y«)u  can.  [JC^i^. 

Tho,  ril  play  the  mouse.  Nan. 
How  close  the  little  thief  lies ! 

Mary.  IIow  he  itches  !  [and  I 

Dor.  VVhat  would  you  give  now  to  be  there, 
At  home.  Mall  ? 

Muru.  Peace ;  for  shame ! 

Tho.  In  what  a  figure 
Tlie  little  fool  has  pull'd  itself  together! 
Anon  you  will  lie  straightcr;  ha !  there's  rare 

circuni^^tance 
Beloni:s  to  such  a  treatise.   Do  you  tumble? 
I'll  tumble  with  you  straight,  wench.     She 
sleeps  soundly.  [ing. 

Full  little  think'st  thou  of  thy  joy  that's  com- 
Thc  sweet,  sweet  joy  !  full  little  of  the  kisses; 
But  those  unthought-of  things  come  ever 
happiest. 


IIow  soft  the  rogue  feels !  Oh,  you  little  villain, 
You  delicate  coy  thief,  how  I  siiail  thrum  you  ! 
Your  *  Fy  !  away,  ^ood  servant  I  as  you  arc 
a  yentlemnn ! '— — 

Mary.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 

Tho.  *  Out  upon  you,  Thomas  ! 
*  What  do  YOU  mean  to  do?  I'll  call  the  house 


up 


[serve  you  ; 


*  Oh,  God,  I'm  sure  you  will  not ! '  shall  not 
For  up  you  go  now,  an  you  were  my  father. 

Mary.  Your  courage  will  be  cooi'd  anon. 

Tho.  If  I  do  hang  for't, 
Yet  I'll  be  quarter 'd  here  first. 

Dor.  Oh,  fierce  villain  ! 

Mary.  What  would  he  do  indeed,  Doll  ? 

Dor.  You  had  best  try  him.         [Mary— 

Tho.  I'll  kiss  thee  ere  I  come  to  bed,  sweet 

Mary.  Prithee,  leave  laughing. 

Dor.  Oh,  for  gentle  Nicholas  ! 

2%/>.  And  view  that  stormy  face  that  has 

so  thunder'd  me. 

A  coldness  crept  over't  now?  By  your  leave, 

candle,  [pretty — 

And  next,  door,  by  yours  too !  So ;  a  pretty, 

Shall  I  now  look  upon  ye?  By  this  light  it 

moves  me. 

Mary.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  sir ! 

I'ho.  Holy  saints  defend  me ! 
The  devil,  devil,  devil,  devil !  oh,  the  devil  ! 

Mary.  Dor    Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!   The  devil! 
oh,  the  devil !  [beastly  ! 

27/0.  I  am  abus'd  most  dumnedly,  most 
Yet,  if  it  be  a  she-devil— but  the  house  is  up, 
And  here's  no  staying  longer  in  tliis  cassock. 
Woman,  I  here  disclaim  thee  I  and,  in  ven- 
geance, 
ril  marry  with  that  d^vil,*  but  111  t«x  thee  I 
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Marjf.  6/r  lady,  bat  yoa  shall  not,  sir! 

ni  watch  ye. 
Tho.  Plague  o'your  Spanish  leather  hide ! 
Til  waken  you. 
I>evi]y  good  night !  Good  night,  good  devil ! 
Moor,  Oh! 

no.  Roar  again,  devil,  roar  again.  [Exit. 

Moor.  Oh,  oh,  sir  !  [vanish: 

^  Mary.  Open  the  doors  before  him ;  let  him 

Now,  let  him  come  again,  I'll  use  him  kinder. 

How  now,  weuch?  [tress. 

Moor.  'Pray  lie  here  yourself  next,  mis- 

And  entertain  your  sweetheart. 

Alary.  What  said  he  to  thee  ? 

Moor.  I  had  a  soft  bed,  and  L  slept  out  all 

But  his  kind  farewell :  You  may  bake  me  now, 

Foro'my  conscience,  he  has  made  me  venison. 

Mary.  Alas,  ))oor  Kate !  I'll  give  tliee  a 

new  petticoat. 
Dor.  And  I  a  waistcoat,  wench. 
Mary.  Draw  in  the  bed,  mdids,         [too. 
And  see  it  made  again  ;  put  fresh  sheets  on 
For  Doll  and  I.  Come,  wench,  let's  laugh  an 

hour  now. 
Tomorrow,  early,  will  we  see  young  Cellide ; 
They  say  she  has  taken  sanctuary :  Love  and 
hay  5"  [ties ! 

Are  thick  sown,  but  corao  up  so  full  of  this- 
Dcir.  They  must  needd,  Mall,  for  'tis  a 
pricking  age  grown. 
Prithee  to  bed,  for  I  am  monstrous  sleepy. 
Mary.  A  match;  but.art  not  thou  thy  bro- 
Dor.  'Would  I  were,  wenc^j  [ther? 

You  should  hear  furtlier. 

Mary.  Come ;  no  more  of  that,  Doll ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Hylas  and  T/tomas. 

Hylas.  [  heard  the  doors  clap ;  now,  an't 

be  thy  will,  wench 

By  th'  mass  she  conies.   You're  faiHy  met », 

fair  gentlewoman ! 
I  take  it  mistress  Doll,  Sebastian's  daughter. 
Tho.  You  take  it  right^,  j>ir. — llylas,  are 
you  ferreting? 
Til  fit  vou  with  a  penny-worth  presently. 
Hylas.  How  dare  you  walk  so  late,  sweet, 
so  weak  guarded?  [look  for; 

Tho.  'Faith,  sir,  I  do  no  harm,  nor  none  I 
Yet  I  am  glad  I've  met  so  good  a  gcntrenutn, 
Against  all  chances;  for  tho*  1  never  knew 

you, 
Yet  1  have  heard  much  good  spoke  of  you. 

Hyh%.  Hark  you ; 
What  if  a  man  should  kiss  you? 

Tho.  That's  no  harm,  sir. —  [mischief. 
Tray  God  he  'scajies  my  beard !  there  lies  the 

*  Lote  and  they are  thick  sottm^  &c.]    That  this  is  corrupt  needs  no  proof :  I  read 

lofue  and  hay,  i,  e.  *  Hay  seeds  are  thick  sown,'  &c.         Seward. 

»  You*re  surely  met.]  Former  ed»tions  all  read  thus. 

^  Tho.  I  take  right,  $ir.]  The  squsc  and  measure  both  are  improved  by  the  change  mad« 
Tfk  this  reading.        SevurU. 

Vol.  H.  P 


Hylas.  Her  lips  are  monstrous  ragged;  but 

that  surely 
Is  but  the  sharpness  of  the  weather. — Hark 

ye,  once  more,  [  so. 

And  m  your  ear,  sweet  mistress,  (for  you  are 
And  ever  shall  be  from  this  hour,  I've  vow'd 

it) — 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Launcehti 

Seb.  Why,  that's  my  daughter,  rogue ;  dost 
thou  not  see  her 
Kissing  tiiat  fellow  there,  there  in  that  coraer? 

Laun.  Kissing? 

Seb.  Now,  now;  now-  they  agree  o'  th* 
match  too. 

Tho.  Nay  then,  you  love  me  noL 

Hylas.  By  this  white  hand,  Doll ! 

Tho.  1  must  cohfess,  I've  long  desired  yottt 
sight,  sir. 

Laun.  Why  there's  the  boots  stilly  jsir* 

Seb.  Hang  boots,  sir ! 
Why,  they'll  wear  breeches  too* 

Tho.  Dishonest  me  ? 
Not  for  the  world. 

Seb.  Why,  now  they  kiss  agam;  there! 
I  knew  'twas  she,  and  that  her  crafty  stealing 
Out  the  back  way  must  needs  have  such  a 
meaning. 

Laun.  I'm  at  my  small  wits'  end. 

Tho.  Ifyou  mean  honourably 

Laun.  Did  she  ne'er  beat  you  before,  sir? 

Seb.  Why  dost  thou  follow  me  ? 
Thou  rascal,  slave,  hast  tbou  not  twice  abusM 
me?  [covenant^ 

Hast  thou  not  spoil'd  the  boy  ?  By  thine  own 
Wouldst  thou  not  now  be  hang'd  ? 

I^aun.  I  think  I  would,  sir ; 
But  you  are  so  impatient!    Does  not  this 
shew,  sir,  [judgment^ 

(I  do  beseech  yon  speak,  and  speak  with 
And  let  the  case  be  equally  considered) 
Far  braver  in  your  daughter  ?  In  a  son  now^ 
Tis  nothing,  of  no  mark,  every  man  does  it  j 
But  to  beget  a  daughter,  a  man-maiden. 
That  readies  at  these  high  exploits,  is  ad- 
mirable !  [durst  he^ 
Nay,  she  goes  far  beyond  him;  for  when 
But  when  he  was  drunk,  do  any  tiling  to  speak 
This  is  Sebastian  truly.  [of? 

Seb,  Thou  say'st  right,  Launce ; 
Aud  there's  my  hant'  once  more. 

Tho.  Not  without  marriage. 

Seb.  Didst  thou  hear  that  ? 

Imwi.  i  think  she  spoke  of  marriage. 

Seb.  And  he  shall  uiarry  her  (for  it  seemtf 
she  likes  him) 
And  their  first  boy  shall  be  my  heir. 

Laun.  Ay,  marry. 
Now  you  go  right  to  work. 
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2^/).  Fy,  fy,  sir ! 
Now  I  have  proinis*d  you  this  night  to  marry, 
Would  you  be  so  intemperate?  Are  you  a 
gentleman?  [this  rascal 

Hi/las.  I  have  no  maw  to  marriage,  yet 
Tempts  me  extremely. — Will  you  marry  pre- 
sently? [cnapel, 
Tko.  Get  you  afore,  and  stay  me  at  the 
Close  by  the  nunnery;    there  you  shall  find 
a  night-priest,  [mony^ 
Little  Sir  Hugh,   and  he  can  say  the  matri- 
Oyer  without  book ;  for  we  must  havo  no 

company, 
Nor  light,  for  fear  my  fatlier  know,  which 
must  not  yet  be: 

And  then  tomorrow-night 

Hi//as.  Nothing  to-night,  sweet  ? 
Tho.  No,  not  a  bit.  I'm  sent  of  business, 
About  my  dowry,  sweet;  do  not  you  spoil  all 
now ;  [marriage ! 

Tis  of  much  haste. — I  can  scarce  stay  the 
Now,  if  you  love  me,  get  you  gone ! 
H^las.  You'll  follow  ? 
Tho.  Wichin  this  hour,  my  sweet  chick. 
Hvlas,  Kiss. 
Tjio.  A  rope  kiss  you  !— 
Come,  come ;  I  stand  o*  thorns. 

UyUii.  Methinks  her  mouth  still 

Is  monstrous  rough ;  but  tliey  have  ways  to 

Farewell !  [mend  it. — 

Tho,  Farewell !— I'll  fit  you  with  a  wife,  sir. 

Seb,  Come,  follow  close;  I'll  ^e  the  end 

she  ainis  at. 

And  if  he  be  a  handsome  fellow,  Launcelot, 

Tiat !  'tis  done^  and  all  my  'state  is  settled. 

\Extant, 

SCENE  III. 

"Enter  Abbess,  Cdlide,  and  Nuns* 

Abbess.  Come,  to  your  matins,   maids  ! 

These  early  hours. 
My  gentle  daughter,  will  disturb  a  while 
Your  fair  eyes,  nurtured  in  ease. 

Cel.  No,  virtuous  mother, 
Tis  for  my  holy  health,  to  purchase  which 
They  shall  forget  the  child  of  ease,  soft 

slumber*'. 
Oh,  my  alilicteti  heart,  how  thou  art  tortur'd ! 
And,  Love,  how  like  a  tyrarjt  thou  reign'st  in 

me, 
Commauding  and  forbidding  at  one  instant! 
Why  came  I  hither,  that  desire  to  liavc 
Only  all  liberty  to  make  me  happy? 
Wjiy  didst  thou  bring  that  young  man  home, 

oh,  Valentine, 
That  virtuous  youth?  Why  didst  thou  speak 

his  goodness. 
In  such  a  phrase  as  if  all  tongues,  all  praises, 
Were  made  for  him  ?  Oh,  fond  and  ignorant! 
Why  didst  thou  foster  my  affection 


Till  it  grew  up  to  know  no  otlier  father, 
And  then  betray  it  ? 

Abbess,  Can  you  sing  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  mother, 
My  sorrows  only. 

Abbess.  Be  gone,  and  to  the  choir  then. 

[Ejpeunt,  Music  ky  sing  tug. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Michael  and  Servant,  and  Francis. 

Mich.  Hast  thou  enquir*d  liim  out? 

Serv   He's  not  at  home,  sir; 
His  sister  thinks  he's  gone  to  th'  nunnery. 

Mich.  Mo^t  likely :    I'll  away.     An  hour 
hence,  sirrah. 
Come  you  along  with  this  young  gentleman; 
Do  him  all  service,  and  fair  otiice. 

Serv,  Yes,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Hi/las  and  Sam. 

Sam,  Where  hast  thou  been, man? 

Hylas.  Is  there  nr\  r  a  shop  open? 
I'll  give  thee  a  pair  of  gloves,  Sam. 

Sam.  What's  the  matter? 

Hylas.  What  dobtftiou  think? 

Sam.  Thor- art  not  married? 

Hj/ias.  By  tli'  mass  but  I  am,  all  to  being 
married*; 
I  am  i'  th'  order  now,  Sam. 

Sam.  To  whom,  prithee  ?   ^ 
I  thought  there  was  some  such  trick  in't,  you 

stolc'froiu  me. 
But  who,  for  Heav'n's  sake  ? 

Hylas.  Ev'u  the  sweetest  woman. 
The  rarest  woman,  Samuel,  and  the  lustiest. 
But  wondrous  honest,  honest  ns  the  ice,  bov, 
Not  a  bit  beforehand,  for  my  life,  sirrah ; " 
And  of  a  lusty  kindred ! 

Sam.  But  who,  Hylas? 

Hj/las.  The  young  gentleman  and  I  are  like 
to  be  friends  again ; 
The  fates  will  have  it  so. 

Sam.  Who,  Monsieur  Thomas  ? 

Hylas.  All  wrongs  forgot. 

Sam.  Oh,  now  I  smell  you,  Hylas; 
Does  he  know  of  it  ? 

Hylas.  No,  there's  the  trick  I  owe  him  ; 
Tis  done, boy;  we  are  fast, 'faith  I  My  youth 
now 

Shall  know  I  amaforehand,  for  his  qualities. 

Sam.  Js  there  no  trick  in't? 

Hylas.  None,  but  up  and  ride,  boy. 
I  have  made  her  no  jointure  neitlicr;  there  I 
have  paid  him. 

Sam.  She's  a  brave  wench. 

Hylas.  She  shall  be,  as  I'll  use  her; 
And,  if  she  anger  me,  all  his  abuses 
I'll  clap  upon  her  cassock. 

Satn.  Take  heed,  Hylas  ! 


•>  The  child  of  ease,  soft  slumbers.]  Former  editions.         Seward. 

♦  Ail  to  be  married.^  We  should  either  read,  *  All  6ttt  to  be  married ;'  or,  *  All  to  being 


married.' 
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Hjflai.  Tis  past  tbat,  Sam.  Come,  I  must 
•  meet  her  presently, 
And  thou  •*  s^lt  see  me  a  most  glorious  hus- 
band* [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Dorothy,  Mary,  and  Valentine. 

Dor.  In  troth,  sir,  }ou  ne'er  spoke  to  me. 

Val.  Can  you  forget  me?  ["^"g 

Did  not  you  promise  all  your  help  and  cun- 
In  my  behalf,  but  for  oive  hour  to  see  her? 
Did  you  not  swear  it  ?  By  this  hand,  no  strict- 
ness [broken. 
Nor  rule  this  house  holds,  shall  by  me  be 

Dor.  I  saw  you  not  these  two  days. 

Vul.  Do  not  wrong  me  ! 
I  met  you,  by  my  life,  just  as  ycu  cnter'd 
This  gentle  lady's lodge,labt  night,  thus  suited, 
About  eleven  o'clock. 

Dur.  Tis  true,  I  was  there ;  ^ 

But  that  I  saw  or  spoke  to  yuu— 

Mary,  IVe  found  it; 
Your  brother  Thomas,  Doll ! 

Dor,  Pray,  sir,  be  satisticd. 
And  wherein  I  can  do  you  good,  command 
me. —  {yay 

What  a  mad  fool  is  this ! — Stay  here  a  while, 
Whilst  we  walk  in,  and  make  your  peace. 

[Exit  with  Mary. 

Enter  Abbess, 

Vol.  I  thank  you.  [Squeak  within. 

Abbest.  Why,  what's  the  matter  there  a- 
r   >iig  these  maids  ? 
'Sowybenedicite/  Hare  ye  got  the  breeze  there? 
Give  me  my  holy  sprinkle  ! 

Enter  two  Nuns, 

1  Nun.  Oh,  madam. 
There  is  a  strange  thing  like  a  gentlewoman. 
Like  mistress  Dorothy,  (I  tlunk  the  fiend) 
Crept  into  th*  nunnery,  we  know  not  which 
Plays  revel-rout  among  us.  [way. 

Abbess.  Give  me  my  holy  water-pot  1 
1  Nun.  Here,  madam.  [thee, 

Abbess.  Spirit  of  earth  or  air,  I  do  conjure 
Of  water,  or  of  tiit [S<jueak  wUhin, 

1  Nun.  Hark,  madam,  hark  ! 
Abbess,  Be  thou  ghost  that  cannot  rest, 

Or  a  shadow  of  tije  bless'd. 

Be  tl)ou  bla.k,  or  white,  or  green. 

Be  thou  heard,  or  to  be  seen 

Enter  Thomas  and  Cellide. 

2  Nun.  it  comes,  it  comes  ! 

Cel.  What  lire  you  ?  speak,  ^peak  gently ; 
And  next,  what  wouUl  yow  with  me? 

Tho.  Any  thing  you'll  let  me. 

Cel.  You  are  no  woman  certain. 

Tho.  Nor  you  no  nun. 
Nor  shall  not  be. 


Cel.  What  make  you  here? 

Tho.  I  am  a  holy  friar. 

Abbess.  Is  this  the  spirit? 

Tho.  Nothing  but  spifit,  aunt. 

Abbess,  Now  out  upon  thee ! 

Tho.  Peace,  or  Til  conjure  too,  aunt. 

Abbess.  Why  come  you  thus? 

Tho.  That's  all  one ;  here's  my  purpose  «•: 
Out  with  this  nun ;  she  is  too  handsome  for  ye. 
rU  tell  thee,  aunt,  and  I  speak  it  with  tears 
to  thee,  [art  wiser. 

If  thou  keep'st  her  here,  as  yet  1  liope  thou 
Mark  but  the  mischief  follows  ! 

Abbess.  She's  a  votress.  [undo  thee, 

Tho.  Let  her  be  what  she  will,  she  will 
Let  her  but  one  hour  out,  as  I  direct  you. 
Or  have  among  your  nuns  again ! 

Abbess.  You  have  no  project 
But  fair  and  honest? 

Tho.  As  thine  eves,  sweet  Abbess. 

Abbess.  I  will  be  rul'd  then. 

Tho.  Thus  then,  and  persuade  her— 
But  do  not  juggle  with  me ;  if  you  do,  aunt — 

Abbess.  1  must  be  there  myself. 

T/u).  Away,  and  fit  her. 

Abbess.  Come,  daughter,  you  must  now  be 
rul'd  or  never. 

Cel.  1  must  obey  your  will.   • 

Abitess.  That's  my  good  daughter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  \^L 
Enter  Dorothy  and  Mary. 

Mary.  What  a  coil  has  this  fellow  kept 
i'  th*  nunnery  ! 
Sure  he  has  run  tho  Abbess  out  of  her  wits. 
Dor.  Out  of  the  nuimery,  I  think ;  for  we 
can  neither  see  her 
Nor  the  youni;  Cellide. 
^  Mary.  'Pray  Heav'ns,  he  be  not  teasing ! 
Dor.  Nay,  you  may  tiiank  yourself  |  'twas 
your  own  structures. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam, 

Som.  Why,  tliere'b  the  gentlewoman. 

Hyhis.  'Alass,  'tis  she  indeed. 
How  smart  the  pretty  thief  looks !  'Morrow, 
mistress !  ^ 

Dor.  Good  morro-.v  to  vou,  sir ! 

Sam.  How  strange  she  bears  it ! 

Uylus.  Maids  must  do  so,  at  first. 

l)'/r.  WoulU  ye  atight  with  us,  gentlemen  ? 

Hylas.  Yes,  marry,  vvould  I, 
A  little  with  your  ladyship. 

Dor.  Your  will,  sir? 

Hylas.  Doll,  I  would  hare  you  presently 
prepare  (with  you; 

Yourself  and  those  things  you  would  liave 
For  my  house  is  ready. 

Dor.  How,  sir  ? 

Hylas:  And  this  night 
Not  to  fail ;  you  must  come  to  me;  my  friends 


••  And  now  shult.l  Former  editions. 

•>  liere's  my  purpose.]  The  old  quarto  reads,  *  Hcr's  my  purpose.' 
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Will  all  be  there  too.    For  trunks,  and  those 
things,  [have  carried, 

And  houshold-stuflp,  and  cloatbs,  you  would 
Tomorrow,  or  the  next  day,  I'll  take  order : 
Only  what  money  you  have,  bring  away  with 
And  jewels.  [you, 

Dor.  Jewels,  sir? 
Hyloi.  Ay,  for  adornment. 
There's  a  bed  up  to  play  tliegamein,  Dorothy : 
And  now,  come  kiss  me  heartily ! 
Dor.  Who  are  you  ? 
Hylas.  Tiiis  lady  shall  be  welcome  too. 
Mary,  To  what,  sir? 
Hylas.  Your  neighbour  can  resolve  you. 
Dor.  The  man's  tioolish ! 
Sir,  you  look  soberly:  Who  is  this  fellow, 
And  where*s  his  business  ? 
Sam.  By  Heuv'n,  thou  art  abus*d  still. 
Hy/as.  It  may  be  so.   Come,  ye  may  speak 
now  boldly ; 
There's  none  but  friends,  wench. 

Dor.  Came  you  out  of  Bedlam  ? 
Alas,  'tis  ill,  sir,  that  you  suffer  him 
To  walk  i'  th'open  air  thus;  'twill  undo  him. 
A  pretty  handsome  gentleman  :  Great  pity ! 
Sam.  Let  m<e  not  five  more  if  thou  be'st  not 

cozen'd. 
Hyiuf.  Are  not  you  my  wife?  Did  not  I 
marry  you  last  night, 
At  St.  Michael'b  Chapel  ? 

Dor,  Did  not  I  say  he  was  mad  ? 

HyUts.   Are  not  you  mistress  Dorothy, 

Thomas's  sister : 
Mary.  There  he  speaks  sense ;  but  I'll  as- 
sure you,  gentleman,  [it? 
I  think  no  wife  of  yours.    At  what  hour  was 
Hylas.  'Sprecious,  you'll  make  me  mad ! 
Did  not  the  priest,                     [o'clock 
Sir  Hugh,  that  you  appointed,  about  twelve 
TieV>ur  hands  fast  ?  Did  not  you  swear  you 
uov'd  me  ?                                [woman's? 
Did  not  I  court  ye,  coming  from  this  gentlc- 
J^ary.  Good  sir,  go  sleep ;  for,  if  I  credit 
She^as  in  my  arms  then  a-t}ed.           [h^ve, 
im.  I  told  you. 
Hylas.  Be  not  so  confident ! 
Dor.  Bjtftli'  mass,  she  must,  sir; 
For  I'll  no  husband  here,  before  I  know  him : 
And  so  good  morrow  to  ye !  Come,  let's  go 
seek  'em. 
Sam.  I  told  you  what^ou  bad  done. 
Hylas.  Is  the  devil  stirring  ? 
Well,  go  witli  me ;  for  now  I  will  be  married. 

Exeunt. 


SCENE  VIII. 


Enter  Michael,  Valentme^and  Alice, 

Mich.  I've  brought  him  back  a^in. 

Val.  You  have  done  a  friendship. 
Worthy  the  love  you  bear  me. 

2fich.  'Would  be  had  so  too! 

Val.  Oh,  he's  a  worthy  young  man. 

Mich.  When  all's  tried, 
I  fear  you'll  change  your  faith.  Bring  in  the 

*    gentleman. 

Enter   Francis   and    Servant,    Ahbeu  and 
CellidCy  severally. 

Val.  My  happy  mistress  too?  Now,  For- 
tune, help  me ! 
And  all  you  stars  that  govern  cliaste  desires^ 
Shine  fair,  and  lovely ! 

Abbess.  But  one  hour,  dear  daughter, 
To  hear  your  tiuardian,  what  he  can  deliver 
In  love's  defence,  and  his;  and  then  your 
pleasure.  [me  yield, 

CeL  Tho'  much  unwilling,  you  have  made 
More  for  his  sake  I  see :  How  full  of  sorrow, 
Sweet  catching  sorrow,  he  appears !  Oh,  Love, 
That  thou  but  knew'st  to  heal,  as  well  as 
hurt  us.  [on  him : 

Mich.  Be  rul'd  by  me  r  I  see  her  eye  fast 
And  what  you  heard,  believe;  for  ^s  so 
certain  [dence : 

He  neither  dar'd,  nor  must  oppose  my  evi-i 
And  be  you  wise,  young  lady,  and  believe  ^o. 
This  man  you  love,  sir  ? 
Val.  As  J  love  my  soul,  sir. 
Mich.  This  man  you  put  into  a  free  posses- 
sion [der  ? 
Of  what  his  wants  could  ask,  or  yourself  ren* 
Val.  And  shall  do  still. 
Mich.  Nothing  was  barr'd  his  liberty 
But  this  fair  maid :  That  friendship  first  was 
broken,  [row 
And  you  and  she  abus'd ;  next,  (to  my  sor- 
So  fair  a  form  should  hide  so  dark  intentions) 
He  hath  himself  con  fess'd  (my  purpose  being 
Only  to  stop  his  journey,  by  tnat  policy 
Of  laying  felony  to  his  cliarge,  to  fright  the 

sailors) 
Divers  abuses  done,  thefts  often  prac^is'd. 
Monies  and  jewels  too,  and  those  no  trifles. 
CeL  Oh,  where  have  I  bestow'd  my  faith? 
In  neither 
(Let's  in  for  ever  now)  there  is  virtue  *  ! 

Mich.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it;  he  shall 
Are  you  not  guilty  thus?  [say  it : 


■in  neither  ! 


Let's  in  for  ever  now,  there  is  virtue.]  I  read, 

* in  neither there  is  no  virtue.' 

I  fear  that  I  shiill  be  thought  to  put  a  nonsensical  expletiye  into  the  text  foip  the  sake  of 
measure  only ;  but  the  use  of  two  negatives  in  this  manner  is  so  very  common  to  all  old 
English  writers,  and  to  our  Authors  in  particular,  that  I  cannot  doubt  of  its  being  the  true 
reading.        Seward. 

We  sec  no  necessity  for  this  alteration ;  though  two  negatives  are  not  unconmioo,  they 
lire  not  necessary.— Eiesides,  Mr.  Seward  is  wrong  ia  his  assertion^  *  that  two  negatives  are 
particularly  common  to  our  Authors.' 
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Tran.  Yes. — Oh,  my  fortune ! 
AficA.  To  give  a  proof  1  speak  not  enviously, 
Look  here:  D*you  know  these  jewels? 


you 
CeL  Id,  good  mother ! 


Enter  JTumiaSy  Dorothy ^  and  Mary;  then 
SebastUin  and  Lauticeht. 

VuL  These  jewels  I  have  known. 

Dor.  You've  made  brave  sport ! 

Tko,  I'll  make  more  if  I  live,  wench. 
Nay,  do  not  look  on  me ;  I  care  not  for  you. 

iMUH.  Do  you  see  now  plain  ?  That's  mis- 
tress Dorothy, 
And  that's  his  mistress. 

Scb,  Peace ;  let  my  joy  work  easily. 
Ha,  boy  !  art  there,  my  boy  ?  mine  own  boy, 

Tom,  boy! 
H^me,  Launce,  and  strike  a  fresh  piece  of 
wiue;  the  town's  ours ! 

Fat.  Sure,  I  have  knowu  these  jewels. 

Alke,  They  are  they,  certain. 

Vo/.  Good  Heav'n,  that  they  were  ! 

Alice.  Til  pawn  my  life  on't; 
And  this  is  he.    Come  hither,  mistress  Doro- 
^y,  [look  like. 

And  mistress  Mary :  Who  does  that  face 
And  view  my  brother  well  ? 

Dor.  Ju  truth,  like  him. 

Mary,  Upon  my  troth,  exceeding  like. 

Mick,  Beshrew  me. 
But  much,  and  mam  resemblance,  both  of 
face  [it ! 

And  lineaments  of  body :  Now  Heav'n  grant 

Alice.  My  brother's  full  of  passion.     Til 
speak  to  him. — 
Now,  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  resolve  me. 
Where  did  you  get  these  jewels? 

Fran.  Now  I'll  tell  you,  [happy. 

Because  blind   Fortune  yet  may  make  me 
Of  whom  I  had  'em  I  have  never  heard  yet. 
But  from  my  infancy  upon  this  arm 
J'ever  wore  'era. 

Alice.  Tis  Francisco,  brother; 
By  Heav'n,  I  tied  *em  on  !  A  little  more,  sir, 
A  little,  little  more  :  W  hat  parents  have  you  ? 

Fran.  None,  [tune; 

That  I  know  yet,  the  more  my  stubborn  for- 
But,  as  I  hear^i  a  merchant  say  that  bred  uie, 
Who,  to  my  more  affliction,  died  a  poor  man. 
When  I  reach'd  eighteen  years 

Alice.  What  said  that  mc^rchant  ? 

Fran,  He  sai(j,  an  infant  in  the  Genoa 
galiies, 


(But  from  what  place  he  never  could  direct 

me) 
I  was  ta'en  in  a  sea-fight,  and  from  a  marinor. 
Out  of  his  manly  pity,  he  redeem'd  me. 
He  told  me  of  a  nurse  that  waited  on  me, 
But  she,  poor  soul,  he  sairi,  was  kill'd : 
A  letter  too  I  had  enclos'd  within  me. 
To  one  Castruccio,  a  Venetian  merchant, 
To  bring  me  up  :  The  man,  when  years  al- 
low'd  me,  [found  hun 
And  want  of  friends compell'd,  I  sought;  but 
Long  dead  before,  and  all  my  hopes  gone 

witli  him. 
The  wars  was  my  retreat  then,  and  my  travel. 
In  wliich  I  found  this  gentleman's  free  bounty. 
For  which  Heav'n  rccompeuce  him**!  Now 
ye'vc  all.  [can  send  me, 

Val.  And  all  the  worldly  blins  that  Heav'n 
And  ail  my  prayers  mid  thanks! 

Alice.  Down  o'  your  knees,  sir  !        [theF 
For  now  you*ve  found  a  fatlier,  and  that  fa* 
That  will  not  venture  you  again  in  galiies. 
Mich.  'Tis  true,  believe  her,  sir;  and  we 

all  joy  with  you. 
Val.  My  b(¥st  friend  still,  my  dearest  f 
NowiIeav*n  bless  thee,  ^ 

And  make  me  worthy  of  this  benefit! 
Now,  my  best  mistress. 

Ccl.  Now,  sir,  I  come  to  you 

Abbess.  No,  no;  let's  in,  wench. 
Cd.  Not  for  the  world,  now,  mother.— 
And  thus,  sir,  all  mv  service  I  pay  to  yon. 
And  all  my  love  to  hicn. 

Val.  And  may  it  prosper !        [Callidon  ^^ 

Take  her,  Francisco,  now  no  more  young 

And  love  her  dearly  ;  for  thy  father  does  so. 

Fran.  May  ail  hate  seek  me  else !  and  thus 

1  seal  it. 
Val,  Nothing  but  mirth  now,  friends. 

Enter  Hyias  and  Sitm. 

Hylas.  Nay,  I  will  iind  him. 

Sam.  What  do  all  these  here? 

7%o.  You're  a  trusty  husband. 
And  a  hot  lover  too. 

Hylas.  Nay  then,  jgood  morrow ! 
Now  I  perceive  the  knavery. 

Siim.  I  still  told  you  !  [hither,  sister. 

3%o.  Stay,  or  I'll  make  you  stay.     Come 

Val.  Why,  how  now,  mistress  Thomas? 

Tho.  Peace  a  little ! 
Thou  wouldst  fain  have. a  wife. 

Hylas.  Not  I ;  by  no  meaus. 


*•  For  which  Heav'n  recorapenc'd  him.]  Former  edit.        Seward. 

*  Take  her,  Francisco,  ttow  no  moreh/oung  Callidon.]  There  is  an  inaccuracy  in  this  play « 
Frank  had  been  never  called  Callidon  before,  but  by  his  own  name.  Thus,  in  the  second 
act,  Thomas  says. 


*  What,  young  Frank  ? 

*  The  only  temper'd  spirit,  &c.' 


But  it  is  very  probable  that  this  was  the  actor's  or  printer's  mistake,  who  seeing  him  called 
Frank  in  the  Persons  of  the  Drama,  might  call  him  so  here  without  attending  to  the  sequel, 
without  which  the  name  Callidon  in  that  place  would  not  have  been  intelligible.  Seward, 
We  see  no  way  of  clearing  die  Authors  of  this  inaccuracy ;  probably  the  effect  of  hasty 
eompoftition. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  8. 


T7io.  Thou  shalt  have  a  wife, 
And  a  fruitful  wife  ;  for  I  find,  Ilylas, 
Tiiat  I  shall  never  be  able  to  bring  thee  chil- 
dren, [again**! 

Seb.  A   notable    brave    boy !   nown   son 

Hi/las.  I  am  very  well,  sir. 

Tho,  Thou  shalt  be  better. 
Hylas,  thou  hast  seven  hundred  pounds  a- 
ycar,  [jointure. 

And   thou  shalt  make  her  three  hundred 

Hyias.  No. 

27w.  Tliou  slialt,  boy,  and  shalt  bestow 

Two  hundred  pounds  in  cloaths.    Look  on 

her;  [dred, 

A  delicate  lusty  wench ;  she  has  fifteen  hun- 

And  feasible :  Strike  hands,  or  HI  strike  first. 

J)or,  You'll  let  me  like  ? 

Mar  If.  He's  a  good  handsome  fellow ; 
Play  not  the  fool. 

Tho.  Strike,  brother  Ilylas,  quickly. 

Htflas.  If  ^ou  can  love  me,  well. 

Dor.  J  f  you  can  please  me. 

Tho.  Try  that  out  soon :  I  say,  my  brotlier 
Hylas.  [brave  gentlewoman. 

Sam,  Take  her,  and  use  her  well ;  she's  a 

Hylas.  You  must  allow  me  another  mistress. 

Dor.  Then  vou  must  allow  me  another 
servant. 

H^yht.  Well,  let's  together  then.    A  lusty 
kindred ! 


Sth.  I'll  give  thee  Bve  hundred  pounds 
more  for  that  word.  [feast  fall. 

Maty.  Now,  sir,  for  you  and  I  to  make  tiie 
Tho.  No,  not  a  bit;  you  are  a  virtuous  lady^ 
And  love  to  live  in  contemplation. 
Mary,  Come,  fool ;  I'm  friends  now. 
Tho,  The  fool  shall  not  ride  you. 


man  again 


I 


There  lie,  my  woman !  now  my 
And  now  for  travel  once  more ! 

St'b.  ril  bar  tiiat  first. 

Mary.  And  I  next.  [will  travel : 

Tho.  Hold  yourself  contented ;  for  I  say  I 
And  so  long  t  will  travel,  'tilt  I  find  a  father 
That  I  never  kncw^  and  a  wife  that  I  never 

looked  for. 
And  a  state  without  expectation : 
So  rest  you  merry,  gentlemen ! 

Alary.  You  shall  not ! 
Upon  my  faith,  1  love  you  now  extremely. 
And  now  I'll  kis«»  you. 

Tho.  This  will  not  do  it,  mistress,  [more. 

Mary.  Why,  when  we're  married,  we'll  do 

Seh.  Tliere's  all,  boy. 
The  keys  of  all  I  have.  Come,  let's  be  merry ! 
For  now  I  f.ee  thou'rt  right. 

Tho.  Shall  we  to  church  straight.' 

VaL  Now  presently;  and  there  with  nuptial 
The  hf)ly  priest  shall  make-  ye  happy  nil. 

Tho,  Away  then,  fair,  afore ! 

[  Exeunt  omnes. 


^  A  notable  brave  boy.  Known  son  again.l  So  old  quarto.    The  later  editions  leave 

out  the  three  last  words;  which,  however,  we  ao  not  doubt^  were  genuine,  (^except  the 
orthographical  mistake,)  and  spoken  by  the  actor. 


THE  CHANCES 

A  COMEDY. 


Tliis  Play  was  originally  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  1647,  and  the  Commendatory  Verses 
by  Gardiner,  as  well  as  the  Prologue,  ascribe  it  to  Fletcher  alone.  The  celebrated 
George  Villiers,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  made  some  considerable  alterations  to  it,  and  in 
that  state  it  used  to  be  frequently  acted;  but  the  licentiousness  of  that  nobleman's  pen 
rendering  the  Play  improper  for  re])resentation  at  this  refined  period,  further  alterations 
became  necessary ;  and  these  have  been  made,  with  much  judgement,  by  the  great  orna- 
ment of  the  English  Theatre,  Mr.  Garrick. 


PROLOGUE. 


Aptvess  for  mirth  to  all!  This  instant  night 
Tlialia  bath  prepar'd,  for  your  delijjht, 
Her  choice  and  curious  viands,  in  each  part 
Seasoned  with  rarities  of  wit  and  art : 
Nor  fear  1  to  be  tax'd  f(»r  a  vain  boast; 
My  promise  will  iind  credit  with  the  most. 
When  they  know  ingenious  Fletcher  made 

it,  he 
Being  in  himself  a  perfect  Comedy. 
And  some  sit  here,  I  doubt  not,  dare  aver 
Living  he  made  that  house  a  theatre       [wc 
Which  he  pleas'd  to  frequent ;  and  thus  much 
Could  not  but  pay  to  his  loud  memory. 


For  ourselves^  we  do  entreat  that  you  would 

not 
Expect  strange  turns  and  windings  in  the  plot, 
Objects  of  state,  aJid  now  and  then  a  rhime. 
To  pall  particular  persons  with  the  time; 
Or  that  his  towVing  muse  hath  made  her  flight 
Nearer  your  apprehension  than  your  sight; 
But  if  that  sweet  expressions,  quick  conceit. 
Familiar  language,  fashion'd  to  the  weight 
Of  such  as  speak  it,  have  the  power  to  raistt 
Your  grace  to  us,  with  trophies  to  his  praise  ; 
We  may  profess,  presuming  on  his  skill. 
If  his  Ciutnces  please  not  you,  our  fortune's  ilL 


PFJISONS    REPIIESENTED. 


Duke  of  Ferrara. 

Petkuchk),  Gorcemor  of  Bologna. 

Do.v  JoiiN',  }  Span i:>h  Gent fcmen,  and 

Don  Fki.derick,  S      Comrades. 

An'tomo,  an  oUi  stout  Gent  lemony  Kinsman 

to  Petnichio. 
TiiRFE  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  the  Duke. 
Two  Gentlemijn,  Friends  to  Petruchio. 
Francisco,  a  Musician,  Antonio's  Boy. 
PtTER  Vecchio,  a  Teacher  of  Latin  and 

Mustek,  a  reputed  Wizard. 

SCENE, 


Peter, 
Anthony 

SL'ROEON. 


j 


Servants  to  Von  John  and  Don 
Frederick. 


CONSTANTIA,  Sister  to  Petruchio,  and  Mis- 
tress to  the  Duke. 
Woman,  Servavt  to  Constant ia. 
Landlady  to  Don  John  and  Don  Frederick, 
CoNSTANTiA,  a  Whorc  to  old  Antonio. 
Bawd. 


Bologna, 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Peter  and  Anthony, 

Peter.  T  WOULD  we  were  remov*d  from 

■*•     this  town,  Anthony, 
That  we  might  taste  some  quiet:  For  mine 

own  |»art, 
Fm  ahiiij;»t  melted  with  continual  trotting 
After  enquiries,  dreams,  and  revelations, 


Of  who  knows  whom,  or  where.      Serve 

wenching  soldiers. 
Thai  know  no  other  Paradise  but  plackets? 
ril  serve  a  priest  in  Lent  first,  and  eat  bell- 
ropes. 
Anth.  Thou  art  the  froward'st  fool- 


Peter.  Why,  good  tame  ^Vnthony,    [ther? 
Tell  me  but  this;  To  what  Aid  came  we  hi- 
Anth,  To  wait  upon  our  masters. 


\ 
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[Act  1.  Scene  8. 


Peter,  But  bow,  Anthony !  [thony. 

Answer  me  that;  resolve  me  there,  good  An- 

'Anth,  To  serve  ihcir  uses. 

Feter,  Shew  your  uses,  Anthony. 

Jnth.  To  bo  employed  in  any  thing. 

'Peter,  No,  Anthony, 
Not  any  thing,  I  take  it ;  nor  that  thing 
We  travel  to  discover,  like  new  islands; 
A  salt  itch  serve  such  uses !  In  things  of  mo- 
ment, '      [errant, 
Concerning  things,  I  grant  you  ;    not  things 
Sweet  ladies'  things,  and  thmgs  to  thank  the 

surgeon ; 
In  no  such  things,  sweet  Anthony.  Put  case — 

Anth.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended ; 
this  invisible  woman,   . 
Of  infinite  report  for  shape  and  virtue, 
That  bred  us  all  this  trouble  to  no  purpose. 
They  are  detcnninM  now  no  more  to  think  on, 
But  fall  close  to  their  studies. 

Peter,  Was  there  ever 
Men  known  to  run  mad  with  report  before  ? 
Or  wander  after  that  they  know  not  where 
To  lind.?  or,  if  found,  hpw  to  enjoy  ?  Arc 
men's  brains  [tions 

Made  now-a-days  of  malt,  that  their  aftec- 
Arc  never  sober,  but,  like  drunken  people, 
Founder  at  every  new  fame  ?  I  do  believe  too, 
That  men  in  love  arc  ever  drunk,  as  drunken 
Arc  ever  loving.  [men 

Atith.  Prithee  be  thou  sober,  [guilty 

And  know,  that  they  are  none  of  thof^c ;  not 
Of  the  least  vanity  of  love;  only  a  doubt 
Fame  might  too  far  report,  or  rather  flatter 
The  graces  of  this  woman,  made  them  curious 
To  find  the  truth,  which  since  they  find  so 
blocked  [now  settled 

And  lock'd  up  from  their  searches,  they're 
To  give  the  wonder  over. 

Peter,  'Would  they  were  settled 
To  give  me  some  uew  shoes  too  I  For  Til  be 

sworn 
These  are  e'en  worn  out  to  th'  reason^tMe soles 
Jn  their  good  worships*  business :  And  some 

sleep 
Would  not  do  much  amiss,  unless  they  mean 
To  make  a  hell-man  of  me.  And  what  now 
Mean  they  to  study,  Anthony  ?  moriil  philo- 
After  their  mar-all  women  ?  [^P^yi 

Anth,  Mar  a  fool's  l»ead  !  * 

Peter,  It  will  mar  two  fools'  heads,  an  they 
take  not  need. 
Besides  the  gil)lcts  to  'em. 

.4?iM.  Will  you  walk,  sir,  [head 

And  talk  more  out  of  bearing?  your  fool's 
May  chance  to  find  a  wooden  uigKt-cap  else. 

Peter.  I  ucver  lay  in  any. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick, 

Anth,  Then  leave  your  lying, 

And  your  blind  prophesying.  Here  they  come; 

•Vou'd  best  tell  them  as  much. 

Peter,  I  am  no  tell-tale.  [Exeunt  Servants, 
John,  I  wouki  we  could  hare  seen  her 
thft*i  forsure. 


She  must  be  «omc  rare  creature,  or  report 
All  men's  reports  too.  [fies 

Fred,  1  could  well  wish  I'd  seen  her; 
But  since  she's  so  conccal'd,  so  beyond  ven- 
ture [dise. 
Kept  and  prescrv'd  from  view,  so  like  aPara- 
Plac'd  where  no  knowledge  can  como  near 
her,  so  guarded  [her. 
As  'twere  impossible,  tho'  known,  to  reach 
Vve  made  up  my  belief. 

John.  Hang  mc,.  from  this  hour. 
If  I  more  think  upon  her,  or  believe  her; 
But,  as  she  came,  a  strong  report  unto  m«. 
So  the  next  fame  shall  lose  her. 

Fred,  Tis  the  next  way. 
But  whither  are  you  wallcing? 

John,  My  old  round 
After  my  meat,  and  then  to  bed. 

Fred.  'Tis  healtliful, 

John,  Will  not  you  stir? 

Fred,  I  have  a  little  business. 

John.  Upon  my  life,  this  lady  still 

Fred,  Then  you  will  lose  it. 

John.  'Pray  k  t  us  walk  together. 

Fred.  Now  I  cannot. 

John,  I  have  something  to  impart. 

Fred.  An  hour  hence 
I  will  not  miss  to  meet  you. 

John.  Where? 

Fred,  I'th' High  Street; 
For,  not  to  lie,  1  liave  a  few  devotions 
To  do  first,  then  I'm  yours. 

John.  Kemeinbcr.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  H. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Antonio^  and  two  Gentlemen, 

Ant.  Cut  his  windpipe,  I  say  ! 

1  Gent,  Fy,  Antonio! 

Ant,  Or  knock  his  brains  out  first,  and 
then  forgive  him ! 
Tf  you  do  thrust,  be  sure  it  be  to  th'  hilts, 
A  sun;con  may  si»e  thro'  him. 

1  Gent.  You  arc  too  violent. 

2  Gent,  Too  open  undiscreet. 

Petr.  Am  1  not  ruin'd  ?  [poison'd  ? 

The  honour  of  my  house  crack'd?  my  blood 
My  credit,  and  my  name? 

2  Gent,  Be  sure  it  be  so, 
Before  you  use  this  violence:  Let  not  doubt. 
And  a  suspecting  anger,  so  much  sway  you 
Your  wisdom  may  be  question'd. 

Ant.  I  say,  kill  him,  [may  be, 

And  then  dispute  the  cause !    Cut  off  what 
And  what  is  shall  be  safe. 

2  Gent.  Hang  up  a  true  man, 
Because  'tis  possible  he  may  be  thievish? 
Alas,  is  this  good  justice? 

Petr,  1  know,  as  certain 
As  day  must  come  again,  as  clear  as  truth. 
And  open  as  belief  can  lay  it  to  me. 
That  I  am  basely  wrong'd,  wrong'd  above 

recompense. 
Maliciously  abus'd,  blasted  for  ever 
la  name  and  honour,  lost  to  all  remembraoot. 


Act  1.  Scene  4.] 
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But  what  is  smearM  and  shameful !  I  must 
Necessity  compels  mc.  [kill  hioi ; 

1  Cent,  But  think  better. 

Petr,  There  is  no  other  cure  left:  Yet, 

witness  vrith  mc. 
All  that  is  fair  in  man,  all  that  is  noble, 
I  am  not  greedy  of  this  life  1  seek  for. 
Nor  thirst  to  isiicd  man's  blodd ;  and  'would 

'twere  possible 
(I  wish  it  with  my  soul,  so  much  I  tremble 
To  odfcnd  the  sacred  image  of  my  Maker !) 
My  sword  coidd  only  kill  his  crimes !  No,  'tis 

Honour, 
Honour,  my  noble  friends,  that  idol  Honour, 
That  all  the  world  now  worships,  not  Petru- 
Must  do  thi«>  justice.  [chio. 

Ant.  Let  it  once  be  done,  , 

And  'tis  no  matter  whether  ^ou,  or  Itonour, 
Or  both,  be  accessary. 

2  Gent.  Do  yoU  weigh,  Petruchio, 

The  value  of  the  person  j  power  and  greatness, 
And  what  this  spark  may  kindle? 

Petr,  To  perform  it, 
(So  much  I*m  tied  to  reputation. 
And  credit  of  my  house]  let  it  raise  wild-fires 
That  all  this  dukedom  smoke,  and  storms 

that  toss  me 
tnto  the  waves  of  everlasting  ruin. 
Vet  1  must  thro'.    If  ye  dure  side  me 

Ant,  Dare? 

Petr,  Ye're  friends  indeed  ;  if  not 

2  Gent,  Here's  none  flies  from  you ; 
Do  il  in  wliat  design  you  please,  we'll  back 

Ant.  But  then,  be  sure  yc  kili  him  • ! 

2  Gent,  Is  the  cause 
So  mortal,  nothing  but  his  life 

Petr.  Believe  mc, 
A  less  ofTerlce  has  been  the  desolation 
Of  a  whole  name. 

2  Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it? 

Petr.  There  is,  but  never  to  be  hop'd  for. 

2  Gent.  Think  an  hour  more :  [you, 

And  if  then  you  find  no  safer  road  to  guide 
We'll  set  up  our  rests  too. 

Ant,  Mine's  up  already; 
And  ban?  him,  for  my  part,  goes  less  than 
life !  [swords 

2  Gent.  If  we  see  noble  cause,  'lis  like  our 
llay  be  as  free  and  forward  as  your  words. 

[EjLXunt. 

SCENE  IJT. 

Enter  Don  Jnhm        "'^ 

John,  The  civil  order  of  this  town  ftolognft 
Makes  it  belov'd  and  honour'd  of  all  travel- 
lers, 
As  a  most  safe  retirement  in  all  troubles ; 
Besides  tlie  wholesome  scat, and  noble  temper 


Of  those  minds  that  inhabit  it,  safely  wise, 
And  to  all  strangers  virtuous.     But  I  see 
My  admiration  has  drawn  night  upon  me. 
And  longer  to  expeclmy  friend  may  pull  me 
Into  suspicion  of  too  late  a  stirrer. 
Which  all  gOdd  governments  are  jealous  of:* 
I'll  home,  and  t^nk  at  liberty.  Yet,  certain, 
Tis  not  so  far  night  as!  thought ;  for,  see, 
A  fair  house  yet  stands  open ;  yet  all  about  it 
Aet  close,  and  no  light  stirriiig :  There  may 

be  foul  play. 
I'll  venture  to  look  in  ;  if  there  be  knavef| 
I  may  do  a  good  office. 

Woman  {within].  Signor? 

John.  What?  How's  tliis? 

Woman  [within].  Signor  Fabritio  f 

John,  I'll  go  nearer. 

Woman  Iwithin]^  Fabritio? 

John,  This  is  a  woman's  toiigiie ;  here  itiay 

.  be  good  done. 

Woman  [zcithin],  Who*i  tliere?  Fabritio? 

John.  A  v. 

Woman  \within]i  Where  are  you  ? 

John.  Here.  [sake! 

Woman  [within].  Oh,  come,  for  Heaven's 

John.  1  must  see  what  this  means^ 

Enter  Woman,  with  a  child. 

Woman,  I  have  staid  this  long  hour  fop 
you.    Make  no  noise. 
For  tilings  are  in  strange  trouble,    flero ;  be 
secret ;  [eyes  watch  us 

'TIS  worth  your  care.     Be  gone  now :  More 
Than  may  be  for  our  8at*ccjcs; 
John.  Hark  you ! 

Woman.  Peace  !  Good  night.  [tlxii, 

John.  She's  gone,  and  1  am  loaden  ;  For* 

tune  for  me ! 

It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well ;  it  may  chance 

To  be  some  pack  of  worth :  By  th'  mass,  'tis 

heavy ! 
If  it  be  coin  or  jewels,  'tis  worth  welcome; 
ril  ne*er  refuse  a  fortune :  I  am  contidoiit 
fis  of  no  common  price.    Now  to  my  lodg- 
ing! 
If  it  hit  right,  I'll  bless  this  night.       {Ejtit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Frederick, 

Fred.  *Tl9  straugc, 
I  cannot  meet  him ;  sure  he  Has  cncounter'd 
Some  light-o'-love  or  other,  and  there  inouns 
To  play  at  in  and  in  for  this  nij^ht.     Well, 

Don  John^ 
If  YOU  do  spring  a  leak,  or  get  an  itch. 
Till  ye  claw  off  your  cuiTd  pate,  thank  your 
night-walks;  [more, 

You  must  be  still  a  bodt-halltng*.  One  roand 


»  1  Gent.  Sut  then  he  tureye  kill  him.]  Mr.  Seward,  obserWng  that  these  words  did  not 
suit  the  moderate  character  of  the  Gentlemen,  gives  them  to  Petruclfio.  Tl.ev  arc  much 
more  suitable  to  Antonio,  we  think,  who  is  crying  out  for  blood  tlirough  the  wliole  scene. 

«  Boot-hailing.]  Most  probably,  an  indecent  allusion,  tn  Monsieur  Thomas,  oneofjl^-c 
Ws  objections  to  matrimony  is,  becduic:  he  would  not '  cMk  othtr  m^nU  M  boots/ 
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[Act  1.  Scene  7. 


Tbb'  it  be  late,  1*11  venture,  to  discover  yon. 
I  do  not  like  your  out-leaps.  [£jn7. 

SCENE  V. 
•        Enter  Duke  and  three  Gentlemen, 

Duke,  Welcome  to  town.   Are  ye  all  fit? 

1  Gent.  To  points;  sir. 
Duke,  Where  are  the  liorses  ? 

2  Gent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 
Ihtke.  Be  private  all ;  and  whatsoever  for- 

Offer  itself,  let's  stand  sure.  [tune 

3  Gent.  Fear  not  us : 

Ere  you  shall  be  cndanger*d,  or  deluded^ 
We'd  make  a  black  night  on't. 

Duke.  No  more;  I Icnow  it. 
You  know  your  quarters  ? 

1  Gent.  WiH  you  go  alone,  sir  ? 

Duke.  Ye  slmll  not  be  far  from  me;  the 
Shall  bring  ye  to  my  rescue.        [least  noise 

9  Gent.  We  are  counselPd.         [Ejceunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John,  Was  ever  man  so  paid  for  being 
curious. 
Ever  so  bobb'd  for  searching  out  adventures. 
As  I  am  ?  Did  the  devil  lead  me  ?  Must  I  needs 

be  peeping 
Into  men's  houses,  where  I  had  no  business, 
And  make  myself  a  mischief?  Tis  well  car- 
ried ! 
Lmust  take  other  men's  occasions  on  me. 
And  be  I  know  not  wliom !  Most  finely  han- 
dled! [chase? 
What  have  I  got  by  this  now  ?  what's  the  pur- 
A  piece  of  evening  arras-work,  a  child. 
Indeed  an  infidel :  This  comes  uf  peepinj^ ! 
A  lump  got  out  of  laziness.    Good  White- 
bread,  [have  I 
Let's  have  no  bawling  with  you  !  'Sdcath, 
Known  wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of 

wenches. 
Their  snares  and  subtilties ;  have  I  read  over 
All  their  schooHeamings,  div*d  into  their 

quiddits, 
And  am  I  now  bum-fiddled  with  a  bastard  ? 
Fetched  over  with  a  card  of  five,  and  in  mine 

old  days, 
After  the  dire  massacre  of  a  million 
Of  maidenheads  ?  caught  the  common  way  ? 

i'  th'  night  too, 
Under  another's  name,  to  make  the  matter 
Carry  more  weight  about  it?  Well,  Don  John, 
You  will  be  wiser  one  day,  when  you've  pur- 

chas*d 
A  heavy  of  these  butter-prints  togcdier, 
With  searching  out  ccmceal'd  iniquities. 
Without  commission.    Why^  it  would  ne'er 
grieve  me. 


If  I  had  got  this  gingerbread ;  ne^er  stirr'd 

me,  [tice 

So  I  had  had  a  stroke  for't;  it  had  been  jus- 
Then  to  have  kept  it :  But  to  raise  a  dairy 
For  other  men's  adulteries,  consume  nayself 

in  candles*,  \  fbabics. 

And  scow'ring-works,  in  nurses,  bells,  and 
Only  for  chanty,  for  mere  *  I  thank  you,' 
A  little  troubles  me  :  The  least  touch  for  it. 
Had  but  my  breeches  got  it,  bad  contented 

me. 
Whose-e'er  it  is,  sure  *t  had  a  wealthy  mother; 
For  'tis  well  cloath'd,  and,  if  I  be  not  cozen'd. 
Well  lin'd  within.    To  leave  it  here  were 

barbarous, 
And  ten  to  one  would  kill  it ;  a  more  sin 
Than  his  that  got  it:  Well,  I  will  dispose 

on't,  [nn^s, 

And  keep  it,  as  they  keep  deaths'  heads  m 
To  cry  Memento  to  me ;  no  more  peeping! 
Now  all  the  danger  is  to  qualify      [we  live, 
The  good  old  gentlewoman,  at  whose  house 
For  she  will  fall  upon  me  with  a  catechism 
Of  four  hours  long:  I  must  endure  all ; 
For  I  will  know  this  mother.     Come,  good 

wonder, 
Let  you  and  I  be  jogging ;  your  starv'd  treble 
Will  waken  the  rude  watch  else.  All  that  be 
Curious  night-walkers,  may  they  find  my  fee ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Frederick. 

'  Fred.  Sure  he's  gone  home :  I've  beaten 

all  the  purlieus. 
But  cannot  bolt  him.     If  he  be  a-bobbing, 
Tis  not  my  care  can  cure  him :  To  morrow- 
mornmg  [geon*8 

I  shall  have  further  knowledge  from  a  sur- 
Where  he  lies  moor'd,  to  mend  his  leaks. 

Enter  ConstantUi. 

Con.  I'm  ready,  [you; 

And  thro'  a  world  of  dangers  am  flown  to 
Be  full  of  haste  and  care,  we  are  undone  else. 
Where  are  your  people  ?  which  way  must  we 
ForHeav'n  sake,  stay  not  liere,  sir.  [travel? 

Fred.  What  may  this  prove? 

Con.  Alas,  I  am  mistaken,  lost,  undone, 
For  ever  perish'd !  Sir,  for  Heav'n  sake,  teH 
Are  you  a  gentleman  ?  [me, 

Fred»  I  am. 

ConjX)£  this  place? 

Fred.  No,  bom  in  Spain. 

Con,  As  ever  you  lov'd  honour. 
As  ever  your  desires  may  gain  their  ends, 
Do  a  poor  wretched  woman  but  this  benefit;, 
For  I  am  forced  to  trust  you ! 

FM,  You  have  charm'd  me ; 
Humanity  and  Honour  bid  me  help  yoU| 
And  if  I  fail  your  trust 


3  To  point]  signifies  completely ,  as  we  now  say  to  a  hair. 

4  Consume  mynelf  in  candles.!  Mr.  Seward,  on  rccommendatioR  of  Mr.  Sympson,  reads^ 
*  Ceusume  myself*  io  caudles*    See  levers'  Progress,  acl  iv. 
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Can.  The  time's  too  dangerous 
To  stay  your  protestations :  I  believe  you — 
Alasy  I  must  believe  you.    From  this  place, 
Good  noble  sir,  remove  me  instantly. 
And  fur  a  time,  where  nothing  but  yourself. 
And  honest  conversation,  may  come  near  me. 
In  some  secure  place,  settle  me :  What  I  am, 
And  why  thus  boldly  I  commit  my  credit 
Into  a  strauger*s  hand,  the  fears  and  dangers 
That  force  me  to  this  wild  course,  at  nu)re 
I  shall  reveal  unto  you.  [leisure 

Fred,  Come,  be  hearty ; 
He  must  strike  thro'  my  life  that  takes  you 
from  me.  lExeunl. 

SCENE  VIII. 
JEnter  Pet ruchio,  Antonio,  and  two  Gentlemen, 

Petr.  He  will  sure  come.  Areyewellarm*d? 

Ant.  'S%*eT  fear  us : 
Hcre*s  that  will  make  'em  dance  without  a 
fiddle.  [friends, 

Petr.  We  are  to  look  for  no  weak  foes,  my 
Nor  unadvised  ones. 

Ant.  Best  gamesters  make  the  best  game; 
We  shall  fight  close  and  handsome  then. 

1  Gent,  Antonio, 

You  are  a  thought  too  bloody. 
Ant,  Why?  AH  physicisms 

And  penny  almanacks  allow  the  opening 

Of  veins  this  montli.     Why  do  you  talk  of 
bloody  ? 

What  come  we  for  ?  to  fall  to  cuffs  for  apples? 

What,  would  you  make  the  cause  a  cudgel- 
quarrel?  [nour 

On  what  terms  stands  this  man  ?  Is  not  his  ho- 

Opca*d  to  his  baud,  and  pick'd  out  like  an 
oyster? 

His  credit  like  a  quart  pot  knocked  together, 

Able  to  hold  no  liquor  r  Clear  but  this  point. 
Petr.  Speak  softly,  gentle  cousin. 
Ant.  VVi  speak  truly  ; 

What  siiould  men  do  allied  to  these  disgraces? 

Lick  o'er  his  enemy,  sit  down,  and  dance 
him 

2  Gent.  You  are  as  far o'th*  bow-hand  now  s. 
Ant.'  And  cry,  [more,  child  ? ' 

*  That's  my   fine  boy;  thou  wilt  do  so  no 
Petr,  Here  are  no  such  cold  pities. 
Ant.  By  saint  Jaques,  [Andrew, 

They  shall  not  find  ine  one !  Here's  old  tough 
A  special  friend  of  mine  ;  an  lie  but  hold, 
ni  strike  'em  such  a  hornpipe!  Knocks  I 

come  for. 
And  the  best  blood  I  light  on ;  I  profess'it; 
Not  to  scare  coster-muugers :  If  I  lose  mine 
own. 


Mine  audit's  cast,  and  farewell  five  and 
fifty! 
Petr.  Let's  talk  no  longer;  place  your- 
selves with  silence. 
As  I  directed  ye,  and  when  time  ci^ls  us. 
As  ye  are  friends,  so  shew  yourselves. 
Ant.  So  be  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Landlady. 

Land.  Nay,  son,  if  this  be  your  regard—* 

John.  Good  mother  I 

Land.  Good  me  no  goods!  Your  cousin 

and  yourself  [selves 

Are  welcoiue  to  me,  whilst  you  bear  your- 

Like  honest  and  true  gentlemen,    firing  hi« 

ther 
To  my  house,  tliat  have  ever  been  reputed 
A  gentlewoman  of  a  decent  and  fair  carriage^ 
And  so  behav'd  myself 

John.  I  know  you  have.  [name 

Jjund.  Bring  hitlier,  as  I  say,  (tn  make  my 
Stink  in  my  neighbour'snostrilsjyourdevices. 
Your  brats,  got  out  of  Alicant*,  and  broken 
ontlis !  [dings ! 

Your  flinsey-woolsy  work,  your  hasty  pud-- 
I  foster  up  your  filched  ipiquilics? 
You  are  decciv'd  in  me,  sir;  i  am  noue 
Of  those  receivers. 

John.  Have  1  not  sworn  unto  you 
'Tis  none  of  mine,  and  shewM  you  how  X 
found  it?  [get it; 

Jjund.  You  ftNind  an  easy  fool  that  let  yo^ 
Sh'had  better  have  worn  pasterns. 

John.  Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Land,  Oaths?  what  do  you  care  for  oaths, 
to  gain  your  ends,  [know  yer 

When  yc  are  high  and  pamper'd  ?  What  saint 
Or  what  religion,  butyour  purpos'd  lewdness. 
Is  to  be  look'd  for  of  ye?  Nay,  I  will  tell  ye. 
You  will  then  swear  like  accus'd  cut-pui'ses, 
A.S  far  off  truth  too;  and  lie  beyond  all  faK 
I'm  sick  to  see  this  dealing.  [couers  \ 

John,  iicav'u  forbid,  mother ! 

Land.  Nay,  I  am  very  sick. 

Jo/m.  Who  waits  there? 

Anth.  [within.]  Sir.  [wine. 

John.  Bring  down  the  bottle  of  Canary 

Land,  Exceeding  sick ;  Heav'n  help  me  I 

John.  Haste  ye,  sirrah.— 
I  must  ev'n  make  her  drunk. — Nay,  gentle 
mother !  [purpose 

Land.  Now,  fy  upon  ye  !  Was  it  for  this 
You  fetch'd  your  eveJiing-walks  for  your  di- 
gestions? 
For  this,  pretended  holiness?  No  weather. 


s  Bow^hond.}  A  sea-term,  derived  from  the  bow  of  a  ship;  which,  says  Dr.  Johnson,  be- 
gins at  the  loot  and  compassing  ends  of  die  stern,  aud  ends  at  the  ster.uuost  parts  of  the 
forecastle. 

•  Your  brats,  got  out  of  Alligant.]  In  Rowley's  Match  at  Midnight,  Randal  and  Ancient 
Young  auarrelliiig,  Sim,  another  of  the  characters,  interposes,  *  Gentlemen,  there's  Alegant 
*  in  the  bouse ;  'pray  set  no  more  abroach.'  The  Landlady  here  means,  *  Your  brats  produced 
"*  by  intoxication  and  faithless  promises/ 
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Not  bofore  day,  could  htM  ynu  froni  the 
iDftiiti).  (pniy'd  well, 

Were  these  yoar  bo-peep  prayers?  YouVe 

And  with  a  leanied  i^ ;  watch'd  well  too. 
Your  Sflint,  [dicker  I 

It  leems,  was  picas'd  as  we]).    Still  sicLer, 

Enter  Anthony,  milh  a  holtle  of  aim. 
John.  There  is  no  talking  to  her  'till  IVe 
drencli'd  ber.  [draught ; 

Giro  me.     Here,  motlier,  take  a  good  round 
Tirill  purge  sple<!D  from  your  spirits:  Deeper, 
inoilicr.  [mend  all. 

Land.  Ay,  ay,  ton,  you  imagine  this  will 
Juhn-  All,  i'taith,  motlier. 
Land.  I  confesfcthc  wine 
Will  do  his  part, 

John.  I'll  pledge  you. 
I^nd.  But,  siiii  Julm ! 
John.  I    know    your    meaning,   mother ; 
tourh  it  once  liiore ;  [draught, 

Alas,  you  look  not  well ;  take  a  round 
(It  warms  the  hinod  well,  and  re»lores  the 
Aori  then  well  tnik  at  larjtc.  [colour) 

Land.  A  citil  centlcnian  ?  [of? 

Asintnger?  oiiethetowiiholdsBgood  regard 
John.  Nay,  I  will  hilence  thee. 
Land.  One  that  should  weigh  his  fair  name? 
Oh,  a  stitch!  [good  mother; 

John.  1'here's  nothing  better  fur  a  stitch, 
Ilakc  uo  ipnrc  of  it ;  as  you  loyc  your  be^th. 
Mince  not  the  motter. 

J,and.  As  I  said,  a  geotlemHii} 
jMif^e  in  my  house?  Now  llenr'n's  my  com- 
fort. Signer 

John.  I  lotjk'd  for  this.  fme  thus ; 

Land.  Fdid  not  think  you  woula  have  us'd 
A  woman  ol'ray  credit ;  one,  lleav'n  knows, 
That  lot'il  yiu  but  too  tenderly. 

JohH.  Dear  mother,  [it. 

I  erer  found  your  kindness,  and  acknowledge 
L^nd.  No,  no,  I  am  a  fool  tocounsel  you. 
Where  is  the  infant?  come,  let's  see  your 
workmanship.        ['tis,  and  a  lusty  one. 
JohH.  None  01  mine,  motlier;  but  there 
Jjtnd.  Heav'n  bk'^stliee. 
Thou  hadst  a  hasty  making ;  but  the  best  is, 
Tis  many  a  good  man's  t'ortuue.   As  I  live, 
Yp|ir  own  eyes,  Signor ;  and  the  nether  lip 
A*  like  you,  as  t'  had  spit  it. 
John.  I  am  glad  on'l. 
lymd.  Bless  nil',  what  things  ore  these  ? 
John.  1  ihoufliC  my  labour  [jewels, 

Was  not  all  lost.  'Yn  fold,  and  these  are 
Both  rich,  and  riKht,  I  hope. 

Land.  Well,  well,  son  John, 
I  see  you  arc  a  woodman,  and  can  chuse 
Your  deer,  iho'  it  be  i'th'  dark  ;  idl  your  dis- 

Ts  not  yet  lost ;  this  was  well  ciapt  aboard : 
Here  1  am  with  you  now ;  when,  an  tluy  ray, 

>  Al  l/ott  Kould  nakf  youri 
duclhH  Tibalt.  '  ra/i  Ins  minum';  one,  ino,'&c.  ii 
different  sciences  of  musick  and  defence. 


{Act  1.  Scene  19 

Your  pleasure  comet  with  profit;  wfaeti  jO 

miist  needs  do. 
Do  where  ye  may  be  done  to,  'tis  a  wisdtm^ 
Becomes  a  young  man  well :  Be  sure  of  one 

Lose  not  your  labour  and  your  time  togetheri 
It  H-asons  of  a  fool,  sun ;  time  is  precious. 
Work  wary  whilst  rou   have  it;  since   vnu 
must  inUlick  [Signor; 

Sometimes  this  slippery  way,  take  sure  hold, 
Trade  with  no  broken  merchants,  makeynur 

lading 
Asyou  would  make  your  rest',  adventurously. 
But  with  advanlagi'  ever. 

John.  All  this  time,  mother, 
l'\,e  child  wants  louking-to,  wants  meat  and 
nurses.  [have  all. 

Lead.  Now  blessing  o'tby  care!  It  shall 
And  instantly:  III  seeic  a  nurse  myself,  son. 
Tis  a  sweet  child !  Ah,  inv  young  Spaniard  I 
Tiike  you  no  further  care',  sir. 

John.  Yes,  of  these  jt'wcls,  [yours, 

I  most,  by  your  leave,  mother.  Tliese  are 
To  make  yourcarethe  stronger;  for  the  rest 
I'll  find  a  iimetcr.  The  gold,  fpr  bringing  up 
I  freely  render  to  your  charge.  [on't. 

Land.  No  more  words,  [mei 

Nor  un  moie  children,  good  son,  asyoulova 
This  may  do  well, 

John,  [  shall  observe  your  morals. 
But  where's  don  Frederick,  mother? 

land.  Ten  to  one 
About  the  like  adventure;  he  told  me. 
He  was  to  find  you  out.  [Exit. 

John.  Why  sliould-hc  May  thus? 

There  may  be  some  ill  chance  iu't:  Sleep  { 

will  not,  [picaa'd. 

Before  I've  found  him.     Now  this  woman's 

111  geek  my  friend  out,  and  my  care  is  cqs'd. 

^   '  [Eiit. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Duke  and  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Believe,  sir,  'lisaspossibletodoit. 

As  to  remove  tlie  city :  The  main  faction 

Swarm  thro'  the  streets  like  homctji,  arm'd 

with  angers 
Able  to  ruin  states ;  no  safety  left  us. 
Nor  means  to  die  like  uien,  if  iustantly 
You  draw  not  back  a^ain. 

Duke.  May  he  be  drawn 
And  quart<'j'd  too,  that  turns  now!  Were  I 
surer  [death 

Of  death  than  thou  art  of  thy  fears,  and  with 
More  than  those  fears  are  too 
1  Gent.  Sir,  I  fear  not. 
Duke.  I  would  not  crack  my  vow,  start 
■  from  my  honour, 
Becaute  I  may  find  danger;  wound  my  soul, 
To  keep  my  body  safe  1 


Ad  1.  Scene  11.] 


TIIE  CHANCES. 


iir 


1  Gent,  I  speak  not^  sir. 
Out  of  a  basesess  tx>  you. 

Duke.  No,  nor  do  uot 
Out  of  a  bascDess  leave  me.  What  is  danger, 
More  tban  the  weakness  of  our  apprehensions? 
A  poor  cold  part  o'  th'  blood  ?  Who  takes  it 

hold  of? 
Coirards,  and  wicked  livers :  Valiant  minds 
Were  made  the  masters  of  it ;  and  as  hearty 

seamen 
In  desperate  storms  stem  with  a  little  riidder 
The  tumbling  tuins  of  the  ooe:m  ; 
So  witli  their  cause  and  swords  do  they  dQ 

dangers. 
Say  we  were  sure  to  die  all  in  this  venture, 
(As  1  am  coD6dent  agaiqst  it)  is  there  any 
Amongst  us  of  so  fat  a  sense,  so  pamper*d, 
Would  chuse  luxuriously  to  lie  a-bcd, 
And  paree  away  his  spirit,  send  his  soul  out 
In  sugar-sops  and  syrups  ?  Give  me  dying. 
As  dying  ought  to  be,  upon  mine  enemy, 
Paitmg  with  mankind  by  a  man  that's  m^ly. 
Let  'em  be  all  the  world,  and  bring  (^oqg 
Cain's  envy  with  'em,  I  will  qn ! 

S  GetU.  'You  may,  sir; 
Bat  with  what  safety  ? 

1  Gent.  Since  'tis  oome  to  dying,         [us 
You  shall  perceive,  sir,  here  be  those  amongst 
Can  die  as  decently  as  otlier  men, 
Aqd  with  as  little  ceremony.    On,  brave  sir. 

Duke,  That's  spoken  heartily. 

1  Gent.  And  he  that  flinches, 
May  he  die  lousy  in  a  ditch] 

Duke.  No  more  dying; 
There's  no  such  danger  in  it.  What's  o*cIool(  ? 

3  Gent.  Somewhat  above  your  hour. 

I^uke.  Away  then  quickly ; 
Make  no  noise,  and  no  trouble  will  attend  us. 

[tlxeunt. 

SCENE  XI. 

£nter  Frederick,  and  Peter  with  a  candle*' 
Fred.  Give  me  the  ciindle.     So  ;  go  you 

out  that  way. 
Peter.  What  nave  we  now  to  do  ? 
Fred,  And  o'  your  life,  sirrah, 
Let  none  come  near  the  door  without  my 

knowledge; 
X^o,  not  my  Landlady,  nor  my  friend. 

Peter,  TTis  done,  sir.  [cerns  me. 

Fred.  Nor  any  serious  business  that  con- 

Peter,  Is  the  wind  there  i^^in  ? 

Fred.  Be  gone. 

Peter,  I  am,  sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Consianti^. 

Fred.  Now  enter  witliout  fear.    And,  no- 
ble lady. 
That  safety  and  civility  you  wish'd  for 
Shall  truly  here  attend  you  :  No  rude  tpngiie' 
Nor  rough  behaviour  knows  this  place,  no 

wishes 
Beyond  tiie  moderation  of  a  man. 
Dare  enter  here;  ypur  own  desires  and  in- 
Doceoce^ 


Join'd  to  my  vow-d  obedience,  shall  protect 
Were  dangers  more  than  doubts.  [y^u. 

Con.  Ye'rc  truly  noble,  L"*^> 

And  worth  a  woman's  trust :  Let  it  become 
(I  do  beseecli  you,  sir)  for  all  your  kindness, 
Tq  render  with  my  tlianks,  this  worthless  trir 
I  niny  be  longer  troublesome.  [fie; 

Fred.  Fair  offices  [^a^y, 

Are  still  their  own  rewards ;  I  Jeav'll  bless  me, 
From  seilinjv  civil  courtesies !  May  it  pleas^ 
If  you  will  force  a  favour  tp  oblige  me,  [you. 
Draw  but  that  cloud  aside,  to  satisfy  me 
For  what  good  angel  I'm  engag'd. 

Con,  Jt  shall  be. 
For  1  am  truly  confident  you're  honest : 
The  piece  is  scarce  worth  looking  on. 

Frt'd.  Trust  me 
The  abstract  of  all  beauty,%ouI  of  sweetness ! 
Defend  me,  honest  thoughts,  I  shall  grow 
wild  else !  [Heav'ns, 

What  eyes    are   there,  rather  what  little 
To  stir  men's  contemplations!    what  a  Pa* 
radise  [be  temperate) 

Runs  thro'  each  part  she  has!  Good  bloody 
I  must  look  off;  too  excellent  an  object 
Confounds  the  sense  that  sees  it. — Noble 

lady. 
If  there  be  any  further  service  to  cast  on  me, 
Let  it  be  worth  my  life^  so  much  I  honour  ye. 
Or  tlie  engagement  of  whole  families — . — 

Con,  Your  service  is  too  liberal,  wortl^y  sirj 
Thus  far  I  shall  entreat 

fred.  Command  me,  lady; 
You  make  your  power  too  pooi^ 

Con.  That  presently 
With  ail  convenient  haste,  you  would  retire 
Unto  the  street  you  found  me  in. 

Fred^  'Tis  done.  [prcss'd 

Con.  There,  if  you  find  a  gentleman  opr 
With  force  and  violence,  do  a  man's  office. 
And  di*aw  your  sword  to  rescue  him. 

Fred.  He's  safe. 
Be  what  he  will ;  and  let  his  foes  be  devils, 
Arm'd  with  your  pity,  1  shall  conjure  'em. 
Retire  ;  tliis  key  will  guide  you :    All  things 
Are  there  before  ycm.  [necessary 

Con.  All  my  prayers  go  with  you.    [Exit^ 

Fred.  You  clap  on  proof  upon  me :   Mco 
say  gold 
Docs  all,  engages  all,  works  thro' all  dsngers: 
Now  I  say  Beauty  can  do  more :  The  king's 

exchequer. 
Nor  all  his  wealthy  Indies,  could  not  draw  me 
Thro'  half  those  miseries  this  piece  of  pleasure 
Might  make  me  leap  into:  We're  all  like 

sca-cards, 
All  our  endeavours  and  our  motions, 
(As  they  do  to  the  North)  still  pointat  beauty, 
Still  at  the  fairest:    For  a  handsome  womaa 
(Setting  my  soul  aside)  it  should  go  hard, 
But  I  would  strain  my  body :  Yet  to  her, 
Unless  it  be  her  own  free  gratitude,  [in  me, 
Hopes,  ye  shall  die,  and  thou  tongue  rot  with- 
Ere  I  infringe  my  faith :  Now  to  my  rescue! 

[Exit. 
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ACT   II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duke^  pursued  htf  Petruchio,  Antonio, 
and  that  factum, 

Duke,'\JOV  w'll  not  all  oppress  me  ? 

^    Ant,  Kill  him  i*  th'  wanton  eye ! 
Let  me  come  to  hiui ! 

Duke,  1  hen  ye  shall  buy  me  dearly ! 

Pc/r.  Say  you  so,  sir? 

Ant.  I  say  cut  his  wtzand,  spoil  his  piping : 
Have  ut  your  lovc-bick  heart,  sir ! 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Sure  'tis  fiftlitincr: 
My  tricnd  mav  be  eni;ag*d.— Fy,  gentlemen ! 
This  is  unnmniy  odds. 

Ant.  rii  stop  your  mouth,  sir. 
TDukeJ'alU  down,  Don  John  bettrides  him, 

John.  Nay  then,  have  at  thee  freely. 
There's  a  plumb,  sir,  to  satisfy  your  longing. 

Pctr,  Away !  I  hope  Fve  sped  him.  Here 
comes  rescue; 
We  shall  be  cn^anger'd.    Where's  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  I  must  h^ve  one  thrust  more,  sir. 

John,  Come  up  to  mf». 

Ant.  A  mischief  confound  your  fingers! 

Petr,  How  is't? 

Ant.  Well: 
H'  has  given  me  my  quietus  nt,  I  felt  him 
In  my  small  guts ;  I'm  sure  h*  has  fccz'd  me ! 
ITiis  comes  of  siding  with  you. 

2  Gent,  Can  you  go,  sir?  [off: 

Ant,  I  should  go,  man,  an  my  head  were 
Ne'er  talk  of  goinjr. 

Petr.  Come,  all  shall  be  well  then. 
I  hear  more  rescue  coming. 

Enter  the  Duke^t  faction. 

Ant,  Let*s  turn  back  then ; 
My  skull's  iincloven  yet;  let  me  but  kill. 
Petr,  Awav  for  Hcav'n  sake  with  him  ! 

[£r/f  PetruchiOf  with  kin  faction. 

John.  How  is't? 
Duke.  Well,  sir; 
Only  a  little  sta^iger'd. 

Duke's  Faction,  Let's  pursue  'em, 
Duke.  No,  not  a  roan,  I  charge  ye !  Thanks, 
good  coat ; 
Thoirst  sav'd  me  a  shrewd  welcome :  Twas 

put  home  too, 
With  a  good  mind,  I'm  sure  on't. 
John.  Are  you  safe  then? 
Duke.  My  thanks  to  you,  brare  sir,  whose 
timely  valour, 
And  manly  courtesy,  came  to  my  rescue. 
John,  Y'  had  foul  play  offer'd  ye,  and  shame 
befall  him 
That  can  pass  by  oppression. 

Duke,  May  I  crave,  sir,  [name. 

But  thus  much  honour  more,  to  know  your 
And  him  I  am  so  bound  to? 


John,  For  the  bond,  sir, 
Tis  every  good  man's  tie ;  to  know  roe  further 
Will  little  profit  you:  I  am  a  stranger^ 
My  country  Spain;  my  name  Don  John,  a 

gentleman 
That  lies  here  for  my  study. 

Duke,  I  have  heard,  sir. 
Much  worthy  mention  of  you ;  yet  I  find 
Fame  short  of  what  you  are. 

John.  You're  pleas'd,  sir. 
To  express  vour  courtesy  :  May  I  demand 
As  freely  wdat  you  are,  and  what  mischance 
Cast  you  into  this  danger? 

Duke,  For  this  present, 
I  must  desire  your  pardon :  You  shall  know  me 
Ere  it  be  long,  sir,  and  a  nobler  thanks 
Hian  now  my  will  can  render. 

John.  Your  will's  your  own,  sir, 

Duke.  What  is't^ou  look  for,  sir?    Have 
you  lost  any  thin^  ?  [fellows 

John.  Only  my  luit  i*  th*  scuffle :  Sure  these 
Were  ni^ht-snaps. 

Duke.  No,  believe,  sir.  'Pray  you  use  mine. 
For  *twill  be  hard  to  find  your  own  now. 

John.  No,  sir.  [another: 

Duke,  Indeed  you. shall;  I  can  command 
I  do  bescet!h  you  honour  me. 

John,  I  will,  sir  : 
And  so  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Duke,  Within  these  few  days 
I  hope  1  shall  be  happy  in  your  knowledge : 
'Till  when,  I  love  your  memory. 

[Exit  Dukcy  SfC, 

John.  I  yours. 
This  is  some  n<ible  fellow. 

Enter  Frederick, 

Fred  Tis  his  tongue  sure. 
Don  John  ? 

John.  Don  Frederick  ? 

Fred,  You're  fairly  met,  sir:         [tell  me, 
I  thouj^ht  you'd  been  a  bat-fowling.  Prithee 
What  revelations  hast  thou  had  to-night. 
That  iiome  was  never  thought  of  ?        ^ 

John.  Revelations? 
ril  tell  thee,  Frederick ;  but  before  I  tell  thee 
Settle  thy  understandini*. 

Fred.  Tis  prepar'd,  sir. 

John.  Why  then,  mark  what  shall  follow. 
This  night,  Frederick, 
Tliis  bawdy  night 

Fred,  I  thought  no  less. 

John.  This  blind  night. 
What  dost  think  I've  got? 

Fred.  The  pox,  it  may  be. 

John.  'Would  'twere  no  worse !  Ye  talk  of 
revelations ; 
I  have  got  a  revelation  will  reveal  me 
An  arrant  coxcomb  wiiile  I  live. 

Fred.  What  is*t  ? 
Thou  hast  lost  nothing? 


Act  9.  Scene  ItJ] 


TH2  CHANCte. 


110 


John.  No,  r  have  got,  I  tell  thee. 
Fred.  What  bast  thou  got  ? 
John.  One  of  the  infantry,  a  child. 
Fred.  How ! 

^ohn.  A  cl)oppin|  child,  man. 
Fred.  'Give  you  joy,  sir. 
John.  A  lump  of  lewdness,  Frederick; 
that's  the  truth  on't. 
This  town's  abominable. 

Fred.  I  still  told  you,  John,  [you : 

Your  whonng  roust  come  home ;  I  counseli'd 

Biit  where  no  grace  is ■ 

John.  'Tis  none  o*mine,  man. 
Fred.  Answer  the  parish  so. 
John.  Cheated,  in  troth. 
Peeping  into  a  house;  by  whom  I  know  not, 
Nor  where  to  find   the  place  again.    No, 
Frederick,  [one, 

Had  I  but  kiss'd  the  ring  for*t — Tis  no  poor 
That's  my  best  comfort,  for 't  has  brought 

about  it 
£Dough  to  mate  it  man. 
Fred.  Where  is't? 
John.  At  home. 

Fred.  A  saving  voyage :  But  what  will  you 
say,  Signor,  [ship. 

To  him  that,  searching  out  your  serious  wor- 
Has  met  a  stranger  fortune? 

John.  How,  good  Frederick  ? 
A  militant  girl  now  to  this  boy  would  hit  it. 
Fred.  No ;  mine's  a  nobler  venture.  What 
do  you  think,  sir. 
Of  a  distressed  lady,  One  whose  beauty 
Would  over-sell  all'  Italy  ? 
John.  Where  is  she  ? 
Fred.  A  woman  of  that  rare  behaviour. 

So  qualified,  as  admiration  frit 

Dwells  round  about  her;  of  that  perfect  spi- 
John.  Ay  marry,  sir ! 
Fred.  That  admirable  carriajie. 
That  sweetness  in  discourse ;    young  as  the 

Morning, 
Her  blusJies  staining  his. 

John.  But  where s  this  creature? 
Shew  me  but  that. 

Fred.  Thai's  all  one ;  she's  forth-coming ; 
I  liave  her  sure,  b#y. 

Juha.  Hark  you,  Frederick ; 

What  truck  betwixt  my  infant 

Fred.  'Tis  too  light,  sir ;  [well. 

Stick  lo  your  charge  ",  good  Don  John ;  I  am 
John.  But  is  there  such  nr wench? 
Fred.  First  tell  me  this; 
Did  you  not  lately  as  you  walk'd  along. 
Discover  people  that  were  arm'd,  and  likely 
To  do  offence  ? 

John.  Yes,  marry,  and  they  urg'd  it 
As  far  as  they  had  spirit. 
Fred»  Pray  go  forward. 
John.    A  gentleman  I  found  engngM  a- 
mongst  'em ;  [mettle : 

It  seems  of  noble  breeding ;  I  am  sure  brave 
As  I  return*d  to  look  you,  i  set  in  to  him. 


And  without  hurt  (I  thank  Heaven)  rescued 
And  came  myself  off  safe  too.  [him, 

Fred.  My  work's  done  then : 
And  now,  to  satisfy  you,  there  is  a  woman, 
Oh,  John,  there  is  a  woimin 

John.  Oh,  where  is  she  ? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  less  worth  than  I 

assure  you ;  [tioir. 

And,  which  is  more,  fall'n  under  my  protec- 

John.  I  am  ^lad  of  tliat.     Forward,  sweet 
Frederick ! 

Fred.  And,  which  \p  more  than  that,  by 
this  night's  waud'ring ; 
And,  which  is  most  of  all,  she  is  at  home  too, 

John.  Come,  let's  be  gone  then.  [sir, 

Fred.  Yes ;  but  'tis  most  certain. 
You  cannot  see  her,  John, 

John.  Why? 

Fred.  She  has  sworn  me  [mother. 

That  none  else  shall  come  near  her,  not  mj 
Till  some  few  doubts  arc  cicar'd. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her  ? 
What  chamber  is  she  in  ? 

Fred.  In  ours. 

John.  Let's  go,  I  say : 
A  woman's  oatlis  arc  wafers,   break  with 
making ;  [it. 

They  must  for  modesty  a  little :  Wc  all  know 

Fred.  No,  I'll  iAMure  you,  sir. 

John.  Not  see  her  ? 
I  smell  an  old  dog-trick  of  yours.  Well,  Fre- 
derick, [ploy, 
You  talk'd  to  me  of  whoring:  Let's  liave  fair 
Square  dealing,  I  would  wish  you, 

Fitd.  When  'tis  come 
(Which  I  know  never  will  Ik*)  to  thati.^sue, 
Your  spoon  shall  be  as  deep  as  mine,  sir. 

John.  Tell  me. 
And  tell  me  true,  is  the  cause  honourable. 
Or  for  your  case  ? 

Fred.  By  all  our  friendship,  John, 
Tis  honest,  and  of  great  end. 

John.  I  am  answer'd : 
But  let  me  see  her  tho' ;  leave  the  door  opett 
As  you  go  in. 

Fred.  I  dare  not. 

John,  Not  wide  open. 
But  just  so,  as  a  jealous  husband  would 
Level  at  his  wanton  wife  liiro*. 

Fred.  That  courtesy. 
If  you  desire  no  more,  and  keep  it  strictly, 
I  dare  afford  you.    Come;  'tis  now  near 
morning.  [Exennt, 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  I'eter  and  Anthony. 

Peter,  Nay,  the  old  woman's  gone  too. 

Anth.  She's  a-caterwauling 
Among  the  gutters :  But,  conceive  roe,  Peter, 
Where  our  good  riaslcrs  should  be  ? 

Peter.  Where  tliey  should  be 
I  do  conceive;  but  where  they  are,  goo4 
Anthony—*- 


*  Stick  to  your  chai^?.]  Varied  in  1750. 
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Anth.  At,  ihcre  ii  goes :  My  inastcr*s  bo- 
petps  with  mf^, 
With  [lis  hly  popping  in  and  out  again^ 
Argued  a  cause,  a  frippery  cause. 

Peter,  Believe  me, 
They  boar  up  with  some  carvel  »• 

Anth.  I  do  believe  thee, 
For  thou  hast  such  a  master  for  that  chase, 
That  'till  he  spend.s  his  main- mast 

Peter,  'Pray  remember 
Your  courtesy,  good  Anthony,  and  withal. 
How  long  'tis  since  your  master  sprung  a  leak; 
lie  had  a  sKTund  one  since  he  came. 

^»//i;  Hark  !  [Lute  sounds  within. 

Peter,  What? 
•  Anth.  Dost  not  hear  a  lute?  Again! 

Peter.  Where  is*t? 

Anth.  Above,  in  my  master's  chamber. 

Peter,  There's  no  creature ; 
tic  hath  the  key  himself,  man.  [Sing  within. 

Anth.  This  is  his  lute  *•; 
Let  him  have  it. 

Peter.  1  j;rant  you ;  but  who  strikes  it? , 

Anth.  An  admirable  voice  too;  liark  ye ! 

soNO    [within], 

Mcrciioss  Love,  whom  nature  hath  denied 
The  use  of  eyes,  lest  thou  shouldst  take  a 
And  dory  in  thy  murders,  why  am  I,  [pride 
That  never  yet  transpreWtl  thy  deity. 
Never  broke  vow  ",  £rom  whose  eyes  never 
flew  [slew, 

Disdainful  dart,  whose  hard  heart  none  eV-r 
Thus  ill  rewarded?  I'hou  art  youn«!  and  fair, 
Thy  mother  softand  grntle  as  the  air, 
Thy  holy  fire  still  buruin*;,  blown  with  prayer: 
Then,  cverlnhting  Love,  restrain  thy  will ; 
^I'is  god-like  to  have  pow*r,  Imt  not  to  kill. 

Pcler,  Anthony, 
Art  sure  wc  are  at  home  ? 

Anth,  Without  all  doubt,  Pet<  r. 

Peter,  Then  this  must  be  the  devil. 

Anth.  Let  It  be.  [Sin^  ogain. 

Good  devil,  sing  again!  Oh,  dainty  devil! 
peter,  helicve  it,  a  most  delicate  devil ! 
The  sweetest  devil 

Enter  Frederick  and  Don  John* 

Fred,  if  you  could  leave  peeping! 
John,  i  caimot;  by  no  means. 


Fred,.  Then  come  in  softly;  [further 

And;  as  you  love  your  faith,  presume  no 
Than  you.  have  promised. 

John.  Maita! 

Fred.  What  make  you  up  so  early,  sir  ? 

John.  ^°">  s^***  'o  y^"**  c^ntcmplatious ! 

Peter.  Oh,  'pray  you  peacci  sir. 

Fred,  Why  peace,  sir  r 

Peter.  Do  you  hear  ? 

John.  'Tis  your  lute. 

Fred.  'Pray  ye  speak  softly  • 
She's  playing  on't. 

Anth,  The  house  is  haunted,  sir. 
For  this  we  have  heard  this  half-year; 

Fred.  Ye  saw  nothing? 

Anth,  Not  J. 

Peter,  Nor  I,  sir. 

Fred.  Get  us  our  breakfast  then ; 
And  make  no  words  on't.     We  '11  undertake 

this  spirit, 
If  it  be  one. 

Arith.  This  is  no  devil,  Pet^r, 
Mum !  there  be  bats  abroad. 

[Exeunt  Servants^ 

Fred,  Stay ;  now  she  sings.  \.^^M* 

John.  An  angel's  voice,  I II  s\tear! 

Fred,  Why  didst  thou  shrug  so? 
Either  allay  this  heat;  or,  as  1  live, 
1  will  nor  trust  vou. 

John,  Pass !  I  warrant  you.        [Exeuntt 

Ent€r  Constantla. 

Con,   To  curse  those  stars  that  men  say 
govern  us. 
To  rail  at  Fortune,  fall  out  with  ray  fate, 
Aud  task  the  general  world,  will  help  me  no* 

thing : 
Alas,  I  am  the  same  still,  neither  arc  they 
Subject  to  helps,  or  hurts:    Our  own  desires 
Are  our  own  fates,  our  own  stars  all  our  for- 
tunes, 
Which,  as  we  sway  *em,  So  ahuse  or  bless  us. 

Enter  Frederick^  and  Don  John  peeping. 

Fred.  Peace  to  your  meditations ! 

John.  Pox  upon  ye, 
Stand  out  o'  th  light. 

Con.  I  crave  your  mercy,  sir; 
My  mind,  o*er-charg'd  with  care,  made  me 
unmannerly. 


•  Cdrre/.]  See  note  «»  on  Wit  without  Money. 

••Anth.  This  is  his  lute  :  Let  him  have  it,]   The  song  was  inserted  before  this  line  in  the 
two  former  editions.    The  reason  of  the  change  of  its  place  is  very  plain.        Seward, 
'''•  '*  Never  broke  vow,  from  whbse  ey€s  never 
Flew  disdainful  dart, 
Whose  hard  heart  nevef^ 
Slew  those  rewardcrs  9 

Thou  art  young  and  fair.]  The  measure  of  all,  except  the  last  line  quoted  above,  only 
Hants  to  be  replaced;  but  that  last  is  de6cient  in  sense  as  well  as  measure.  I  suppose  die 
what  ill  to  have  been  tlie  monosyllable  lost,  and  rewarJers  to  have  been  put  for  rewarded ; 

iuid  then  it  would  run,  * Thus  rewarders:  *  This  l)eing  too  i*iariny,iy  absurd  might  be 

thought  to  be  amended  by  making  it,  *  Those  rewarders.'        Sewurd. 

Tiie  above  song  is  not  m  the  iirst  copy;  however,  it  bears  such  strong  internal  marks  of 
luitbcnticity,  that  we  oumut  doubt  its  being  gcnuiqjet 
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Fred.  'Pray  you  set  that  mind  at  rest ;  nil 
shali  be  perfect.  [bcxly, 

Jolui.  I  like  the  body  rare;  a  handsome 
A   «\ondrous  handsome  body.     'Would  she 

would  turn  ! 
See,  an  that  spiteful  puppy  be  nf»t  got 
iit'tivcen  me  and  my  lii;bt  again. 

Fred.  Tis  done,  ftleman 

As  all  that  yoti  command  shall  be :  1  he  gen- 
Is  safely  otf  all  danirer. 

John,  Oh,  de  Dius  ! 

Con,  How  shall  I  bhank  you,  sir?    how 
satisfy?  [warded. 

Fred,  Speak  softly,  gentle  lady,  all's  rc- 
Now  does  he  melt,  like  marmalade.   [Aside, 

J'thii.  Nay,  'tis  certain, 
Thou  art  the  sweetest  w  (mian  I  e'er  look'd  on : 
1  hope  thou  art  not  honcs't. 

Fftd,  None  disturbM  you  ^        [near  me  ; 

Con.  Not  any,  sir,  nor  any  sound  caine 
I  thank  your  care. 

Fred.' 'liiwcli, 

Jtt/in.  I  would  fahi  pray  now,  [world— 
But  ill'  devil,  and  that  thsh  there  o'  the 
What  are  we  made  to  suffer**? 

Fred.  lie  will  enter: 
Pull  in  your  head,  and  he  hans»'d ! 

John.  Hark  you,  rrcdcrick ! 
I  Iiav<:  broue;ht  you  home  your  pack-saddle. 

Fred,  Pox  upon  you !  [duke, 

Con.  Nay,  let  him  enter.  Fy,  my  lord  the 
Stand  peepmg  at  your  friends  r 

Fred.  You're  cozen*d,  lady ; 
Here  is  no  duke. 

Con.  I  know  him  full  well,  signor. 

/r«/rN.  Hold  thc-e  tliere,  wench  ! 

Fred.  This  mad-brainM  fool  will  spoil  all. 

C(m.  I  do  beseech  your  Grace  come  in. 

John.  My  grace  ? 
Tliere  was  a  word  of  comfort ! 

Fred.  Shall  he  enter, 
Whcje'er  lie  be  ? 

John,  Well  follow *d,  IVcderick  ! 

Con.  With  all  my  lieart. 

Fred.  Come  in  then. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John,  'nicss  ynu,  lady  !  [to  you, 

Fred.  Nay,  sturt  not ;  tho'  he  be  a  si  ranger 
He's  of  a  n<ible  strain:   My  kinsman,  lady, 
My  countryman,  and  fellow-traveller : 
One  bed  contains  us  ever,  one  \nirse  feeds  us, 
And  one  faith  free  between  us.  Do  not  fear 
He's  truly  honest.  [him ; 
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John.  That's  a  lie. 

Fred.  And  trusty, 
Beyond  your  wishes ;  valiant  to^defend; 
And  modest  to  converse  with,  as  your  blushes. 

John.  Now  may  I  hang  myself;  this  com- 
mendation 
Has  broke  the  neck  of  all  my  hopes;  for  now 
Must  I  cry,  *  No  forsooth,'  and  *  Ay  forsooth/ 

and  *  Surely,' 
*  And  truly  as  I  live,  and  as  I  am  honest.' 
H'  has  done  tliese  things  for  'nonce  too ;  for 

•    he  knows. 
Like  a  most  envious  rascal  as  he  is, 
I  am  not  honest,  nor  desire  to  be, 
Especially  this  way.  H'has  watch'd  his  time; 
But  I  shall  quit  him. 

Con.  Sir,  J  crredit  you. 

Fred.  Go  kiss  her,  John. 

John.  Plague  o'your  commendations! 

Con.  Sir,  i  shall  now  desire  to  be  a  trouble. 

John.  Never  to  me,  sweet  lady:  Thus  I  seal 
My  faith,  and  all  my  service. 

Con.  One  word.  Signer.  [nest; 

John.  Now  'tis  impossible  T  should  be  ho- 
She  kisses  with  a  conjuration  [she  at? 

Wcndd  make  the  devil  dance !    What  points 
My  leg,  I  warrant,  or  my  well-knit  body  : 
Sit  fast,  Don  Frederick  f 

Fred,  Twas  given  him  by  that  gentleman 
You  took  such  care  of;  his  own  being  lost 
i'th' scuffle. 

Con.  With  much  joy  may  he  wear  it!  'Tit 
a  right  one, 
I  can  assure  you,  gentleman ;  and  right  happy 
May  you  be  m  all  fights  for  that  fair  8er\'ice'! 

t'rcd.  Why  do  you  blush? 

Con.  T  had  almost  cozcn'd  me ; 
For,  not  to  lie,  when  I  saw  that,  I  look'd  for 
Another  master  of  it;  but 'tis  well. 

l^Kttock  Kithin. 

Fred.  Who's  there? 

Enter  Anthony., 
Stand  you  a  little  close.  Come  in,  sir ! 

[Exit  Con. 
Now,  what's  the  news  with  you? 

A  nth.  There  i»  a  gentleman  without 
Woidd  speak  with  Don  John. 

John.  W^ho,  sir?  [man 

Anth.  1  do  not  know,  sir;  but  he  shews  a 
Of  no  mean  reckoning.  ^ 

Fred.  Let  him  shew  his  name, 
And  then  return  a  little  wiser. 

Anth.  Well,  sir.  [Exit  Anthont/, 


"  But  th*  devil  and  thatjieth  there^  o*  the  world, 

What  are  zee  made  to  suffer  Y'\  '\  here  are  two  ways  of  correcting  this ;  either  bv  making 
it,  '  (Oh,  the  world!)'  an  exclamatory  parenthesis;  or  by  reading,  *and  the  world* — The 
dense  would  then  be,  *  That  he  would  pnn/,  if  that  flesh  there,  the  world  and  the  devil  did 
not  prevent  him.'    I  prefer  the  former,  as  nearet*  the  trace  of  tlie  letters.         Seward^ 

Mr.  Seward  prints, 

*  But  th'  devil  and  that  flesh  there,  (O  the  world  !) 

*  What  are  we  made  to  snfler  ? ' 

The  interjection  rather  destroys  the  allusion  to  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil :  A  breat 
makes  sense  of  the  old  reading. 
Vol  1L  R 
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[Act  2.  Scene  S. 


Frtd,  How  do  you  like  her,  John? 
John,  As  well  as  you,  Frederick, 

For  all  I'm  honest;  you  shall  find  it  so  too. 
Fred,  Art  thou  not  honest? 
John,  Art  not  thou  an  ass*? 

'  And  modest  ns  her  blushes ! '  What  a  block- 
head 

Would  e'er  have  popp'd  out  such  a  dry  apo- 
logy, 

For  his  dear  friend  ?  and  to  a  (2;cnt]ewoman  ? 

A  woman  of  her  youth  and  delicacy  ? 

They're  arguments  to  draw  them  to  abhor  us. 

Ad  noncbt  moral  man  ?  'tis  for  a  constable ! 

A  handsome  man,  a  wholesome  man,  a  tough 

man, 
^A  liberal  man,  a  likely  man,  a  man 

Mftde  up  likcllercules,  unslak'd  with  service, 

The  same  to-night,  to-morrow  night,  the  next 
night. 

And  so  to  perpetuity  of  pleasures; 

These  had  been  things  to  hearken  to,  things 
catching  : 

But  you  have  such  a  8pic*d  consideration, 

Such  qualms  upon  your  worship's  conscience, 

Such  chilblains  in  your  blood,  that  all  thhigs 
pinch  you,  [custom ; 

Which  nature,  and  the  liberal  world,  makes 

And  nothing  but  fair  Honour,  oh,  sweet  Ho- 
nour !  [trusty. 

Hang  up  your  eunuch  Honour!   That  I  was 

And  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in;  but 
modest!  [thou? 

A  modest  gentleman !  Oh,  wit,  where  wast 
Fred,  I'm  sorrv,  John. 
,  John,  My  lndy\  gentlewoman 

Would  laugh  me  to  a  school-boy,  make  me 
blush  [on  thetj ! 

With  playing  with  my  cod  piece-point!     Yy 

A  man  of  thy  discretion? 
Fred,  It  shall  be  mended  ; 

And  henceforth  you  shall  have  your  due. 

Enter  Anthvnf/, 

John.  I  look  for*t. — 
How  now  ?  who  is*t  ? 

Anth,  A  gentleman  of  this  town, 
And  calls  himself  Pet rucliio. 

John.  I'll  attend  him.         [Exit  Anthony. 

Enter  Conntantia, 

Con.  How  did  he  call  himself? 

Vred.  Petruchio  :— 
Poes  it  concern  you  aught? 

Con,  Oh,  gentlemen, 
Tlie  hour  of  my  destruction  is  come  on  me ; 
I  am  discover'd,  lost,  left  to  my  ruin  ! 
As  ever  ye  had  pity 

JoAn.  Do  not  fear;  [roe>»: 

Let  the  great  devil  come,  he  shall  come  thro* 
Lost  here,  and  we  about  ye? 

Fred.  Fall  before  us? 

Ctm.  Oh,  my  unfortunate  estate !  all  angers 
Compar'd  to  IiIn,  to  his 


Fred,  Let  his,  and  all  men's, 
Whilst  we  have  power  and  life— Stand  up, 
for  Heav'n  sake ! 

Con.   I  have  offended  Hea\''n  too ;   yet 
Heav'n  knows —  • 

John,  We  are  all  evil :  [serts ! 

Yet  Heav'n  forbid  we  should  have  our  de- 
Whatishe? 

Con.  Too,  too  near  to  my  offence,  sir : 
Oh,  he  will  cut  me  piece-meal ! 

Fred.  Tis  no  treason  ? 

John.  Let  ic  be  what  it  will,  if  he  cut  here, 
I'll  find  him  cut^work. 

Fred.  He  must  buy  you  dear; 
With  more  than  couunon  lives. 

John.  Tear  not,  nor  weep  not : 
By  Heav*n,  I'll  fire  the  town  before  you 
perish !  [with  you. 

And  then,  the  more  the  merrier,  we'll  jog 

Fred.  Come  in,  and  dry  your  eyes. 

John,  'Pray  no  more  weeping: 
Spoil  a  sweet  ftice  for  notliing?  My  return 
Shall  end  all  this,  I  warrant  you. 

Con.  Heav'n  grant  it !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Petrvcfiio,  with  a  letter. 

Fetr.  This  man  should  be  of  special  rank ; 
for  these  conmiends  ['em : 

Carry  no  common  way,  no  slight  worth,  with 
He  shall  be  he. 

Enter  Don  John, 

John.  'Save  you,  sir !  I  am  sorry 
My  business  was  so  unmannerly,  to  makeyoti 
Wait  thus  long  here. 

Fctr.  Occasions  must  be  serv'd,  sir. 
But  is  your  name  Don  John  ? 

Jofin.  It  is,  sir. 

Pelr.  Then,                               [brace  you  i 
First,  for  your  own  brave  sake,  I  must  em- 
Next,  from  the  credit  of  your  noble  friend 
Hernando  de  Alvara,  make  you  mine; 
Who  lays  his  charge  upon  nie  in  this  letter 
To  look  you  out,  and,  for  the  goodness  in  you, 
Whilst  your  occasions  make  you  resident 
In 'this  place,  to  supply  you,  love  and  honour 
W'hich,  had  I  known  sooner fyou; 

John.  Noble  sir,  [sword,  sir. 

You'll  make  my  thanks  too  poor :  I  wear  a 
And  have  a  service  to  be  still  dispos'd  of, 
As  you  shall  please  command  it. 

Fctr,  Gentle  sir, 
That  manly  courtesy  is  half  my  business : 
And,  to  be  short,  to  make  you  know  I  honour 
you,  [oracle. 

And  in  all  points  believe  your  worth  like 
And  how  above  my  friends  (which  are  not  few, 
And  those  not  slack)  I  estimate  your  virtues. 
Make  yourself  understand,  this  day  Petru- 
chio [this  place, 
(A  man  that  may  conmiand  the  strength  of 


*  Art  thou  an  ass  f\  Both  sense  and  nu^asure  warrant  our  inserting  the  word  not, 

>3  Let  tht  great  deitil  eqme,  he  thull  go  thro'  me.^  Thus  reud  Mr.  Seward  and  octavo  1711« 
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Hazard  the  boldest  spints)  hath  made  choice 
OnW  of  you,  and  in  a  noble  office. 

John.  Forward ;  Tm  free  to  entertain  it. 

"PttT,  Tlius  then : — 
I  do  beseech  you  mark  me. 

John.  I  shall  do  it.  Hiira  worthy ! 

Vetr.  Ferrara's  duke,  (VoiiJd  I  might  call 
But  that  h*  has  raz'd  out  from  his  family. 
As  he  has  mine  with  nifamy)  tiiis  man,' 
Rather  this  powerful  monster,  we  being  left 
But  two  of  all  our  house,  to  stock  our  memo- 
ries, [crafts, 
My  sister  and  myself,  with  arts  and  witch- 
V^ows,  and  such  oaths  Heav'n  has  no  mercy 
for,                                             [stealths. 
Drew   to   dishonour   this  weak    maid,    by 
And  secret  passaj^cs  I  knew  not  of; 
Oft  he  obtam'd  his  wishes,  oft  abus'd  her ; 
I  am  asham'd  to  say  tlie  rest !  This  purchased. 
And  his  hot  blood  allayM,as  friends  forsake  us 
At  a  mile*s  end  upon  our  way,  he  left  her, 
And  all  our  name  to  ruin. 

John,  This  was  foul  play, 
And  ought  to  be  rewarded  so. 

Fetr.  I  hope  so. 
He  'scap'd  me  yester-night ;  which,  if  he  dare 
Again  adventure  for,  Ileav'n  pardon  liim ! 
I  shall,  with  all  my  heart. 

John,  For  me,  brave  Signor, 
What  do  you  intend  ? 

Veir,  Only,  fair  sir,  thit  trust,  [ter, 

(Which,  from  the  commendations  of  this  let- 
1  dare  presume  weH'plac'd)  nobly  to  bear  him 
By  word  of  mouth  a  single  challenge  from  me, 
That,  man  to  man,  if  he  have  honour  in  him, 
We  may  decide  all  dilfercnce. 

John.  Fair,  and  noble, 
And  I  will  do  it  home.  When  shall  I  visityou  ? 

Fttr,  Please  yon,  this  afternoon.     I  will 

ride  with  you  ;  [find  him. 

For  at  a  castle,  six  miles  hence,  we're  sure  to 

John.  VW  be  ready. 

Belr.  To  attend  yc»u,  my  man  shall  wait; 
With  all  my  love*.  \Exit. 

John.  My  service  shall  not  fail  you. 

Enter  Frederick. 
Fred.  How  now  ? 


John.  All's  well.  Who  dost  thou  think  this 
wench  is  ? 
Guess,  an  thou  canst. 

Fred.  I  cannot. 

John.  Be  it  known  then, 
To  all  men  by  these  presents,  this  is  she, 
She,  she,  and  only  she,  our  curious  coxcombs 
Were  errant  two  months  after. 

Fred.  Who?  Constaiitia? 
Thou  talk*st  of  cocks  and  bulls.^ 

John.  1  talk  of  wenches,  [pullet 

Of  cocks  and  hens,  Don  Frederick ;  this  is  tht 
We  two  went  proud  after. 

Fred.  It  can't  be. 

John.  It  shall  be; 
Sister  to  Don  Petruchio:  I  know  all,  mair. 

Fred.  Now  I  believe. 

John.  Go  to ;  there  has  been  stirring, 
Fumbling  with  linen,  Frederick. 

Fred.  Tis  impossible; 
You  know  her  fame  was  pure  as  fire. 

John.  That  pure  fire  [crack'd: 

lias  melted   out    her  maidenhead;     she'i 
WeVe  all  that  hope  of  our  side,  boy. 

Fred.  Thou  telVst  me, 
To  my  imagination,  things  incredible ; 
I  see  no  loose  thought  in  her. 

John,  That's  all  one,  [world 

She's  loose  i'  th^  hilts,  by  Heaven  !    But  the 
Must  know  a  fair  way ;  upon  vow  of  marriage ! 

Fred.  There  may  be  such  a  slip. 

John.  And  will  be,  Frederick, 
Whilst  die  old  game's  a-foot.  I  fear  the  boy 
Will  prove  hers  too  I  took  up. 

Fred.  Good  circumstance 
May  cure  all  tliis  yet. 

John.  There  thou  hit'st  it,  Frederick. 
Come,  let's  walk  in  and  comfort  her :  Her 

being  here 
Is  nothing  yet  suspected.    Anon  I'll  tell  thee 
Wherefore  her  brother  came,  (who,  by  this 

light, 
Is  a  brave  noble  fellow)  and  what  honour 
H*  has  done  to  me,  a  stranger.  There  be  irons 
Heating  for  some,  will  hiss  into  their  heart- 
bloods,  / 
Era  all  be  ended.    So  mucli  for  this  time. 

Fred.  Well,  sir.  [Exeunt. 


•  With  all  my  love.']    We  much  doubt  whether  these  words  are  not  part  of  Don  John'k 
speech: 

•  With  all  ray  love,  my  service  shall  not  fail  you.' 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I. 
Enttr  Landlady  and  Peter, 

Land.  /^OME,  you  do  know ! 

^  Feter.  i  do  not,  by  this  hand, 
mistress : 
But  I  suspect— 

R 


2 


Land.  What? 

Peter.  That  if  eggs  continue 
At  this  price,  women  will  ne'er  be  sav'i 
By  their  good  works. 

Jjand.  I  will  know. 

Peter.  You  shall,  any  thing 
Lies  in  my  power.  The  duke  of  Loraiu  now 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1< 


Is  seven  tliousaiid  strong;  I  beard  it  of  a 
A  woman  of  fine  knowledge.  [fisl)-wifc, 

I^nd.  Sirralj,  sirrah  ! 

Fcter.  'I'he  pope's  bulls  are  broke  loose 
too,  and  'tis  suspected 
They  shall  be  baittd  in  England. 

Ijand,  V^ery  well,  sir  I 

I'eier.  No,  'tis  not  so  well  neither. 

Land,  But  I  say  to  you, 
.Who  is  it  keeps  your  master  company? 

Peter,  1  say  to  you,  Don  John. 

JLajid.  I  suy,  what  woman? 

Peter,  I  say  so  too. 

Jjund,  I  say  again,  I  will  know. 

Peter.  1  say,  'tis  fit  you  should. 

Land,  And  I  tell  thee. 
He  has  a  woman  here. 

Peter,  And  I  tell  thee, 
Tis  then  the  belter  for  him. 

Land,  Yon  are  no  bawd  now  ?  fit : 

Peter.  'Would  I  were  able  to  becaU'd  unto 
A  worshipful  vocation  for  my  elders; 
For,  as  I  understand,  it  is  a  place 
Fitting  my  betters  far. 

Lttnd.  Was  ever  gentlewoman 
So  frump'd  off  with  a  fool  I  Well,  saucy  sirrah, 
I  will  know  who  it  is,  and  for  what  purpose; 
I  pay  the  rent,  and  1*11  know  how  my  house 
Comes  by  these  inflammations:  If  this  geer 

hold, 
Best  hang  a  sign-post  up,  to  tell  the  Signors, 
Here  ye  may  have  lewdness  at  livery. 

,  Enter  Frederick, 

Peter,  Twould  be  a  great  ease  to  your  age. 

Fred.  How  now  ? 
Why,  what's  the  matter,  Landlady? 

ImuU,  What's  the  matter? 
Ye  use  me  decently  among  ye,  gentlemen. 

Fred,  VV^ho  has  abusM  her?  you,  sir? 

Land.  'Ods  my  witness, 
I  will  not  be  thus  treated,  that  I  will  not ! 

Peter.  1  gave  her  no  ill  language. 

Land.  Tliou  Heat  lewdly  ; 
Thou  took'st  n'lC  up  at  every  word  I  spoke,  ^ 
As  I  had  been  a  Muukin,  a  flirt  Gillian  *♦; 
And  thou  tliink'st,  because  thou  canst  write 
Our  noses  must  be  under  thee.      [and  read, 

Fred,  Dare  you,  sirrah 

Peter,  Let  but  the  trutli  be  known,  sir,  I 

beseech  ye;  [sir. 

She  raves  of  wenches,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Land,  Go  to ;  thou  know'st  too  well,  thou 
wicked  varlet. 
Thou  instrument  of  evil ! 

Peter.  As  I  live,  sir, 
She  is  ever  tlius  till  dinner. 

Fred.  Get  you  in ; 
ril  answer  you  anon,  sir. 

Peter,  By  this  hand, 
I'll  break  your  posset-pan  I  [Exit, 


Land,  Then,  by  this  hood, 
ril  lock  the  meat  up ! 

Fred,  Now,  your  grief ;  whatis't? 
For  I  can  guess 

Land.  You  may,  witli  shame  enough, 
If  there  were  shame  amongst  you, !  Nothiif^ 
thought  on,  [flea 

But  how  you  may  abuse  my  house  ?  not  satiiH 
With  bringing  home  your  bastards  to  undo  nx?, 
But  you  must  drill  your  whores  here  too  ?  My 

patience 
(Because  1  bear,  and  boar,  and  carry  all, 
And,  as  they  say,  am  wjlhng  to  groan  under) 
Must  be  your  luakt^sport  now  ! 

Fred,  No  more  of  r!ie.s<;  words, 
Nor  no  more  niurmMrin«j;s,ladv !  for  vouknow 
That  I  know  !»oinLthing.     1  did  suspect  your 

anger; 
But  turn  it  presently  and  handsomely, 
And  bear  yourself  discreetly  to  this  woman^ 
(I'or  such  an  one  tliere  is  indeed) 

iMnd.  Tis  well,  son. 

Fied.  Leaving  your  devils*  matins,  and 
your  melancholies. 
Or  we  shall  leave  our  lodgings. 

Lund,  You*vfe  much  need 
To  use  these  vagrant  ways,  and  to  much  profit; 
You  had  that  might  content 
(At  home,  within  yourselves  too)  right  good 
genllenieii,  [gallants- 
Wholesome,  and  you  said  handsome :  But  you 
Beast  that  J  was  to  believe  ye 

Fred.  lx*avc  your  suspicion ; 
For,  as  I  live,  there's  no  such  thing. 

Land.  Mine  honour! 
An  'twere  not  for  mine  honour 

Fred.  Come,  your  honour, 
Your  house,  and  you  too,  if  you  dare  believe 
uic,  [crying. 

Are  well  enouiili.     Sleek  up  yourself,  leave 
For  I  must  have  you  eutt  rtaiii  tins  lady 
With  all  civility,  (^shc  well  deserves  it) 
Together  witli  all  secresy :  I  dare  trust  you. 
For  I  have  found  you  faithful.     When  yoa 
know  her,  [but  do  it. 

You'll  find  your  own  fault :  No  more  words. 

Land.  You  know  you  may  command  me. 

Enter  Don  John, 

John.  Worshipful  lady. 
How  does  thy  velvet  s(!abbard  ?  By  this  hand. 
Thou   look'st  most  amiab'y  !  Now  could   I 
willingly,  [there) 

(An  'twere  not  for  abusing  thy  Geneva  print 
Venture  my  body  witli  thee. 

Land.  You'll  leave  tliis  roguery 
When  you  come  to  my  years. 

John,  By  this  light. 
Thou  art  not  above  fifteen  yet!  a  mere  girl; 
Thou  hast  not  half  thy  teeth  :  Come 

Fred,  Prithee,  John, 


«*  As  I  hud  been  a  Maukiu,  a  flurt-Gillian.]  Flurt-Gillian  seems  to  be  the  origin  of  the 
modern  expression,  a  gdl-Jlirt.  Maukin  and  Giilian  are,  we  believe,  both  corruptions  of 
Christian  names  of  women,  commouly  applied  in  a  bad  or  ridiculous  sense. 
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Let  her  alone ;  she  has  been  tcxM  already ; 
She*il  grpw  stark  mad,  man. 

Jakn,  I  would  see  her  mad ; 
An  old  mad  woman- 

F^d.  Prithee  be  patient. 

Jokn.  Is  like  a  miller's  mare,  troubled  with 
tooth-ach; 
She*U  make  the  rarest  faces  1 

Fred,  Go,  and  do  it, 
And  do  not  mind  tliis  fellow. 

Land,  Well,  Don  John,  [mother, 

There  will  be  times  nuain,  when  '  Oh,  f;ood 

*  Wbat*s  good  for  a  carnositv  in  the  bladder? 

*  Oh,  the  green  water,  motder !  * 

John.  Doting  take  you ! 
I>o  you  remember  that  ? 

Jred.  Sii'  has  paid  you  now,  sir. 

Jjand.  *  Clary,  sweet  mother !  clary  I' 

Fred.  Are  you  satistied? 

Land,  *  I'll  never  whore  again ;  never  give 

petticoats  [mother ! 

'  And  waistcoats  at  five  pound  a-piece !  Good 

*  Quickly,  mother !'  Now  muck  on,  son. 

John.  A  devil  grind  your  old  chnps ! 

[Exit  Land. 

Fred.  By  this  hand,  wench, 
1^1  give  dice  a  new  hood  for  this. 
lias  she  met  with  your  lordship  ? 

John,  Touchwood  take  her ! 

Enter  Anthony. 

She's  a  rare  ghostly  mother. 

Anth.  Below  attends  you 
.The  gentleman's  man,  sir,  that  was  witli  you. 

John.  Well,  sir.  [Exit  Anth. 

My  time  is  come  then ;  yet,  if  my  project  hold, 
You  shall  not  ^tay  behmd  :  Til  rather  trust 

Enter  Constuntia. 

A  cat  with  sweet  milk,  Frederick.     By  her 
1  feel  her  fears  are  working.  fface, 

Con.  Is  there  no  way, 
(I  do  beseech  you  think  yet)  to  divert 
This  certain  danger  ? 

Fred.  Tis  impossible ; 
Tl»cir  honours  are  engagM. 

Con.  Then  there  must  be  murder, 
Which,  gentlemen,  I  shall  no  sooner  hear  of, 
Than  wake  one  in't.  You  may,  if  >uu  please. 
Make  all  go  less  yet.  [sir, 

John.  Lady,  were't  mine  own  cause, 
I  couKi  dispense;  but,  loaden  with  my  friend's 

trust, 
I  must  go  on ;  tho'  general  massacres 
As  much  I  fear— 

Coji.  Do  you  hear,  sir?  For  IlcavVspily, 
Let  me  request  one  love  of  you ! 

Fred.  Yes;  any  thing. 

Con.  This  gentleman  I  fmd  too  resolute, 


y 


Too  hot  and  fiery  for  the  cause:  As  ever 
You  did  a  virtuous  deed,  for  honour's  sake. 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him :  Your  fair  temper/ 
And  noble  disposition,  like  wish'd  show'rs. 
May  quench  those  eating  fires,  that  would 

spoil  all  else. 
r  see  m  him  destruction. 

Fred.  I  will  do  it ; 
And  'tis  a  wise  consideration. 
To  me  a  bounteous  favour.   Hark  ye,  John  ; 
I  will  gf*  with  you. 

John.  No. 

jFret/.  Indeed  I  will; 
You  go  upon  a  hazard :  No  denial ; 
For,  as  1  live,  I'll  go. 

John,  Then  make  you  ready. 
For  I  am  straight  o'  horse-back. 

Fred.  My  sword  on, 
I  am  as  ready  as  you.  What  my  best  labour. 
With  all  the  art  I  have,  can  work  upon  'em. 
Be  sure  of,  and  expect  fair  end.  The  old 
gentlewoman  [private. 
Shall  wait  upon  you ;  she's  lioth  grave  and 
And  you  may  trust  her  in  all  points 

Con.  You're  noble. 

Fred,  And  so  I  kiss  your  hand  •*. 

John.  That  seal  for  me  too ; 
And  I  hope  happy  issue,  lady.         [prayers! 

Con.  All  Heaven's  care  upon  ye,  aud  mj 

John.  So,  now  my  mind's  at  rest. 

Fred.  Away ;  'tis  late,  Johu.       lExeunt. 

SCENE  IL 
Enter  AntoniOy  Surgeon,  end  tico  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Come,   sir,   be  hearty;    all    the 
worst  is  past. 

Ant,  Give  me  some  wine. 

Sur.  'Tis  death,  sir. 

Ant.  Tis  a  horse,  sir! 
'Sblood,  to  he  dress'd  lo  the  tunc  of  ale  only ! 
Nothing  but  sauces  to  my  sores ! 

2  Gent,  Fy,  Antonio; 
You  must  be  govern'd. 

Ant.  \V  has  giv'n  njc  a  danin'd  clyster. 
Only  of  sand  and  snow-water,  gentlemen, 
Has  almost  scower'd  my  guts  out. 

Sur.  I  have  giv'n  you  that,  sir, 
Is  fittest  for  your  state. 

Ant.  And  here  he  feeds  me       [chickens. 
With  rotten  ends  of  rooks,  and   drownea 
Stew'd  pericraniums,  and  pia-maters ; 
And  when  I  go  to  bed  (by  Heav'n,  'tis  true, 

gentlemen) 
He  rolls  me  up  in  lints,  witli  labels  at  'em. 
That  I  am  just  the  man  i*  th'  alnmnack. 
My  head  and  face  is  Aries'  place  *  I 

Sur.  WJU't  please  you 
To  let  your  friends  see  you  open'd  ? 


'*  Con.  You  are  noble; 
And  so  1  kiss  your  hand.]  The  latter  part  of  this  certainly  belongs  to  Frederick.     Tis 
the  usual  compliment  from  a  gentleman  to  a  lady,  but  not  from  a  lady  to  a  gentleman ;  aud 
John  confirms  it  b^  desiring  the  same  favour.        Seward. 

*  In  head  andjace.]  Former  editions.        Seward* 
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Ani.  Wiirt  please  you,  sir, 
To  let  me  have  a  wench  ?  I  feel  my  body 
Open  enough  for  that  yet« 

Sur,  How  !  a  wench  ?  [us'd  still ; 

Ant,  Why*  look  ye,  ecntlemen !  thus  I  am 
I  canget  nothing  that  I  want. 

1  Gent.  Leave  these  things^ 
And  let  him  open  you. 

Ant.    Do  you  hear,  Surgeon  ? 
Send  foi  *^he  musick ;  let  me  have  some  plea- 
sure [lads. 
To  entertain  my  friends,  (besides  your  sal- 
Your  green  salves,  and  your  searches  ><,)  and 

some  wine  too. 
That  I  may  only  smell  to  it ;  or,  by  this  light, 
I'll  die  upon  thy  hand,  and  spoil  tny  custom  ! 

1  Gent.  Let  him  have  musick. 

Enter  Rowland  with  wine. 

Sur.  Hi^is  in  the  house,  and  ready. 
If  he  will  ask  no  more  '7.     But  wine 

9  Gent.  He  shall  not  drink  it. 

Sur,  Will  these  things  please  you  ? 

Ant,  Yes ;  and  let  'em  sing 
John  Dorrie* 

2  Gent.  Tis  too  long. 
Ant.  1*11  have  John  Dorrie ! 

For  to  that  warlike  tune  I  will  be  opened. 
Give  me  some  drink.    Have  you  stopt  the 

leaks  well.  Surgeon? 
All  will  run  out  else. 

Sur,  Fear  not. 

Ant.  Sit  down,  gentlemen  : 
And  now,  advance  your  plaistcrs. 

\SongcfJohn  Dorrie. 
Give  'em  ten  shillings,  triends.    How  do  you 

'  find  me  ? 
What  symptoms  do  you  see  now? 

Sur.  None,  sir,  dangerous, 
But,  if  you  will  be  rul'd 

Ant.  What  time? 

Sur.  I  can  cure  you 
In  forty  days,  so  you  will  not  transgress  me. 

Ant.  I  have  a  dog  shall  lick  me  M'hole  in 
twenty. 
In  bgw  long  canst  thou  kill  me  ? 

Sur.  Presently. 

Ant.  Do  it;  there's  more  delight  in't. 

1  Gent.  You  must  have  patience. 

Ant.  Man,  I  must  have  business!   this 

'    foolish  fellow 
Hinders  himself;  I  have  a  dozen  rascals 
To  hurt  within  these  ^ve  days.    Good  man- 
mender,  [beef, 
Stop  me  up  with  some  parsley,  like  stuflTd 
And  let  me  walk  abroad 

Sur.  You  shall  walk  shortly. 

Ant.  For  I  must  find  Petruchio. 


2  Gent.  Tune  enough. 

1  Gait.  Come,  lead  him  in,  and  let  (Jm 
sleep.     Within  these  three  days 

We'll  beg  you  leave  to  play. 

2  Gent.  And  then  how  things  fall, 
We'll  certainly  inform  you. 

Ant.  But,  Surgeon,  promise  me 
I  shall  drink  wine  then  too. 

Sur.  A  little  temper'd. 

Ant.  Nay,  I'll  no  tempering,  Surgeon. 

Sur.  Well,  as't  please  you. 
So  you  exceed  not. 

Ant.  Farewell!  And  if  ye  find 
The  mad  slave  that  thus  slash'd  me,  commend 

me  to  him. 
And  bid  him  keep  his  skin  close. 

1  Gent.  Take  your  rest,  sir.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Cowtantia  and  Landlady. 

.Con.  I've  told  you  all  I  can,  and  more  than 

yet 
Those  gentlemen  know  of  me ;  ever  trusting 
Your  counsel  and  concealment :  For  to  mc 
You  seem  a  worthy  woman  ;  one  of  those 
Are  seldom  found  in  our  sex,  wise  and  virtu- 
Direct  me,  I  beseech  you.  [ous. 

Land.  You  say  well,  lad^; 
And  hold  you  to  that  pomt;  for,  in  these 

busiuesses, 
A  woman's  counsel,that  conceives  the  matter, 
(Do  you  mark  me  ?  that  conceives  the  matter, 

lady)  [something. 

Is  worth  ten  men's  engagements :  She  knows 
And  out  of  that  can  work  like  wax  ;  when 

men 
Are  giddy-headed,  cither  out  of  wine. 
Or  a  more  drunkenness,  vain  ostentation, 
Discovering  ail ;  there  is  np  more  keep  in  'cm 
Than  hold  upon  an  eel's  tail ;  nay,  'tis  held 
To  defame  now  all  they  can.  [fashion 

Con.  Ay,  but  these  gentlemen 

Land.  Do  not  you  trust  to  that;  these 

gentlemen 
Are  as  all  gentlemen  of  the  same  barrel ; 
Ay,  and  Uie  self-same  pickle  two.     Bc't 

granted,  [viour, 

They  ve  us'd  you  with  rf  spcct  and  fair  beha- 
E'er  since  you  came ;  do  you  know  what  roust 

follow?  [tie,  . 

They're  Spaniards,  lady,  jennets  of  hi^hmct-* 
Things  tliat  will  thresh  the  devil  or  his  dam, 
Let  'em  appear  but  cloven. 
Con.  ^^ow  Heav'n  bless  me ! 
Land.  Mad  colts,  will  court  the  wind ;  I 

know  *cm,  lady. 
To  the  least  hair  they  have;  and  I  tell  you. 


>•  Your  green  salveSy  and  your  searches.]  Neither  Mr.  Sympson  or  I  reject  tearches  as  non- 
sense, but  both  think  that  searchths  is  probably  the  true  word.        Seward. 

This  couiecture  is  ingenious  and  plausible ;  and,  was  there  not  such  strong  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  the  word  searches  is  here  particularly  applied  to  their  intention  to  open  hitn^  ^  • 
should  not  hesitate  to  adopt  searcloths,  as  a  better  reading.  *  . 

*^Ifhe  will  ask  no  more  but  wine — }  Formtr  editiom*       Seward, 
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Old  as  I  am,  let  but  the  pint  pot  bless  'em, 
They'll  oflfer  to  my  years 

dim.  Howl 

Land,  Such  rude  gambols 

Con.  To  you  ? 

Land.  Ay,  and  so  handle  me,  that  oft  I'm 
forced  [the  younger, 

To  fi^ht  of  all  four  for  my  safety.     There's 
Don  John,  the  arrant'st  Jack  in  all  ihiscity: 
The  other  time  has  blasted,  yet  he'll  stoop. 
If  not  o'erflown,  and  freely  on  the  quarry; 
H*  has  been  a  dragon  in  his  days.     But  1  ar- 

mont  *", 
Don  Jenkin,  is  the  devil  himself,  the  Dog-days, 
The  most  incomprehensible  whoremaster, 
Twenty  a-night  is  nothing;  beggars,  broom- 
women. 
And  those  so  miserable  they  look  like  famine, 
Are  all  sweet  ladies  in  his  drink. 

Con.  He's  a  handsome  gentleman  ; 
Pity  he  should  be  master  of  such  follies. 

tjind.  He's  ne'er  without  a  noise  of  syringes 
In*s  pocket,  (those  proclaim  him)  birding- 

pills  »s. 
Waters  to  cool  his  conscience,  in  small  vials, 
With  thousand  such  sufficient  emblems :  The 

truth  is, 
Whose  chastity  he  chops  upon  he  cares  not; 
He  flies  at  alL  Bastards,  upon  my  consci- 
ence, [night 
irhas  now  in  making  multitudes;,  the  last 
He  brought  home  one ;  I  pity  her  that  bore  it ! 
(But  we  are  all  weak  vessels) some  rich  woman 
(For  wise  I  dare  not  call  her)  was  the  mother. 
For  it  was  hung  with  jewels ;  the  beariug-cloth 
No  less  than  crimson  velvet. 

Con.  How! 

Lund.  ^V'ls  true,  lady. 

Con.  Was  it  a  boy  too  ? 

Land.  A  brave  boy ;  deliberation 
And  judCTnent  shew'd  in's  getJng;  as,  I'll 

say  iur  him. 
He's  as  well  pac'd  for  that  sport 

Con.  May  I  see  it?  [man, 

For  there's  a  neiirhbourof  mine,  a  ^entlewo- 
Has  had  a  late  mischance,  which  willingly 
I  would^now  further  of;  now,  if  yuu  please 
To  be  so  courteous  to  me 

Lund.  You  shall  see  it. 
Rut  what  do  you  think  of  these  men  now  you 

know  Vm, 
And  of  tlic  cause  1  told  you  of?  Be  wise, 
You  may  repent  too  late  else:  I  but  tell  you 
F«r  your  own  good,  and  as  you'll  find  it,  lady. 

Cou.  I  am  advis'd. 


Land.  No  more  words  then ;  do  that. 
And  instantly,  I  told  you  of;  be  ready. — 
Don  John,  I'll  fit  you  for  your  frumps ! 

Con,  I  shall  be : 
But  shall  I  see  this  child  ? 

Land.  Within  this  half-hour.  [wise**. 
Let's  in,  and  there  think  better ;  she  that's 
Leaps  at  occasion  first ;  die  rest  pay  for  it. 

\ExeutU. 

SCEXE  TV. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Don  John,  and  Frederick, 

John.  Sir,  he  is  worth  your  knowledge,  and 
a  gentleman 
(If  I  that  so  much  love  him  may  commend 
him;  [play 

Of  free  and  virtuous  parts;  and  one,  if  foul 
Should  fall  upon  us  (for  which  fear  1  brought 
Will  not  fly  back  for  fillips.  [him) 

Petr.  Ye  much  honour  me. 
And  once  more  I  pronounce  ye  both  mine. 

Fred.  Stay; 
What  troop  is  that  below  i'  th'  valley  there? 

John.  Hawking,  I  Uike  it. 

Petr,  They  are  so :  Tis  the  duke ;  'ds  ev'n 
he,  gentlemen. 
Sirrah,  draw  back  the  horses  'till  we  call  you. 
I  know  him  hy  his  company. 

Fred,  1  think  too 
He  bends  up  this  way. 

Petr,  So  he  does. 

John,  Stand  you  still 
Within  diat  covert  'till  I  call.  You,  Frederick, 
By  no  means  be  not  seen,  unless  they  offer 
To  bring  on  odds  upon  us.     He  comes  for« 

ward ; 
Here  wi.'l  I  wait  him  fairly.  To  your  cabins ! 

Petr.  I  need  no  more  instruct  you  ? 

John.  Fear  me  not; 
I'll  give  it  him,  and  boldly. 

[Exeunt  Petr.  and  Fred, 

Enter  Duke  and  hit/action. 

Duke.  Feed  the  hawks  up ;  [tune  ! 

We'll  fly  iiu  more  to-day. — Oh,  my  blest  for* 
Have  I  so  fairly  met  the  man 

John.  You  have,  sir; 
And  him  you  know  by  this. 

Duke.  Sir,  all  the  honour 
And  love 

John.  I  do  beseech  your  Grace  stay  there ; 
(For  I  know  you  too  now)  that  love  and  ho- 
nour 
I  come  not  to  receive;  nor  can  you  give  it. 


'•  But  Tarmont.]  i.  e.  Termagant.        Sezcard. 

*9  Birding-/>i//,j.]  Mr.  Seward,  not  finding  birding-pills  in  '  any  dictionary  or  glossary,' 
treats  the  reading  as  corrupt,  and  suhsiitutes  pure^ing-pU Is.    We  have  no  doubt  that  bird- 
ing'^Us  is  genuine  :  Wenches  are  to  this  day  spoken  of  as  game  ;  and  to  go  orbirding  is  used 
in  other  parts  of  our  old  writers  for  wenching,  alluding  to  fowling. 
-she  thut*s  zcise. 
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Till  you  appear  fair  to  the  world.    I  must 

bescecli  you, 
Dismiss  your  train  a  little. 

Duke.  Walk  aside,  [sir  ! 

And  out  of  hearing,  I  command  ye.— Aow, 
John.  Last  time  we  met,  I  was  a  friend. 
Duke.  And  nobly 
You  did  a  fricnd*s  office  :  Let  your  business 

Be  what  it  may,  you  must  be  still 

"^  John.  Your  pardon  ; 

Never  a  friend  to  him,  cannot  be  friend 
To  his  own  honour. 

Duke.  In  what  have  T  transgressed  it.^ 
You  make  a  Imld  breach  at  the  first,  sir. 

John.  Bolder 

You  made  that  breach  that  let  in  infamy. 
And  ruin,  to  surprize  a  noble  stock. 
Duke.  Be  plain,  sir. 

John.  I  will,  and  short :  You've  wrong'd 
a  i^enileman 
Little  behind  yourself,  beyond  all  justice, 
Beyond  the  mediaticm  of  all  friends. 
Ihike.  The  man,  ami  manner  of  wrong? 
John.  Petruchio ; 
Tlie  vvronji,  v(m've  whor*d  his  sister. 

Duke,  what's  his  will  in*t?  [tleman, 

*    John.  His  will  is  to  oppose  you  like  agen- 
And,  single,  to  decide  all. 

Duke.  Now  stay  you,  sir, 
And  hear  me  with  the  like  belief:  This  gen- 
tleman, [lov*d ; 
His  sister  that  you  namM,  'tis  true  I  have  lonj: 
(Nor  was  that  love  lascivious,  as  he  makes  it) 
As  true,  I  have  en  joy'd  her ;  no  less  truth, 
I  h<ive  a  child  by  her :  But  that  she,  or  he, 
Or  any  of  that  family  are  tainted. 
Suffer  disgrace,  or  ruin,  by  my  pleasures, 
I  wear  a  sword  to  satihfy  the  world  no. 
And  him  in  this  cause  when  he  please ;  for 

know,  sir, 
She  is  n>y  wife,  contracted  before  Heav'n ; 
(Witness  T  owe  more  tie  to,  than  her  brother) 
Nor  will  f  fly  from  that  name,  which  long- 
Had  had  the  church's  approbation,      [.since 
But  for  his  jealous  anger**. 
John.  Sir,  your  pardon  ; 
And  all  that  was  my  ancer,  now  my  service. 
Duke.  Fair  sir,  1  knew  I  should  convert 
you.     Had  we 

But  that  rough  man  here  now  too 

-  John.  And  you  shall,  sir. 
Wlioa,  hon,  hoo ! 
Duke,  I  hope  you've  laid  no  ambush  ? 

Enter  Petruchio, 

John.  Only  friends. 

Duke.  My  noble  brother  ?  Welcome  ! 
Come,  put  your  anger  off;  we'll  have  no 

fighting, 
Unless  you  will  maintain  I  am  unworthy 
To  bear  tharname.  I 


Petr,  Do  you  speak  this  heartily  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  soul,  and  truly  :  The  first 
Shall  put  you  out  of  these  doubts.       [priest 

Petr.  Now  I  love  ye ; 
And  I  beseech  you  pardon  my  suspicions. 
You  are  no%v  more  than  a  brother,  a  brave 
friend  too. 

John.  The  good  man's  over-joy 'd.  • 

JUnter  Frederick. 
Fred,  How  now  ?  how  goes  it  ? 
John.  Why,  the  man  has  his  mare  again, 
«i!d  all's  well,  Trederick  ; 
The  duke  professes  freely  he's  her  husband. 
Fred,  Tis  a  cood  hearing, 
John.  Yes,  for  modest  gentlemen. 
I  must  present  you.  May  it  please  your  Grace, 
To  number  this  brave  gentleman,  my  friend. 
And  noble  kinsman,  amongst  tliose  your  ser^ 
vaiits.  [your  bounties  on  me  ! 

Duke.  Oh,  my  brave  friend !  you  show'r 
Amongst  my  best  thoughts,  Signor ;  in  which 

number 
You  being  worthily  dispos'd  already, 
May  place  your  friend  to  honour  me. 

Fred.  !My  love,  sir. 

And  where  your  Grace  dares  trust  me,  all 

my  service.  [now,  brother, 

Petr.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  happy.     But 

Now  comes  the  bitter  to  our  sweet :  Con- 

Ktantia 

Duke.  Why,  what  of  her? 
Petr.  Nor  what,  nor  where,  do  I  know. — 
Wing'd  with  her  fears,  last  night,  beyond 
my  knowledge. 

She  quit  my  house ;  but  whither 

Fred.  Let  not  that [much. 

Duke.  No  more,  gt)od  sir;  I've  heard  too 
Petr.  Nay,  sink  not ; 
She  cannot  be  so  lost. 

John.  Nor  shall  not,  gentlemen :         [sir, 
Be  free  again ;  the  lady's  I'ound ! — ^That  smile, 
Shews  you  distrust  your  servant. 
Duke.  I  do  beseech  you 
John.  You  shall  believe  me :  By  my  soul, 

she's  safe — 
Duke.  Heav'n  knows,  1  would  believe,  sir. 
Fred.  You  may  safely. 
John.  And  uiuier  noble  usage :  This  fair 
gentleman  [his  guard 

Met  her  in  all  her  doubts  last  night,  and  to 
(Her  fears  being  strong  upon  her)  she  gave 
her  person,  [all  respect. 

Who  waited  on  her  to  our  lodgins;  where 
Civil  and  honest  service,  notv  attend  her. 
Petr,  You  may  believe  now. 
Duke.  Yes,  I  do,  and  strongly. 
Well,  my  good  friends,  or  raUier  my  good 
angels,  [virtues 

(For  ye  have  both  preserv'd  me)  when  these 
Die  in  your  friend's  remembranc 


•»  But  for  his  jealotts  danger,']  i.e.  For  the  danger  arising  from  his  jealousy:  But  from 
what  the  Duke  says  to  Petruchio  below,  anger  seems,  botli  to  Mr.  Sympson  and  me,  to  be 
luost  probably  the  true  word.        Seward, 
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John.  Good  your  Grace, 
Lose  no  more  time  ia  complimcDt ;  'tis  too 

precious: 
I  know  it  by  myself,  there  can  be  no  hell 
To  his  that  hangs  upon  his  hopes;  especially 
In  way  of  lastly  pleasures 

Petr,  He  has  hit  it. 

Frtd.  To  horse  again  then ;  for  this  night 
1*11  crown 
With  all  tJic  joys  ye  wish  for. 

Petr,  Happy  gentlemen  !  [Kxcunt, 

Enter  Francisco. 

Fran.  This  is  the  maddest  mischief!  Never 

fool 
Was  so  fobb*d  oflf,  as  I  am;  made  ridiculous, 
i\nd  to  myself  mine  own  ass !  Trust  a  woman  ? 
1*11  trust  the  devil  first ;  for  he  dare  be 
Better  thairs  word  sometime.    What  faith 

have  I  broke  ? 
In  what  observance  faii*d  ?  Let  me  consider. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick. 
For  this  is  monstrous  usage. 

Fred.  Let  them  talk ; 
We'll  ride  on  fair  and  softly. 
Fran.  Well,  Constantia-— * 
Fred.  Conscantia! — What's  this   fellow? 

Stay,  by  aji  means. 
Fran.  YouVe  spun  yourself  a  fair  thread 

now. 
Fred.  Stand  still,  John. 
Fran.  What  cause  had  you  to  fly?  What 
fear  po^scss'd  you  ? 
Were  you  not  safely  ludg*d  from  all  suspicion? 
Ui'd  with  all  gentle  means?  Did  any  know 
How  you  came  thitlier,  or  what  your  sin  was? 

Fred.  Jo!m, 
I  smell  some  juggling,  John  ! 

John.  Yes,  Frederick ; 
I  fear  it  will  be  found  so. 

Fran.  So  strangely. 
Without  tlie  counsel  of  your  friends,  so  de- 
sperately. 
To  put  all  dangers  on  you  ! 
Fred.  'Tisshe. 
Fran,  So  deceitfully. 
After  a  stranger's  lure  I 

John.  Did  you  mark  that,  Frederick  ? 
Fran.  To  make  ye  appear  more  monster, 
and  the  law 
More  cruel  to  reward  ye,  to  leave  all. 
All  that  should  be  your  safeguard,  to  seek 

evils! 
Was  this  your  wisdom  ?  this  your  promise  ? 

He  that  iucited  you 

Fred.  Mark  that  too  ! 
John.  Yes,  sir ! 


Fran.  Had  better  have  ploughed  further 
off.     Now,  lady. 
What  will  your  last  friend,  he  that  should 

preser\'e  you, 
And  hold  your  credit  up,  the  brave  AntODio, 
Think  of  this  slip?  He'n  to  Petruchio, 
And  cull  for  open  justice. 
John.  H'is  she,  Frederick. 
Fred.  But  what  that  he  is,  John  ? 
Fran.  1  do  not  doubt  yet 
To  bolt  you  out;  for  I  know  certainly 
You  are  about  the  town  still.    Ha !  no  more 
words.  {Exit. 

Fred.  Well! 
John.  Very  well ! 
Fred.  Discreetly! 
Jnhi:.  Finely  carried ! 
Fred.  You  have  no  more  of  these  tricks? 
John.  Ten  to  one,  sir, 
I  shall  meet  with  'em,  if  you  have. 
Frtd.  Is  this  honest? 

John.  Was  it  in  you  a  friend's  part  to  deal 
double  ? 
I  am  no  ass,  Don  Frederick  ! 

Fred.  And,  Don  John, 
It  shall  appear  1  am  no  fool !  Disgrace  me. 
To  make  yourself  a  letcher  ?  1  is  boyish,  'tis 
base. 
John.  'Tis  false,  and  most  unmanly  toup- 
braid  me; 
Nor  will  I  be  your  bolster,  sir. 

Fred.  Thou  wanton  boy,  th'hadst  better 
have  been  eunuch. 
Thou  common-woman's  courtesy,  than  thus 
Lascivious,  basely  to  have  beat  mine  honour ! 
A  friend  ?  I'll  make  a  horse  my  friend  lirst. 

John.  Holla,  holla! 
Ye  kick  too  fast,  sir!  What  strange  brains 

have  you  got. 
That  dare  crow  out  thus  bravely !  I  better 

been  an  eunuch  ? 
I  privy  to  this  dog-trick?  Clear  youratlf ! 
(For  1  know  where  the  wind  bics)  and  most 
nobly,  ' 

Or,  as  I  have  a  life 

Ficd.  No  more:  Their  horses. 

[A  noise  rrithin  like  horses. 
Nor  shew  no  disconlciit.  Tomorrow  comes; 
Ix't*s  quietly  away:  If  she  be  at  home. 
Our  jealousies  are  put  off. 
John.  The  fellow ! 

Enter  Duke  and  Petruchio. 

We've  lost  him  in  our  spleens,  like  fools. 

Duke.  Come,  gentlen>en. 
Now  set  on  roundly.    Suppose  ye  have  all 

mistresses, 
And  mend  your  pace  according. 

Petr.  Then  liave  at  ye.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Duke,  Petruchio,  Frederick^  and  John. 

Petr.  "VrO  W  to  Bologna,  my  most-honoured 

.   -^^      brother, 
I  dare  pronouncey'a  hearty  and  safe  welcome ! 
Our  loves  sliall  now  way-lay  ye.     Welcome, 
gentleo^en !  [Frederick, 

John.  The  same  to  you,  brave  sir.-^Don 
Will  you  step  in,  and  give  the  lady  notice 
Who  comes  to  honour  her  ? 

Petr.  Bid  her  be  sudden ; 
(We  come  po  see  no  curious  wench)  a  night- 
gown [her  nearer. 
Will  serve  the  turn ;  Here*s  one  that  knows 

Fred.  I'll  tell  her  what  you  say,  air.  lExit. 

Duke.  My  dear  brother. 
You  are  a  merrjf-  gentleman. 

Petr.  Now  will  the  sport  be. 
To  observe  her  alterations ;  how  like  wildfire 
She'll  leap  intoyour  bosom;  then  seeing  me. 
Her  conscience,  and  her  fears  creeping  upon 
Pead  as  a  fowl  at  &ouse,  she'll  sink.       [ner, 

Duke.  Fair  brother, 
I  must  entreat  you >- 

Petr.  I  conceive  your  mind,  sir; 
I  will  not  chide  her :  Yet,  ten  ducats,  Duke, 
$be  falls  upon  her  knees ;  ten  more,  she  dare 
not — 

Duke.  I  must  not  have  her  frighted. 

^etr.  Well,  you  shall  not : 

Enter  Frederick  and  Peter. 

But,  like  a  summer's  evening  against  heat, 
Mark  how  I'll  gild  her  checks. 

John.  How  now  ? 

Fred.  You  may,  sir**. 

Not  to  abuse  your  patience,  noble  friends, 
Nor  hold  yc  off  with  tedious  circumstance-^— 
For  ye  must  know 

Petr.  What? 

Duke.  Where  is  she? 

Fred.  Gone,  sir. 

Duke,  liow ! 

Petr.  What  did  you  say,  sir  ? 

Fred.  Goue,  by  licav'n !  removed ! 
The  woman  of  the  house  too 

John.  Well,  Don  Frederick  ! 

Fred.  Don  John,  it  is  not  well !  but— 

Petr.  Gone? 

Fred.  This  fellow 
Cai&  testify  i  lie  not. 


Peter.  Some  four  hours  after 
My  master  was  departed  with  this  gentleman, 
My  fellow  and  myself  being  sent  of  business, 
(As  we  must  think,  of  purpose)—— 

Petr.  Hang  these  circumstances; 
They  appear  like  owls,  to  ill  ends. 

John.  Now  Qould  I  eat 
The  devil  in  his  own  broth,  I*ra  so  tortur'd ! 
Gone? 

Petr.  Gone? 

Fred.  Directly  gone,  fled,  shifted  ; 
What  would  vou  have  me  say  ? 

Duke,  Well,  gentlemen. 
Wrong  not  my  good  opinion. 

Fred.  For  your  dukedom, 
I  will  not  be  a  knave,  sir. 

John.  He  that  is, 
A  rut  run  in  his  blood  ! 

Petr.  But  hark  ve,  gentlemen ;         fthi?  f 
Are  ye  sure  ye  had  her  here?  did  ye  not  dream 

John.  Have  you  your  nose,  sir? 

Petr,  Yes,  sir. 

John,  Then  we  had  her.  [having  her 

Petr.  Since  you"re  so  short,  believe  yout 
Shall  suffer  more  construction. 

John.  Let  ft  suffer : 
But  if  I  be  not  clear  of  all  dishonour. 
Or  practice  that  may  taint  my  reputation^ 
And  ignorant  of  where  this  woman  is. 
Make  me  your  city's  monster  I 

Duke.  I  believe  you.  [reveng'd 

John.  I  could  lie  with  a  witch  now,  to  be 
Upon  that  rascal  did  this  f 

Fred.  Only  thus  much 
I  would  desire  your  Grace;   (for  my  mind 

gives  me, 
Before  night  yet  she's  yours)  stop  nil  opinion, 
And  let  no  anger  out,  'till  full  cause  cull  it; 
Then  every  man*s  own  works  to  justify  him  ! 
And  this  day  let  us  give  to  search.    My  man 

here 
Tells  me,  by  chance  he  saw  out  of  a  window 
(Which  place  he  has  taken  note  of)  such  a 
face  [too. 

As  our  old  landlady's,  he  believes  the  same 
And  by  h-rhood  assures  it :  Let's  first  tijither; 
For  she  being  found,  all's  ended. 

Duke.  Come,  for  Heav'n's  sake ! 
And,  Fortune,  an  tliou  be'st  not  ever  turning. 
If  there  be  one  firm  step  in  all  thy  reelings. 
Now  settle  it,  and  save  my  hopes.    Away, 
friends.  [Exeunt, 


^  Fred.  Y014  may,  tiri 

JS'ot  to  abuse  your pati^ee^  Sec.]  T  hare  ventured  to  give  the  three  firsi  words  of  Frederick's 
speech  to  the  Duke :  they  are  a  proper  answer  to  Petruchio,  but  are  not  intelligible  in  Frede- 
rick's uiouth,  without  considering  them  as  a  broken  sentence  relating  to  the  mutual  suspicion 
between  John  and  him,  and  then  perhaps  too  much  would  be  left  wanting.        Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  has,  we  think,  interpreted  (he  words  right  in  the  place  Oiey  stood. at  first, 
thpuf  h  ho  has  changed  that  place.  .       *  ^ 
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SCENE  ir. 


Enter  Antonio  and  Ms  Servant, 

Ant,  With  nil  my  jewels? 

Serv,  All,  sir.     , 

Ant.  And  that  money 
I  left  i*  tir  trunk  ? 

Serv,  The  trunk  broke,  and  tRat  gone  too. 

Ant,  Francisco  of  the  plot  ? 

Serv,  Gone  with  the  wench  too. 

Ant,  The  mighty  pox  go  with  cm !  Belike 
they  thought 
I  was  no  inan  of  this  world,  and  those  trifles 
Would  but  disturb  my  conscience. 

Serv,  Sure  they  thought,  sir, 
You  would  not  live  to  persecute  'eni. 

Ant,  Whore  and  fidler? 

Why,  what  a  consort  have  they  made !  Hen 

and  bacon  ?  [Mar-tail  I 

Well,  my  sweet  mistress !  well,  good  madam 

You  tliat  have  hung  about  my  neck^   and 

lick'd  me^ 
Ini  try  how  handsomely  your  ladyship 
Can  hang  upon  a  gallows ;  there's  your  mas- 
ter-piece. 
But,  hark  y^,  sirrah ;  do  imagination 
Of  where  they  should  be  ? 

Serv.  None,  sir;  yet  we've  searched 
All  places  we  suspected.     I  believe,  sir, 
TfieyVe  taken  towVds  the  portS4 

Ant,  Get  me  a  conjurer.  Pern ! 

One  that  can  raise  a  water-devil  j   I'll  port 
Play  at  duck  and  drake  with  my  money? 

Take  heed,  (idler ! 
ril  dance  yc,  by  this  hand;  your  fuidle-stick 
lU  grease  of  a  new  fashion,  for  presuming 
To  meddle  with  my  dc*-g{iinbos '3 1  Get  me  a 

conjurer; 
Enquire  me  out  a  man  that  lets  out  devils. 
None  but  my  C  cliffe'**  serve  your  turn? 

Serv.  I  know  not 

Ant.    In  every  street,  Tom  Fool!    Any 

blear-ey'd  people,  [it  ; 

With  red  heads,  and  flat  noses,  can  perform 

Thou  shall  know  'cm  by  tlieir  iiulf-govvub  and 

no  breeches. 
Mount  my  mare,   fidlcr?   Ha,  boy!  up  at 

first  dash  ? 
Sit  sure;  I'll  clap  a  neule,  and  a  smart  one, 
Shall  make  your  tllly  firk,  I  will,  ihw  tidier; 
1*11  put  you  to  your  plunge,  boy !  Sirrah,  meet 
me  [time. 

Some  two  hours  hence  at  home;  in  the  mean 
Fiudout  a  conjurer,  and  know  his  price, 
How  he  will  let  his  devils  by  the  day  out. 
I'll  have  *em,  au  they  be  above  ground  1 

[Exit. 

Serv.  Now  bless  me. 
What  a  mad  man  is  this !  I  must  do  something 


To  please  his  humoUr :  Such  a  ixian  1*11  ask 
for,  [bini, 

And  tell  him  where  he  is ;  but  to  come  near 
Or  have  any  thing  to  do  with  his  don  details, 
I  thank  my  fear,  I  dare  not,  nor  I  will  not. 

[Exit. 
SCENE  III. 

Enter  Duke,  Fetruchio,  Frederick,  John^ 
Peter;  and  Servant  mth  bottles, 

Fred,  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  us? 

Feter,  *Tis  hard  by,  sir. 
And  ten  to  one  this  wine  goes  thithef^ 
-    Duke,  Forward. 

Petr.  Are  they  grown  so  taerry  ? 

Duke,  Tls  most  likely,  fmine^ 

Sh'  has  heard  df  this  good  fortune,  anddeter-: 
To  wash  her  sorrows  off. 

Peter,  Tis  so ;  that  house^  sir. 
Is  it :  Out  of  that  window  certainly 
I  saw  my  old  mistress'  face. 

Petr.  They're  merry,  indeed.       [Muiick^ 
Hark ;  I  hear  musick  tooi 

DuJ^,  Excellent  musick. 

John,  'Would  I  were  even  Amongst  'ein^ 
and  alone  now ! 
A  pallet  for  the  purpose  in  a  comer. 
And  good  rich  wine  within  me;  what  gay 
Could  I  make  in  au  hour  now !  [sport 

Fred,  Hflrk ;  a  voice  too  ! 
Let*s  not  stir  yet  by  any  means'^. 

SONG. 

Welcome,  sweet  Liberty,  and  Care  fare-^ 
I  am  mine  on  n  !  [well : 

She  is  twice  dauin'd,  that  lives  in  Ilell, 

When  Ucav'n  is  shewn; 
Budding  beauty,  blooming  years, 
Were  made  for  pleasure.      Farewell, 
fears ;  [mand^ 

For  now  I  am  myself,  mine  own  coixk* 
My  fortune  always  in  my  hand. 

John.  Was  this  her  own  voice  ? 
Duke,  Yes,  sure. 
Fred,  Tis  a  rare  one. 

Enter  Bawd,  abovt, 

Duke.  The  song  confirms  her  here  too;  for^ 
if  ye  mark  it. 
It  spake  of  liberty,  and  free  enjoying 
The  happy  end  of  pleasure. 

Peter.  Look  you  there,  sir : 
Do  vou  know  tliat  head  ? 

I  red.  'Tis  my  ;;ood  Landlady. 
I  tind  fear  has  done  all  this. 

Jt'A/i.  She,  I  swear;  [hoodj 

And  now  do  I  know,  by  the  hanging  of  hef 
She's  parcel  di*unk.    Shall  tve  go  m? 

Duke,  Not  yet,  sir. 

Petr.  No;  let  *em  take  their  pleasure* 


•s  To  meddle  with  my  degamboys.]  Viol  de  gambo  is  of^ten  mentioned  in  the  old  writers  at 
A  musical  instrument,  played  on  at  the  time.         JK. 

«<  C.  Cliffe.]  A  musical  term.     Cliffe  is  a  key,  from  elrf,  French*        JR. 
••  Hark  ;  a  voice  too  ! 

Lft's  not  tiir^  &c.]  Till  this  edition,  the  Song  was  inserted  before  this  spec«b« 
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Duke.  When 'tis  highest,  [Afusick. 

We'll  step  in,  and  amaze  'em.    Peace ;  more 
musick. 
John,  This  musick  murders  me:    What 

blood  have  I  now ! 
Fred.  I  should  know  that  face. 

l^Fran.  pastes  bi/. 
John.  By  this  light,  'tis  he,  Frederick, 
Thai  bred  our  first  suspicions;  the  same  fel- 
low. L^*^°» 
Fred.  He  that  we  overtook,  and  overheard 
Discoursing  of  Constantia. 

John.  Still  the  same. 
Now  be  slips  in. 

Duke,  What's  that? 
Fred.  She  must  be  here,  sir : 
Tliis  is  the  very  fellow,  I  told  your  Grace 

Enter  Francisco. 

We  found  upon  the  way;  and  what  his  talk 
was.  ['tis  he ; 

Petr,  Why,  sure  I  know  this  fellow :  Yes, 
Francisco,  Antonio*s  boy,  a  rare  musician ; 
He  taught  mv  sister  on  the  lute,  and  is  ever 
(She  loves  hfs  voice  so  well^  about  her.  Cer- 
tain, 
Without  all  doubt,  she's  here:  It  must  be  so. 

^ohn.  Here?   that's  no  question:    What 
should  our  hen  o'  th'  came  else 
Do  here  without  her  ?  If  she  be  not  here 
(I  am  so  confident)  let  your  Grace  believe 
We  two  are  arrant  rascals,  and  Imve  abus'd 
you. 

Fred,  I  say  so  too. 

John.  Why,  there's  the  hood  again  now ; 
The  card  that  guides  us**;  I  know  tlie  fa- 
brick  of  it, 
And  know  the  old  tree  of  that  saddle  yet ; 
Twas  made  of  a  hunting-hood  ;  observe  it. 

Duke,  Who  shall  enter? 

Petr,  I'll  make  one. 

John.  I  another. 

Duke.  But  so  carry  it, 
That  all  her  joys  flow  not  together. 

John,  If  we  told  her, 
Your  Grace  would  none  of  her? 

Duke,  By  no  means,  Signor; 
Twould  turn  her  wild,  stark  frantick. 

John,  Or  assur'd  her 

Duke.  Nothing  of  that  stem  nature.  This 
ye  may,  sir, 
That  tiie  conditions  of  our  fear  yet  stand 
On  nice  and  dangerous  knittings;  or  that  a 

little 
I  seem  to  doubt  the  child. 


John,  Would  t  could  draw  her 
To  hate  your  Grace  with  these  tilings ! 

Petr.  Come,  let's  enter. — 
And  now  he  sees  me  not,   I'll  search  hex 
soundly. 
Duke.  Now  luck  of  all  ^ides  f 

[Exeunt  Petr.  and  John. 

Fred,  Doubt  it  not. — More  musick  ? 

[Musick. 
Sure  she  has  heard  some  comfort. 

Duke.  Yes;  stand  still,  sir*^. 

Fred,  This  is  the  maddest  song  ! 

Duke,  Applied  for  certain 
To  some  strange  melancholy  she  is  loadon 
with.  [Clapping  of  a  door. 

Fred,  Now  all  the  sport  begins.     Uark  ! 

Duke,  They  are  araonpt  'em. 
The  fears  now,  and  the  shakings ! 

[Trampling  above, 

Fred,  Our  old  lady 
(Hark  how  they  run)  is  even  now  at  this 

instant 
Ready  to  lose  her  head-piece  by  Don  John, 
Or  creeping  thro'  a  cat-hole. 

Petr.  [roithin.l  Bring  'em  down; 
And  you,  sir,  follow  me. 

Duke.  He's  angry  with  'cm. 
I  must  not  suffer  this.   ' 

John  [within].  Bowl  down  the  Bawd  there; 
Old  Erra-mater,    You,  lady  Lechery, 
For  the  good-wiU  I  bear  to  th'  game,  most 

tenderly  • 

Shall  be  led  out,  and  lash'd. 

Enter  Petruchio,  John^  Whore,  and  Bawd, 
with  Francisco, 

Duke,  Is  this  Constantia? 
Why,  gentlemen,  what  do  you  mean?  Is  this 
she? 

Whore.  I  am  Constantia,  sir. 

Duke.  A  whore  you  are,  sir ! 

Whore.  Tis  very  true ;  I  am  a  whore  in- 
deed, sir. 

Petr.  She  will  not  lie  yet,  tho'  she  steal. 

Whore,  A  plain  whore, 
If  you  please  to  employ  me. 

Duke.  And  an  impudent ! 

Whore.  Plain-dealmg  now  is  impudence. 
One,  if  you  will,  sir,  can  shew  yuu  as  much 

sport 
In  one  half-hour,  and  with  as  much  variety ^ 
As  a  far  wiser  woman  can  in  half-a-ycar : 
For  there  my  way  lies. 

Duke,  Is  she  not  drunk  too  ? 


•0  The  guard  that  guides  us.]  In  either  sense  of  the  word  guard  as  a  watch  or  centinel,  or 
as  a  J'ringe^  or  hem  of  a  garment,  the  word  is  intelligible  in  this  place ;  but  sure  'tis  not  a 
very  natural  expression,  and  I  have  therefore  ventured  to  discard  it,  to  make  room  for  what 
I  think  a  very  happy  conjecture  of  Mr.  Sympson's,  card^  i.  e.  the  chart  or  mariner's  compass. 

Seu-ard, 

In  p.  117,  Frederick  says,  *  We're  all  like  sea-card!i;  *  which  serves  to  confirm  Mr.  Symp- 
son's conjecture. 

^  Yes ;  stand  stiU,  sir,]  There  should  b«  another  Song  hare,  which  we  suppose  is  now 
kst. 


Act  4,  SoeiM  S«] 


TUB  CHANCES. 


153 


Whort,  A  little  gilded  o'^r**,  sir. 
Old  sack,  old  sack,  boys! 

Petr.  This  is  taliant. 

John,  A  brave  bold  quean ! 

Duke*  Is  tbis  your  certainty?  [men? 

Do  ye  know  the  man  ye  wrong  thus,  gentle- 
Is  this  thci  woman  meant? 

Fred.  No. 

Duke.  That  your  Landlady  ? 

John.  I  know  not  what  to  My. 

Duke.  Am  I  a  person 
To  be  your  sport,  gentlemen  ? 

John.  I  do  believe  now  certain 
I  am  a  knave !  But  how,  or  when 

Duke.  What  are  you  ? 

Feir,  Bawd  to  this  piece  of  pye-mcat. 

Bawd.  A  poor  gentlewoman. 
That  lies  in  town  about  law-business, 
Aii*t  like  your  worships. 

Petr.  You  shall  have  law,  believe  it. 

Bated,  ril  shew  your  mastership  my  case. 

Petr.  By  no  means ; 
Pd  rather  see  a  custard. 

Bawd,  My  dead  husband 
Left  it  e'eu  thus,  sir. 

John.  Btcss  mine  eyes  from  blasting ; 
I  was  never  so  frighted  with  a  case. 

Bazed.  And  so,  sir 

Petr.  Enough;  put  up,  good  velvet-head! 

Duke.  What  are  you  two  now, 
By  your  own  free  confessions? 

Fred.  What  you  shall  think  us ; 
Tho'  to  myself  I  am  certain,  and  ray  life 
Shall  make  that  good  and  perfect,  or  fall 
with  it 

John.  We  arc  sure  of  nothing,  Frederick, 
that's  the  truth  on*t: 
I  do  not  think  my  name's  Don  John,  nor 
dare  not  [debts, 

Believe  any  thing  that  concerns  me,  but  my 
Nor  those  in  way  of  payment.  Tilings  are  so 
carried,  [you 

What  to  entreat  your  Grace,  or  how  to  tell 
We  are,  or  we  are  not,  is  past  my  cunuing ; 
But  I  would  fain  imagine  we  are  honest. 
And,  o*  my  conscience,  I  should  tight  in*t« 

Duke.  Thus  then; 
For  we  may  be  all  abus'd 

Petr.  Tis  possible; 
For  how  should  this  concern  them  ? 

Duke.  Here  let's  part, 
Until  tomorrow  tliis  lime ;  we  to  our  way, 


To  make  this  duubt  out,  and  you  to  your  way; 
Pawning  our  honours  then  to  meet  again : 
When,  if  she  be  not  found 

Fred,  We  stand  enga^'d 
To  answer,  any  worthy  way  we're  call'd  to. 

Duke.  We  ask  no  more. 

Whore.  YeVe  done  with  us  then? 

Petr.  No,  dame. 

Duke.  But  is  her  name  Constantia? 

Petr.  Yes;  a  moveable  [fidler; 

Belonging  to  a  friend  of  mine.    Come  out. 
What  iay  yoli  to  this  lady  ?  Be  not  fearful. 

Fran.  Saving  the  rev'rence  of  my  master's 
pleasure,  [him, 

I  say,  she  is  a  whore,  and  that  sh'  has  robb'd 
Hoping  his  hurts  would  kill  him. 

Whore.  Who  provok'd  me? 
Nay,sirrah,squeaU ;  I'll  see  your  treble  strings 
Tied  up  too :  If  I  hang,  HI  spoil  your  piping  ; 
Your  sweet  face  shall  not  save  you. 

Petr.  Thou  damuM  impudence. 
And  thou  dried  devil !  Where's  the  officer? 

Peter,  He's  here,  sir. 

Enter  Officer. 

Petr.  Lodge  these  safe,  'till  I  send  for  'em : 
Let  none  come  to  *em,  nor  no  noise  be  heard 
Of  where  they  are,  or  why.     Away. 

John.  By  this  hand, 
A  handsome  whore!  Now  will  I  be  arrested. 
And  brought  home  to  this  officer*s.  A  stout 
whore;  [ness! 

I  love  such  stirring  ware ! — Pox  o'  this  busi* 
A  man  must  hunt  out  morsels  for  another, 
And  starve  himself!    A  quick-ey'd  whore; 

that's  wildfire. 
And  makes  the  blood  dance  thro*  tlie  vein| 

like  billows. 
I  will  ivprieve  this  whore. 

Duke.  Well,  cood  luck  with  ye ! 

Fred.  As  much  attend  your  Grace. 

Petr.  Tomorrow,  certam 

John.  If  we  out-live  this  night,  sir. 

Fred.  Come,  Don  Jolm, 
We've  something  now  to  do. 

John.  I'm  sure  1  would  have. 

Fred,  if  she  be  not  found,  we  must  fight. 

John.  I'm  glad  on't ; 
I  have  not  fought  a  great  while. 

Fred.  If  we  die 

John.  There's  so  much  money  sav'd  in 
lechery.  [Exeunt. 


«•  A  little  gilded  o'er.]  The  phrase  of  being  gilded  is  frequently  used  to  signify  being  drunk. 
In  the  Tempest,  Alonzo  says, 

*  And  Trinculo  is  reeling  ripe ;  where  should  they 

^  Find  tliib  grand  liquor,  tiiat  hath  gilded  them  ? '  R, 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dukf,  Petruchio,  below;  and  Vecchio 

above. 

Vuke.  TT  should  be  hereabouts. 

-*•  Petr.  Your  Grace  is  right; 
This  is  the  house,  I  know  it* 

Vec.  Grace? 

Duke.  'Tis  further, 
By  the  description  we  received, 

Petr.  Good  my  lord  the  Duke, 
Believe  mc,  for  I  know  it  certainly^ 
This  is  the  very  house. 

Vec.  My  lord  the  Duke  ? 

Duke.   Pray  Heav'u  this  man  proVe  right 
now !  [scholar, 

Petr.    Believe  it,  he*s  a  most  sufficient 
And  can  do  rare  tricks  this  way;  for  a  figure. 
Or  raising  an  appearance,  whole  Christendom 
Has  not  a  better :   Fve  heard  strange  won- 
ders of  him. 

Duke.   But  can  he  shew  us  where  she  is  ? 

Petr.  Most  certain; 
And  for  what  cause  too  she  departed. 

Duke.  Knock  then ; 
For  I  am  great  with  exportation,         Tarda; 
'Till  this  man  satisfy  me.     1  fear  the  Spani- 
Yet  they  appear  brave  fellows;  Can  he  tell  us? 

Petr.  With  a  wet  finger,  whether  tlie^  be 

Duke,  Away  then.  ...  {/alse. 

Petr.  Who's  within  here? 

Enter  Vecchio. 

Vec.  Your  Grace  may  enter »• 

Duke.  How  can  he  know  mc? 

Petr.  We  knows  all. 

Vec,  Ami  you,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

^.  SCENE  II. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick. 

John.  What  do  you  call  his  name  ? 

Fred.  Why,  Peter  V^ecchio. 

Mn.  They  say  he  can  raise  devils ;  can 
he  make  'em  [believe  it. 

Tell  truth  too,  when  h'has  raised  'em?   for, 
Ihese  devils  are  the  lying'st  rascals——* 

Fred.  He  can  compel  'em. 

John.  With  what? 
Can  he  tie  squibs  i'  their  tails,  and  fire  the 

truth  out? 
Or  make  'em  eat  a  bawling  Puritan 
Whose  sane  tified  zeal  shall  rumble  like  an 
carthauake  ? 

Fred.  With  spells,  man.  [think 

John.  Ay,  with  spoons  as  soon.  Dost  thou 
The  devil  such  an  ass  as  people  make  him  ? 
Such  a  poor  coxcomb  ?  such  a  penny  foot-post?  ' 


Compeird  widi  cross  and  pile  to  nin  of  er* 

rands  ? 
With  Asteroth,  and  Behemoth,  and  Belfagor  f 
Why  should  he  shake  at  souadS)  that  lives  in 
a  smith'ii  forge  ? 

Or,  if  he  do-« 

Fred.  Without  all  doubt  he  does,  John. 
John.  Why  should  not  bilbo  raise  him,  c/t 
a  pair  of  bullions"^? 
They  go  as  big  as  any ;  or  an  unshod  car. 
When  he  goes  tumble,  tumble,  o'er  tlie  stones^ 
Like  Anacreon's  drunken  verses;— Make  us 
tremble  ?  [cholidci 

These  make  as  fell  a  noise.    Methmks  tlitt 
Well  handled,  and  fed  with  small-beer— ~  ' 

Fred.  Tis  the  virtue * 

John.  The  virtue  ?  nay,  an  goodness  fetch 

liim  up  once,  [tlemau 

Fl'  has  lost  a  friend  of  me ;  the  wise  old  gen*- 

Knows  when,  and  how.    I'll  lay  this  hand  to 

two-pence, 
Let  all  the  conjurers  in  Christendom, 
With  all  tlieir  spell  s  and  virtues,  call  upoa 

him, 
And  I  but  think  upon  a  wench,  and  follow  it| 
He  shall  be  sooner  mine  than  theirs :  Where't 
'Virtue? 
Fred,  Thou  art  the  most  sufficient,  (111  say 
for  thee) 

Not  to  believe  a  thing ^ 

John.  Oh,  sir,  slow  credit  [>'ou  ; 

Is  the  best  child  of  knowledge.    Fll  go  with 
And,  if  he  can  do  any  thing,  I'll  think 
As  you  would  havor  me. 

Fred.  Let's  enquire  along; 
For  certain  we're  not  far  off. 
John.  Nor  much  nearer.  [Exeunti 

SCENE  IIL 
Enter  Duke^  Pctruchioy  and  Vecchio* 

Vec.  You  lost  her  yestcr-night. 

Petr.  How  think  you,  sir? 

Duke.  Is  your  name  Vecchio? 

Vec.  Yes,  sir. 

Duke.  And  you  can  shew  me 
These  things  you  promise  ? 

Vec.  Your  Grace's  word  bound  to  me^ 
No  hand  of  law  shall  seize  me. 

Duke.  As  I  live,  sir !  [too,  sir! 

Petr.  And  as  I  live,  that  can  do  sometiiing 

Vec.  1  take  your  |)romises.    Stay  here  a 
little,  [tisfy  ye. 

Till  I  prepare  some  ceremonies,  and  I'll  sa- 
The  lady's  name's  Constautia  ? 

Petr.  Yes. 

Vec,  I  come  straight.  [  Exit. 


^9  Bullions^  This  word  occurs  in  Beggars'  Bush,  and  there  appears  to  mean  button$.    It 
ivcins  here  to  signify  round  balk  or  buliets. 
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Jhike.  Sure  he's  a  learned  man  >•• 

Petr.  The  most  now  living. 
Did  your  Grace  mark,  when  we  told  nil  these 

circumstances. 
How  e\'er  and  anon  be  bolted  from  us, 
To  use  his  study's  help? 

Duke.  Now  i  think  rather 
To  talk  with  stimc  familiar. 

Petr.  Not  unlikely ; 
For  sure  be  has  'em  subject. 

Duke,  How  could  he  else 
Tell  when  she  went,  and  wlio  went  with  her? 

Petr.  True.  [sure  me, 

Duke.  Or  hit  upon  mine  honour  >'?  or  as- 
The  lady  lov*d  me  dearly  ? 

Enter  Vecchio,  in  hit  habiliment t. 

Petr.  Twas  so. 

Vec.  Now,  [sir: 

I  do  beseech  your  Grace,  sit  down;  and  yuu, 
N%y,  pray  sit  close*  like  brothers. 

Petr.  A  rare  fellow!  [a  word, 

Vec.  And  what  ye  see,  stir  not  at,  nor  use 
Until  J  ask  you ;  for  what  shall  appear 
Is  but  weak  apparition,  and  tliin  air, 
Not  to  be  hela,  nor  spoken  to. 

[Knocking  within, 
Duke.  We  are  connscll  d. 
Vec.  What  noise  is  tliat  witliout  there? 
Prfd.  [Kithin,]  We  must  speak  wit!i  him ! 
Serv.  [within.yiWs  busy,  gentlemen.  , 
John  [a*// Am].  That's  all  one,  friend; 
We  must  and  will  speak  with  him. 

Duke.  Ixt  'em  in,  sir ;  [own. 

We  know  their  tongues  and  business ;  'tis  our 
And  in  this  very  cause  that  we  now  come  for, 
They  also  como  to  be  instructed. 
tec.  Let  'em  in  then. 

Enter  Frederick^  John,  and  Servant, 
^it  down ;  I  know  your  meaning. 

Fred.  Tho'Duke  before  us? 
Now  wc  shall  sure  know  something. 

Vec.  Not  a  question ; 
Bat  make  your  eyes  your  tongues. 

John.  This  is  a  strange  juj^gler ; 
Neither  indent  bcfore-liaqd  for  his  payment. 
Nor  know  the  breadth  o'  th'  business?  Sure 
his  devil  [winds 

Come5  out  of  Lapland,  where  they  scH  men 
For  dead  drink  and  old  doublets^ 

Fred.  Peace;  he  conjures. 

Jokm.  Let  him;  ho  cannot  rai$e  my  devil. 

Fred.  'Prithee  peace! 

I'ee.  .Appear,  appear! 

And  you  soft  winds  so  clear. 
That  dance  upon  the  leaves,  and  make 
them  sing 
Gentle  love*lays  to  the  spring, 


Gilding  all  the  vales  below 
AVith  your  verdure,  as  ye  blow. 
Raise  these  forms  from  under  ground, 
With  a  soft  and  happy  sound  ! 

{S()ft  wuticl;. 

John.  Tfiis  is  an  honest  conjurer,  and  a 

pretty  peet:  ['em, 

I  like  his  words  well ;  there's  no  bombast  in 

Buttdo  you  think  now  he  can  cudgel  up  the 

devil 
With  this  short  staff  of  verses  ? 
Fred,  Peace ;  the  spirits. 

[Two  shapes  oj'zoomen  passing  hy. 

John.  Nay,  an  they  be  no  wonfe 

Vec.  Do  you  know  tliese  faces? 
Duke.  No.  I 

Vec.  Sit  still,  upon  your  lives  then,  and 
mark  what  follows.  • 
Away,  away ! 

John.  These  devils  do  not  paint  sure? 
Have  they  no  sweeter  shapes  in  hell  ? 
Fred,  Ilark  now,  John. 

Enter  Constantia, 

John.  Ay,  marry,  this  moves  some  tiling  like; 
this  devil 
Carries  some  mettle  in  her  gait. 

Vec.  I  find  you ; 
You'd  see  her  face  unveil'd  ? 
Duke.  Yes. 
Vec.  BeunroverM. 
Duke.  Oh,  Heav'n! 
Vec.  Peace! 

Petr.  See  how  she  blushes; 
John.  Frederick, 
This  devil  for  my  money  !  this  is  she,  boy. 
Why  dost  thou  shake?  J  burn. 
lee.  Sit  still,  and  silent. 
Duke.  She  looks  back  at  me;    now  sht 

smiles,  sir. 
Vec.  Silence! 
Duke.  I  must  rise,  or  I  burst.  v 

[Exit  Constant  in. 
Vec.  Ye  see  what  follows. 
Duke.  Oh,  gentle  sir,  this  shape  again ! 
Vec.  I  cannot; 
'TIS  all  dissolved  again.  This  was  the  figure? 
Duke.  The  verv  same,  sir.  No  hope  once 

more  to  see  if? 
Vec.  You  might  have  kept  it  longer,  had 
you  sparM  it ; 
Now  'tis  impossible. 

Duke.  No  means io  find  it? 
Vec.  Yes,  that  there  is;  sit  still  awhile; 
there's  wine. 
To  thaw  the  \vond(  r  from  your  hearts ;  drink 
well, sir.  [Exit  Vecchio. 

John.  This  conjurer  is  a  right  good  fellow 
too, 


»  StfTf  he's  a  learned  man.']  The  ridiculous  absurdity  of  believinjj  in  conjurers  and  witches 
is  finely  exposed  both  here  and  in  I<a>11o;  yet  it  is  but  a  few  years  since  our  whole  legislature 
Inve  frrcd  themselves  from  the  impuUition  of  this  absurd  belief,  and  it  is  to  this  day  far 
iiroin  being  worn  outof  tho  minds  of  the  vulgar.        Seward, 

^  Upon  mine  honour.]  Meaning  here,  my  rank  and  title. 
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A  lad  of  mettle;  two  such  devils  more     [it? 
Would  make  me  a  conjurer.      What  wine  is 

Fred.  nock3«. 

John*  The  devil's  in  it  then ;  look  how  it 
dances. 
Well,  if  1  be 

Petr.  We  are  all  before  ye. 
That's  your  best  comfort,  sir. 

John.  By  th*  mass,  brave  wine  ! 
Nay,  an  the  devils  live  in  this  hell,  I  dare 

venture 
Within  these  two  months  yet  to  be  deliver'd 
Of  a  large  legion  of  'cm. 

Enler  Vecchio, 
Duke,  Here  he  comes. 
Silence  of  nil  sides,  gentlemen, 

Vec.  Good  your  Grace, 
Observe  a  stricter  temper;  and  you  too,  gal- 
lants; 
You'll  be  deluded  all  else.    This  merry  devil 
That  next  appears,  (fur  such  a  one  you'll  find 

it)  '  .  . 

Must  be  caird  up  by  a  strange  mcantation ; 

A  son^%  and  I  must  sing  it:  'Pray  bear  with 
me,  [int:, 

And  pardon  my  rude  pipe ;  for  yet,  ere  part- 
Twenty  to  one  I  please  ye. 

Duke.  We  arc  arm'd,  sir. 

Petr.  Nor  shall  you  see  us  more  tnmsgress. 

Fred.  What  Uiink'st  thou 
Now,  John  ? 

John.  Why,  now  do  I  think,  Frederick, 
(And,  if  I  think  amiss,  lleav'n  pardon  nje !) 
This  honest  conjurer,  with  some  four  or  five 
Of  his  good  fellow-devils,  and  myself, 
Shall  be  yet  drunk  ere  midnii^iht, 

Fred.  Peace;  he  conjure^ 3*. 


80NG, 


Vec.  Come  away,  thou  lady  gay  s 
Hoist !  how  she  stumbles  1 
Hark  how  she  mumbles. 
Dame  Gillian ! 

Answer.  I  come,  I  come, 
Vec.  By  old  Claret  I  enlarge  thee, 
By  Canary  thus  I  charge  thee, 
By  Britain  Methegiin,  and  Peeter**, 
Appear,  and  answer  me  in  metre. 
Why  when? 
Why,  Gill ! 
Why  when  ? 
Antmer.  You'll  tarry  till  I  am  ready. 
Fee.  Once  again  I  conjure  thee, 
By  the  pose  in  thy  oose'^^ 
And  the  gout  in  thy  toes; 
By  thine  old  dried  skin. 
And  the  ummmy  within ; 
By  thy  little,  little  ruflf, 
And  thy  hood  that's  make  of  stuff; 
By  thy  bottle  at  thy  breech, 
And  thine  old  salt  itch; 
By  the  stakes,  and  the  stones. 
That  have  worn  out  thy  bones. 
Appear, 
Appear, 
Appear ! 

AnsoJtr.  oh,  I  am  here- 
John,  Why,  this  is  the  song,  Frederick, 
Twenty  pound  now, 
To  see  but  our  don  Gillian ! 

Enter  Landladtf  and  the  child, 
Fred.  Peace  ;  it  appears. 
John.  I  cannot  peace !  Devils  in  French 
hoods,  Frederick? 
Satan's  old  syringes  ? 


3*  Holiocfc.]  The  difficulty  of  pronouncing  Gcrmnn  names  often  makes  great  confusion  in 
the  spelling.  Bocharach  and  Hochat,  two  neighbouring  towns,  one  upon  tne  Rhine  and  the 
other  a  little  higher  upon  the  Main,  give  names  to  the  two  wines  Bachrack  and  Hock ;  the  for^ 
mer  oftenest  occurs  in  our  Authors  and  the  writers  of  their  age,  though  now  all  the  wines 
that  come  from  the  neighbourhood  of  ilocrhst  receive  their  name  from  thence.         Seward. 

J3  Pence;  he  conjures.]  Hitherto  the  Song  preceded  this  speech;  the  absurdity  of  which 
^inst  be  obvious  to  every  one. 

3»  By  Britain-methe^liu,  and  peetcr.]  Peeter  is  the  name  of  a  liquor  that  neither  Mr. 
Sympson  or  I  can  find  in  any  dictionary.  It  may,  perhaps,  be  a  wine  from  9ome  part  of  the 
Pope's  dominions,  or  Peter  $  Patrimony ;  but  this  is  a  mere  conjecture.  Another  has  since 
occurred  that  seems  more  probable.  We  lind  tlielihepish  wines,  LJackrack  and  Hock  to  be 
in  much  repute  in  our  Authors'  age :  Now  Hochst  stands  near  tJie  conlluence  of  the  river 
Wefer  with  the  Main ;  might  not  neeter  therefore  be  the  true  reading  ?        Setoard, 

We  appreliend  peeter  to  be  an  English  liquor,  ^s  well  lis  methegliu,  and  think  we  have 
fomewhere  else  seen  it  mentioned. 

35  By  the  pose.]  The  pose  is  an  old  English  word  used  by  Chaucer  for  a  catarrh  or  de-o 
(uxion  of  rheum.  Mr.  Sympson  says  tliat  Hollint^shed  tells  us,  that  the  pose  is  a  distemper 
which  was  rarely,  if  ever,  known  among  the  Eoglisi)  till  chimneys  were  introduced,  which  was 
not  long  before  his  time ;  that  before  t/ien  tires  were  made  against  rere-doeses,  and  the  smoke 
got  out  how  it  could.  This  may  be  true :  Hich  people  burnt  chiefly  coke  or  dbarcoal  in 
the  middle  of  their  halls,  as  many  of  the  colleges  of  Cambridge  and  Oxford  do  still  i  but 
why  either  this  or  smoky  houses  sliould  so  entirely  prevent  colds  and  riieums  iu  the  head 
seems  somewhat  strange.  Holliugsiied,  perhaps,  meant  no  more  than  that  catarrhs  were- 
much  more  rife  tiian  formerly.  I  verily  believe  chimneys  to  be  pernicious  to  health  in  general^ 
and  could  wish  to  see  stoves  as  cu^iuary  here  9»  they  are  both  io  warmer  and  colder  cli« 
mates  abroad.        Seward* 


Jlct  5.  Scene  S.] 


Tiffi  CHANCES. 


iHr 


l>ttA«.  What's  this  r 

Vcc.  Peace ! 

Joftn.  She,  boy. 

JFW(/.  What  do«t  thou  mean  ?  ^ 

JoAn.  She,  hoy,  I  say. 

Fred,  lla? 

J<Mn.  She,  boy; 
The  very  cliild  too,  Frederick. 

Fred.  She  laughs  on  us 
Aloud,  John :  Has  the  devil  these  affections  ? 
1  do  believe  'tis  she,  indeed. 

Vcc.  Stand  still. 

John.  1  will  not! 
*  Who  calls  Jeronimoi*  from  his  naked  boil  ?' 
Sweet  lady,  was  it  you?  if  thou  lie'st  tl^e 
devil,  [wildiire. 

First,  having  crOss'd   myself,  to  keep   out 
Then  said  some  special  prayers  to  defend  me 
Against  thy  mos>t  unliallow'd  hood,  have  at 
thee ! 

Land.  Hold,  sir !  I  am  no  devil 

John.  That's  all  one. 

Lund.  I  a:n  your  very  Landlady. 

John.  I  defy  thee  ! 
Thus,  as  St.  i3unstan  blew  the  devil's  nose 
With  a  pair  of  tongs,  even  bO,  ri;;ht  worship- 
ful   

Lnnd.  Sweet  son,  I  am  old  Gillian. 

Duke.  Thib  is  no  spirit. 

John.  Art  thou  old  Gillian,  flesh  and  bone? 

iMud.  I  am,  soh. 

Vcc.  Sit  still,  sir;  now  Til  shew  ye  all. 

•       lExit. 

John.  Where's  thy  bottle? 

iMnd.  Here,  I  beseech  you,  son 

John.  For  I  know  the  devil 
Cannot  assume  that  shape. 

Fred.  *'Y\h  she,  John,  certain. 

John,  A  hog'b  pox  o*  your  mouldy  chaps ! 
what  niiikes  you 
Tumbling  and  juggling  here? 

Land.  I'm  quit  now,  Sijj;uor,  [me ; 

For  all  the  pranks  you  play'd,  and  railings  at 
For,  to  tell  true,  out  of  a  trick  I  put 
Upon  your  high  behaviours,  (which  was  a  lie, 
But  then  it  serv'd  my  turn)  I  drew  the  lady 
Unto  my  kinsman's  here,  only  to  torture 
Your  douships  for  a  day  or  two,  and  segure 
her 


Out  of  all  thoughts  of  danger.    Ilerc  slje 
comes  now. 

Enter  Vecchiound  Constantta, 

Duke,  May  I  yet  speak? 

Vtv.  Yes,  mvA  embrace  her  too. 
For  one  Uiat  loves  you  dearer 

Duke.  Oh,  my  sweetest  I 

Vetr,  Blusfi  not;  I  will  not  chide  you. 

f  W.  To  add  more 
Unto  tlie  joy  1  know,  I  bring  you  (see,  sir) 
Thp  happy  fruit  of  all  our  vu.vs ! 

Duke,  lleav'n's  blessin-i: 
Be  round  about  thee  ever ! 

John.  'Pray  bless  me  too ; 
For  if  your  Grace  be  well  instructed  this  way,  , 
You'll  tind  the  keeping  half  the  getting. 

Duke.  How,  sir? 

Jmn.  I'll  mil  you  that  anon. 

Con.  Tis  true,  this  gentleman 
lias  done  a  charity  worthy  your  favour, " 
And  let  him  have  it,  deal*  sir. 

Duke.  My  best  lady,  [sir, 

He  has,  and  ever  sluill  have.  So  tnnst  you. 
To  wl)om  I'm  ei|u:il  bound  as  to  my  being. 

Fred.  Your  Grace*'i  humbie  ^ervant ! 

Duke.  Why  kneel  yoh,  sir? 

Vec.   For   paidoii   for  my   boldness;  yet 
'twas  harmlob^  [saw. 

And  all  the  art  1  have,  sir.  Those  your  Grace 
Which  you  thought  spirits,  were'my  neigh 

hours' children, 
Whom  1  instrlictingrammarhe^e.andmn^ick; 
Their  shapes  (the  people's  fond  opinions, 
liclieving  1  can  conjure,  a:ul  oft  repairing 
To  know  of  tliJDgs  stol'n  frmn  *eni^  1  keep 

about  nif , 
And  always  havein  readiness.  By  conjecture, 
Out  of  their  own  confessions,  1  oft  tell  cm 
Things  that  by  chance  have  fall'n  out  so; 
which  \\\x\  [1^0 

(Having  the  persons  here,  I  knew  yon  sought 
1  wrought  upon  your  Grace.  M^  end  is  mirth, 
And  plcasinjr,  if  J  can,  all  parties, 

JDt/Ac.  1  believe  it,  W\'^% 

For  you  fiave  plcas'{|  mc  truly ;  so  w  ell  pleas'd 
Tiiai,  when  I  shall  forget  it* 

Petr.  Here's  old  Antonio, 
(I  spied  him  at  \\  windowj  coming  mainly  ; 


*  IFAoco/Zf  Jeronimo.]  This  play,  which  had  a  great  run  in  queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  is  the 
butt  wliich  Shakespeare,  Jonson,  and  our  Autliors,  are  continually  shooting  their  wit  at.  For 
the  fullest  account  of  it,  see  Jonson's  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  act  i.  sc.  5.  Seward, 

We  are  told,  that  it  was  the  production  of  I'hqmas  Kyd,  author  of  a  play  entitled  Coi** 
Delia.  It  is  printed  in  Dodsleys  Collection  of  Old  Plays,  and  in  the  Origin  of  the  Drama, 
by  Mr.  Hawkins,  vol.  ii.  In  the  latter  work,  notice  is  taken  of  Langbaiue's  a^^^ertion,  that 
therd  w^re  two  plays.  First  and  Second  Parts;  *  But  this,'  says  Mr.  Hawkiuii,  *  is  a  mis- 

*  take:  They  are  both  but  one  play,  with  varied  titles*  by  diiferent  printers  the  same  year.* 
Ill  this  particular,  however,  JVir.  Hawkins  was  liimself  nnstaken;  there  were  two  diDciX'nt, 
plays,  hut  whether  by  the  samo  author  we  cannot  but  have  some  doubt.  Ttic  former  r» 
eotiUed,  *  The  First  Part  of  Jeronimo,  with  the  Warres  of  Portugal,  and  the  Life  and  Death 

*  of  Don  Andrea.     Printed  at  London  for  Thomas  Pauyer,  and  are  to  he  solde  at  his  shop 

*  at  the  entrance  into  the  Excliaoge,'  1605.  4to.  It  is  the  Second  Pai't  wliicli  is  so  constantly 
the  object  of  lidi^uie  by  coutemporary  writers.        R, 

VOL.U.  '^  T 


1^8 


THE  CJUNCEgv 


[Act  5.  Scene  S« 


I  know,  r^boiit  his  whore ;  the  man  you  lit  on, 
Asyou  discover'd  unto  rae.  Good  vour  Grace, 
Ixt's  stand  by  all ;  'twill  be  amirtli  above  all^ 
T*  observe  his  pelting  fury.     , 

Fee,  About  a  wench,  sir? 

Petr.  A  young  whore  that  li^robb'd  him. 

Vec,  But  d'  you  know,  sir, 
Where  she  is  ? 

F^lr.  Yes,  and  wijl  make  tha^  perfect, 

Vec,  I  am  instructed  well  then, 

John.  It'  he  come 
To  have  a  devil  shewn  him,  by  all  meaoa 
Let  nic  be  he ;  I  cau  roar  rarely* 

Fctr.  Be  so; 
But  take  heed  to  his  anger. 

Vec  Slip  in  quickly; 
There  you  shall  find  suits  of  all  shorts.  When 

I  call, 
Be  ready,  and  come  forward.    Who's  there 
cunjies  iu }         [Eseunt  all  but  Vecchio, 

Enter  Antonio, 

Ant.  Are  you  the  conjurer? 
^  Vec.  Sir,  1  can  do  a  little 
^hat  way,  if  you  please  to  employ  me* 

Ant.  Presently, 
Shew  me  a  devil  that  can  tell 

Vec.  Where  your  wench  is. 

Ant.  You  are  i'  tli'  right ;  as  also  where  the 
fidler. 
That  was  consenting  to  her, 

Vec.  Sit  you  there,  sir ;  [heartily  ? 

You  shall  know  presently.    Can  you  pray 

Ant.  Why,  is  your  devil  so  furious? 
■    Vec.  I  must  shew  you 
A  form  may  chance  affright  you. 

Ant.  Ik'  must  fart  fire  thcn^ 
Take  you  no  care  for  me. 

Vec.  Ascend,  AshtVoth ! 

Enter  Don  John,  like  a  spirit. 

Why,  when  ?  appear,  I  say !— Now  question 
him. 

Ant.  Where  is  my  whore,  don  devil  ? 

Jo/m.  Gone  to  China, 
To  be  the  groat  cham's  mistress. 

Ant.  That's  a  lie,  devil. 
Where  pre  my  jewels? 

Johli.  Pawn'd  for  petticoats. 

Anl.  Thi^t  m^y  be,  Where's  the  fidler? 


John.  Condemned  to  tb*  gallows 
For  robbing  of  a  mill. 

Ant.  The  lytng'st  devil 
That  e'er  1  dealt  withal,  and  the  unlikeliest ! 
What  was  that  rasciU  hurt  me? 

John,  I. 

Ant.  How! 

John.  T, 

Ant.  Who  was  he? 

John,  I. 
•  Ant.  Do  you  hear,  conjurer  ? 
Dare  you  venture  your  devil  ? 

Vec.  Yes. 

Ant.  Then  I'll  venture  my  dagger. 
Have  at  your  devil's  pate !  D*  you  mew } 

Enter  AIL 

Vec.  Hold  ! 

Petr.  Hold  there ! 
I  do  command  you  hold. 

Ant.  Is  this  Uie  devil? 
Why,  conjurer 

Petr.  IV  has  been  a  devil  to  you,  sir ; 
But  now  you  shall  forget  all.     Your  whore^ 

safe, 
And  all  your  jewels ;  your  boy  too. 

John.  Now  the  devil  indeed 
Lay  his  ten  claws  upon  thee  !  for  my  pate 
Finds  what  it  is  to  be  a  fiend. 

Ant.  All  safe  ? 

Petr.  'Pray  ye  know  ^is  person;   all's 
right  DOW. 

Ant.  Your  Grace  [whore? 

May  now  command  me  then.  Bat  where  s  my 

Petr.  Ilcady  to  go  to  whipping. 

Ant.  My  wfiore  whipp'd  ? 

Petr.  Yes,  your  whore,  without  (}oubt,  sir, 

Aut.  Whipp'd!  'Pray,  gentlemen 

Duke,  Why,  would  you  have  her  once 
more  roll  ye  ?  The  youn^  boy 
You  may  forgive;  he  was  enlic'd, 

John.  The  whore,  sir, 
Would  rather  carry  pity ;  a  handsome  whore ! 

Ant.  A  gentlemun,  I  warrant  thee. 

Petr,  Let*s  in  all; 
And  if  we  see  contrition  in  your  whore,  sir^ 
Much  may  be  done. 

Duke.  Now,  my  dear  fair,  to  you. 
And  the  full  consummation  of  my  vow ! 

[Exeunt^ 


EPILOGUE. 


We  have  not  held  you  long ;  nor  do  I  see 
One  brow  in  this  selected  company 
Assuring  a  dislike.    Our  pains  were  eas'd, 
Cpuld  we  be  confident  that  all  rise  plcab'd ; 


But  such  ambition  soars  too  high :  If  we 
Have  satisfied  the  best,  and  they  agree 
In  a  fair  censure,  we  have  our  reward, 
And,  in  ^em  ^m'd,  desire  no  sure  guard 


-  • 


THE 


TRAGEDY 


or 


ROLLO,  DUKE  OP  NORMANDY. 


A««ai 


^"he  Commendatory  Vefses  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  ascribe  tbis  Play  i^fbolly  to  Fletcher,  and 
his  name  alone  appears  in  the  title  of  the  first  copy  ive  meet  with,  which  wds  printed  tC 
Oxford  in  1G40,  under  the  name  we  have  adopted;  instead  of  Vtrhich  the  .Editor  of  thb 
second  folio  calls  it,  *  The  Bloody  Brother;  or,  Rollo.  A  Tragedy;'  which  Yariabo*  this 
subsequent  Editors  have  followed.  We  do  not  know  of  any  alterations  having  beeM  madi 
in  this  tragedy;  and  it  hasbctn  neglected  it  theTheatrci^  for  very  lUany  yedrd  pist. 


Persons  represented; 


Rollo,!  Smu  t6  tht  deceaied  Duke  <f  Nor- 
QiTO,   /     mandy, 

lAusaxT,  their  Kinsman. 

Glsbeet,  the  Chancellor, 

Baldwin,  the  Princes'  Tutor, 

KfpS,  \  C'^pt'in'ofOao^*  Faction. 

LATORai,  Favourite  to  Rolh, 
HaMOND,  Captain  of' the  Cnafdto  Rollo. 
Alla5,  Aw  Brother, 


NORBRETT," 

La  FisK, 

RuFEE,       yfafc  iheati^  Rjogudf,  ^ 

De  Bube, 

PiPEAU, 

Cook. 

Yeomaii  of  the  Cellar. 

Butler, 

Pantlcr. 

Lords^  Sherijf,  Guard,  Ofictri,  and  Bopi 

Sophia,  th^  old  Duchess. 
Matilda,  her  Daughter. 
Edith,  Daughter  to  Baldwin* 


vx 


ACT   I. 


scene  I; 

Enter  Gisbert  and  Baldwin^ 

!Baldwinrr^\lK  brothers  then  are  met? 
•*•    Gis.  Tlicy  are. 
Bald.  Tis  tlumght 
They  may  be  rcconcilM. 

Gis.  Tis  rather  wished  ; 
For  such,  whose  r€ason  doth  direct  their 

thoughts. 
Without  self-flattefyf  dare  not  hope  it,  Bald- 
win, [lic'v'd 
The  fires  of  love,  wliich  the  dead  duke  be-- 
His  equal  care  of  b«*>th  would  have  united. 
Ambition  hath  ilividtd :  And  there  are 
Too  many  on  both  parts,  that  know  they 

cannot 
Or  rf«c  to  vfealth  or  honour,  (their  main  ^nd^) 


tJnlcss  the  tctnpest  of  the  princes*  furjf 
Make  troubled  seas,  and  tliose  Seas  yield  Qt 

billows  [practi^i'd 

To  heave  them  up ;  and  these  are  too  well- 
In  their  bad  arts  to  give  way  to  a  calm. 
Which,  yielding  redt  to  good  men,  proves 

iheir  ruin. 
JBald.  And  in  the  shipwreck  of  tbeit*  hopei 

and  fortunes, 
The  dukedom  might  be  sav'd,  hfid  it  but  tea 
That  stood  affected  to  the  general  gdod. 
With  that  confirni*d  zCal  which  brare  Aubrey 

does. 
Gis.  lie  is  indeed  the  perfect  chanictcr 
Of  i\  good  man,  and  so  his  actions  speak  him. 
Bald.    But  did   you  observe   the  many 

doubts  and  cautions 
The  brothers  stood  upon  before  they  mei? 


T« 
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TOE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


Gis.  I  Hid;  and  yet,  that  ever  brothers 
should 
Stand  on  more  nice  terrns  than  sworn  enemies 
After  a  war  proclaim'cl,  would  with  a  strancrcr 
Wroni^  the  reporter's  credit.  Tlicy  snltitrri 
At  distance;  and  so  stf'on^  was  the  suspicion 
Each  had  of  other,  that,  before  they  durst 
Embrace,    they  were  by  sereral  servants 

scarch'd. 
As  doubdi'^  concenKd  wcnpons;  antidotes 
TaVn  openly  by  both,  feanng  tlie  room 
Appointed  for  the  interview  was  poison'd ; 
The  chairs  and  cushions,  with  like  care  sur- 

vey'd ; 
And,  in  a  word,  in  every  circumstance, 
So  jealous  on  both  part^,  that  it  is  more 
Than  to  be  fear*d,  concord  can  never  join 
Minds  so  divided. 

'liald.  Yet  our  best  endeavours 
Should  not  be  wanting,  (>isbert. 

Gls.  Neither  :i!mU  they. 

Enter  Grandpree  and  Vcrdon* 

But  what  arc  these  ? 

Bald.  They  arc  without  my  knowledge; 
But,  by  their  maimers  and  behaviours^ 
They  should  express  thcujselves. 

Grand}},  Since  we  sone  Rollo, 
Tlie eldest  brother,  we'll  be  Rollians,'  [mans. 
Who  will  maintain  us,  lads,  as  brave  as  Uo- 
You  stand  for  him? 

Verd,  I  do. 

Gratidp,  Why  then,  ob?crve  fsiness, 

How  much  the  business,  the  to-lonp'd-for  bu- 
By  men  that  are  nam'd  from  their  swords, 
concerns  you.  [under 

Lecliery^  our  rommon  friend,  so  Ibng  kept 
With  whips,  and  beating  fatal  hcmp,sluill  rise, 
And  Bawdry,  in  a  French  hood,  plead  before 

her; 
Where  it  shall  be  concluded,  after  twelve 
Virginity  shall  be  carted. 

Verd.  Excellent! 

Grandp.  And  Hell  but  grant,  the  quarrel 
that  s  between 
The  princes  may  continue,  and  the  business 
That's  of  the  sword,  l*  out-last  three  suits  in 

law  \ 
And  we  will  make  nttornics  lance-prizadoes', 
And  our  brave  gown-men  practisers  of  back- 
sword ; 
The  pewter  of  all  sen^eanis*  maces  shall 
Ik:  melted,  and  turu'd  into  common  flaggons, 
In  which  it  shall  be  lawful  to  carouse 
To  their  most  lousy  forluuf  s. 

Bald.  Here's  a  statesman  !  [petition, 

Grandp,  A  creditor  shAll  not  dare,  but  by 
To  make  demand  of  any  debt;  and  that 
Only  once  every  leap-year,  in  which,  if 


The  debtor  may  be  won,  for  a  French  crown 
To  pay  a  sous,  he  shall  be  rcgister'd 
His  benefactor. 

Verd,  The  chancellor  hears  you. 

Grandp.  Fear  not;   I  now  dare  speak  as 

loud  as  he. 

And  will  be  heard,  and  have  all  I  speak  law. 

Have  you  no  eye«i?  There  is  a  reverence  due 

From  children  of  the  gown,  to  men  of  action. 

(7is.  Ho\**h  this? 

Grandp,  Even  so :  Tlie  times,  the  times  are 
chano'd ; 
All  business  is  not  now  preferr'd  in  parch« 

nient. 
Nor  shall  a  grant  pass  which  wants  this  broad 

seal; 
Tliis  seal,  d'you  see?  Your  gravity  once  laid 
My  head  and  heels  toaether  in  the  d»ms;enn. 
For  cracking  a  scald  officer's  crown,  for  which 
A  time  is  come  for  vengeance,  and  expect  it ; 
For  know,  you  have  not  full  three  hours  to 

Gii,  Yes,  somewhat  longer.  [live. 

Grandp,  To  what  end? 

Gi8,  To  hang  you  ; 
Think  on  that,  nifliau ! 

Grandp.  For  yon,  schoolmaster. 
You  have  a  pretty  daughter:  Let  me  «ee: 
Near  three  o'clock,  (by  which  time,  I  much 

fear, 
r  shall  be  tir'd  with  killing  some  five  hundred) 
Provide  a  bath,  and  her  to  entertain  me. 
And  that  shall  be  your  mnsom. 

Bald,  Impudent  rascal  I 

Enter  Trcvile  and  Duprete. 
Gis,  More  of  the  crew  ? 
Grandp,  What  arc  you?  Rollians? 
Trev,  No ;  this  for  Rullu,  and  all  such  at 
serve  him ! 
We  stand  for  Otto. 

Grandp.  You  seem  men  of  fashion, 
.And  therefore  I'll  deal  fairly;  you  shall  have 
Ihe  honour  this  day  to  hv  chronicled 
The  first  men  kilPd  by  Grandpree.    You  see 

this  sword ; 
A  pretty  foolish  toy,  my  valour's  servant, 
And  1  may  boldiv  say  a  gentleman. 
It  having  made,  when  it  was  Charlemaign's, 
Three  thousand  kuighrs;  this,  sir,  shall  cut 

your  throat. 
And  do  you  all  fair  service  else. 

Trev.  I  kiss 
Your  hands  for  the  good  offer :  Here's  an- 
other, [proud 
The  servant  of  your  scr\'anty  which  shall  be 
To  be  scoured  in  your  sweet  guts;  'till  when, 
'Pray  you  command  me. 

Grandp,  Your  idohiter,  sir*. 

[Exeunt  omnes  prater  Git.  4'  Bald^ 


'  Lans-/;nV/r/(V*.]  As  we  can  annex  no  meaning;  to  hwH,  we  have  varied  it  to  lance,  and 
suppose,  from  the  context,  it  is  meant  they  should  ficht  (ot  prizes  with  the  lance. — Put  it  is 
not  iniprobal  Ic,  that  the  original  was  lanccptsade,  which  Dr.  Johnson  tells  us  *  is  the  ofii»  cr 
*  unber  the  corpond.' 

•  Grand.  Fowr  iV/u/fl/fr,  f/r.l  Tl:e  politeness  oC  the  French  duellists  is  inimitably  bur- 
Icspuedi  both  here  and  io  die  urst  act  of  The  Little  French  Lawyer.        Seward, 
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Gm.  That  ever  such  should  bear  the  names 
of  raep. 
Or  Justine  be  held  cruelty,  when  it  labours 
To'pluck  such  weeds  up ) 

Bold,  Yet  they  are  protected. 
And  by  the  great  ones. 

Gis.  Not  the  good  ones,  Baldwin. 

Enter  Aubrey. 

Auh.  Is  this  a  time  to  be  spent  thus,  by 

such 
As  arc  the  principal  ministers  of  the  state, 
When  they  that  are  the  heads  have  filfd  the 

court 
With  factions,  a  weak  woman  only  left  [arm 
To  stay  their  bloody  bands  ?  Can  her  weak 
Alone  divert  the  dangcrsready  now 
To  fall  upon  the  commonwealth,  and  bury 
The  honours  Of  it,  leaving  not  the  name  * 
Of  what  it  was?  Oh,  Gisbert,  the  fair  trinU 
Xnd  frequent  proofs  which  our  late  master 

made,  [ranee. 

Both  of  your  love  and  faith,  gave  him  assu- 
To  chuse  you  at  his  death  a  guardian,  nay, 
A  father  to  his  sons;  and  that  great  trust 
How  ill  do  you  dischars;e !  I  must  be  plain. 
That,  at  the  best,  you're  a  sad  looker-on 
Of  those  bad  practices  you  should  preveut. 
And  where's  the  use  of  your  philosophy 
In  this  so  needful  time  ?  Be  not  secure ; 


For,  Baldwin,beassur*d,  since  that  the  prinrcs 
(When  they  were  young,  itnd  apt  for  any 
form)  [orHerins;, 

Were  given  to  yonr  instruction  and  grave 
'Twill  be  expected  that  tiiey  should  be  good^ 
Or  their  bad  manners  will  b' imputed  yours. 

Bafd,  *Twas  not  in  me,  ray  lord,  to  alter 
u'Ature.  ,  fthat  will  not 

Gix.  Nor  can  my  counsels  work  on  them. 
Vouchsafe  me  hearing. 

Aub.  Do  these  answers  sort 
Or  with  your  place,  or  persons,  or  vour  years? 
Can  Gisbert,  beinoj  the  pillar  of  the  laws, 
See  them  trod  under  foot,  or  forcM  to  serve 
The  princes*  unjust  ends,  and,  with  a  frown, 
Be  sitencM  from  exclaiming  on  th* abuse? 
Or  Baldwin  only  weep  the  despVate  madness 
Of  his  seduced  pupils?  see  those  minds, 
(Which  with  gotnl  arts  he  labour*d  to  build  up. 
Examples  of  succeeding  times)  o*erturu*d 
By  undermining  parasites?  No  one  precept. 
Leading  to  any  act  or  great  or  good. 
Bat  is  forc'd  from  their  memory ;  in  whose 
room  [nientf 

Black  counsels  are  receivM,  and  their  rctire- 
And  secret  conference  producing  only 
Dcv'lish  designs,  a  man  would  shame  to  fa- 
ther! 
But  T  talk  when  I  should  do,  and  chide  otliers 
Fdr  that  I  now  oScnd  in  '. 


>  But  I  tatk  when  I  should  do,  iind  chide  oihfn 
Far  that  I  nov>  offend  in :  See't  coi\firm'dy 
Now  do,  or  never  spettk  more, 
Gisb.   We  areyours, 

Enter  Bolhy  Latorch,  Sec. 

Hollo.  You  shaU  I'now,  skc]   Thus  the  two  last  editions,  without  any  regard  to  tl»« 
aaarto,  which  prints  it  thus: 

'  But  I  talk  %vhen  T  should  do,  and  chide  others 

*  For  that  I  now  otfend  in.' 

SCENE  V. 
RoUo,  Latorch,  Trevile,  Grandpree,  Otto,  Verdon,  Duprete,  Gisbert,  Baldwin,  Aubrey^ 

Gisbs  *  Sce't  confirm'd : 

*  Ni)w  do,  or  never  speak  more. 
'  We  are  yours. 
RoUo.  *  You  shall  know,*  &c. 
This  is  certainly  much  preferable  to  the  former,  but  yet  I  believe  there  is  a  sm^^Il  mistaVn 
in  it.     *  See  it  confirnrd,*  is  a  mere  pleonasm  either  in  Gisbert's  or  Aubrey's  mouth  ;  but  iu 
Hollo's  it  is  a  fine  contiimation  of  a  supposed  previous  dispute  between  the  brothers.     Otto 
Imving  insisted  upon  the  confinnation  of  his  father*s  will,  which  appointed  him  coheir  of 
tlic  dukedom,  RoUo  with  indignation  replies,  « 

*  Sce't  confirm'd  ? ' 

The  abrupt  openin:^  of  a  play  or  scene  in  this  manner  is  a  very  great  beauty.  Terenct 
almost  always  introduces  his  characters  in  the  continuance  of  some  pi\ssion,  and  it  has  tht 
same  effect  which  the  like  conduct  has  in  the  epic  poem, 

' in  medias  res  / 

'  Non  scrusac  notas  auditorem  rapit.'        Seward, 
After  a  very  close  examination  of  this  passage  (which  is  a  very  difficult  one)  we  are  con- 
vinced that  none  of  the  books  have  yet  exhibited  the  genuine  reading.     The  quarto  very 
properly  finishes  Aubrey's  speech  with, 

*  But  I  talk  when  I  should  do,  and  chide  others 
'  For  that  I  now  offend  in.' 

The  two  dukes  and  their  several  followers  then  enter,  and  commence  a  new  sccnci  which 
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£nUr  JRnllo^  Latorch,  TVerife,  Grandpree, 
Otto,  VerdoTiy  and  Duprete. 

Trev,  Sce't  confirm *d. 
Now  do,  or  never  speak  more !  We  are  yours. 

Hollo.  You  shall  know  who  I  am  ! 

Otto,  I  do ;  my  equal ! 

Holh.  Tliy  prior*?.    Give  way !— Were  we 
alone,  Td  force  thee. 
In  tliy  best  blood,  to  write  thyself  uiy  subject^ 
And  fflad  I  would  receive  it. 

Aub.  Sir! 

Giib,  Dear  lord! 

Otto.  Thy  subject?  Tme, 

l^oUo.  Yes ;  nor  shall  tame  patience  nold 
A  minute  longer,  only  half  myself,  [sword 
My  birth  c^ave  nie  this  dukedom,  and  my 
Shall  change  it  to  the  common  ^rave  of  all 
That  treart  upon  her  bosom,  ere  I  part  with 
A  piece  of  earthy  or  title,  that  is  mine  ! 

Otto.  T  need  it  not,  and  would  scorn  to  re- 
ceive, 
Tho^  offcrM,  what  I  want  not:  Therefore 

know 
.From  rae,7tl'o'  not  delivered  in  gr6at  words. 
Eyes  red  with  rage,  poor  pride,  and  threatuin^ 

action) 
Our  father  at  his  death,  then,  when  no  accent 
(Wert  thou  a  son)  could  fall  from  him  in  vain, 
Made  us  co-heirs,  our  part  of  land  and  ho- 
nours 
Of  equal  weight ;  and,  to  see  this  confirm*d, 
The  oaths  of  these  are  yet  upon  record. 
Who,  tho'  they  should  forsake  me,,  and  call 

down 
The  plagues  of  perjury  on  their  sinful  heads, 
I  would  not  leave  myself* 


Trev.  Nor  will  we  see 


The  will  of  the  dead  duke  infringed. 

lAt.  ilor  I 
The  elder  robb*d  of  what*s  his  right. 

Graudp,  Nor  you  ? 
Let  me  take  place !— I  say,  I  will  not  see*t : 
My  sword  is  sharpest. 

Aub.  Peace,  you  tinder-boxesj 
That  only  carry  matter  to  make  a  flame 
Which  will  consume  you  ! 

Hollo.  You  are  troublesome :  [To  Baldwin^ 
Tliis  is  no  time  for  arguments!  My  title 
Needs  not  your  school-defences,  but  my 

sword, 
With  which  the  gordian  of  yoof  sophistry 
Being  cut,  shall  shew  th*  imposturc-^Fof 

your  laws. 
It  is  m  me  to  change  them  as  I  please, 

L  To  Gisbertt 
I  being  above  them,  Gisbett!  Would  you 
have  me  protect  them  ?  [rJ^or, 

Let  them  then  now  stretch*  their  extremesi 
Andbcize  u))on  that  traitor;  and  your  tongue 
Make  him  appear  first  dangVous,  and  then 

odious; 
And  after,  under  the  pretence  of  safety 
For  the  sick  state,  the  land^s and  peopled quiet^ 
.  Cut  off  his  head:  And  I'll  give  up  my  sword^ 
And  fight  with  them  at  a  inotc  certain  weapoit 
To  kill,  and  with  authority. 

Git.  Sir,  I  grant 
The  laws  are  useful  weapons,  but  found  out 
T'  assure  the  innocent,^  not  to  oppress, 

liolloi  Then  you  conclude  him  innocent  f 

Gis.  The  power 
Your  father  gave  him  must  not  prove  H  crimen 

Aub   Nor  should  you  so  receive  it. 


opens  abruptly,  it  is  true ;  but  the  first  line  and  half  have  nc%'cr  vet  been  assi^tied  to  the  real 
speaker.  From  all  that  has  gone  before,  it  is  absolutely  impossible  tliat  Gilbert,  Baldwin, 
or  Aubrey  should  utter  words  tendinj:  to  foment  the  dispute  which  tliey  had  shewn  themselves 
so  anxious  to  extinguish:  Tluy  certainly  belong  to  one  or  other  of  the  adherents  to  the  diffe-» 
rent  dukes.  If  the  point  of  mtcrrogation  is  adopted,  one  of  RoUo's  captains,  Grandpree 
or  Verdon,  is  the  speaker,  advising  him  by  no  means  to  listen  to  the  confirmation  of  his 
father's  will  (for  which  Otto  and  his  party  contend),  and  assuring  him  of  their  entire  support 
in  opposing.  If  the  point  of  interropition  is  rejected,  then  Trevile  or  Duprete,  the  captains 
of  Otto,  must  be  the  speaker.  Counselling  him  to  enforce  the  confinuntion  of  the  late  duke's 
will.  As  Hollo  immediately  after  says,  '  You  shall  know  who  I  am  !*  asserting  his  right  of 
eldership,  had  tlie  quarto  exhibited  the  point  of  interrogation,  we  should  have  inelined  to 
the  first  of  these  conjertures,  and  have  assigned  the  speech  to  Grundpree;  the  initial  letter 
a^  whose  name  being  the  same  with  that  of  Gisbert,  might  have  occasioned  the  mistake^ 
But  as  the  point  of  interrogation  occufs  in  no  edition  but  that  of  Mr.  Seward,  we  have  given 
the  words  to  one  of  Otto's  faction :  Their  proceeding  from  that  party,  and  Trevile  in  partH 
cular,  we  think  confirmed  by  Otto  himself  saying  afterwards, 

** andy  to  see  this  conjirm'd, 

'  The  oaths  of  tliese  are  yet  upon  record ;' 
when  Trevile  immediately  subjoins, 

* -Nor  will  we  see    - 

*  Tl)e  will  of  the  dead  duke  infringed.' 
The  words '  See*t  confifTn'd?*  do  nut  want  spirit  coming  from  Rollo,  but  no  editions  wafranf 
Mr.  Seward's  a««signing  them  to  him,  nor  docs  the  sense  render  it  necessary.  To  confirn* 
what  we  have  said  relative  to  Gisbert  and  Aubrey,  we  cannot  close  this  long  note  without 
observing,  that  the  very  next  words  they  deliver  are  entirely  consonant  to  what  we  have  said 
of  them,  and  tending  to  make  peace  between  the  two  dukes,  not  to  ^oflwae  their  ilisputcit 
^(.'Sir!*  Git6i  <  Dear  lord  P 


Act  I.  Scene  1.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY, 


14S 


Bald.  To  which  purpose. 
All  that  dare  challenge  auy  part  in  goodness 
Will  become  suppliants  to  you. 

JRoUo,  They  have  none  [y®"  • 

That  dare  move  me  in  tliis.    Hence !  ideiy 
3e  of  hia. party,  bring  it  to  your  laws, 
And  thou  thy  double  heart,  thou  popular  fool. 
Your  moral  roles  ot*  justice,  and  her  balance : 
X  stand  on  my  own  };uard ! 

OUo.  Which  thy  injustice 
"Will  make  thy  enemy's.     By  the  memory 
Of  him  whose  better  part  now  suffers  for  thee, 
Whose  reverend  ashes,  with  an  impious  hand, 
Thou  throw'st  out  to  contempt,  (in  thy  repi- 
ning 
At  his  so  just  decree)  thou  art  unworthy 
Of  what  his  last  will,  not  thy  merit, i;ave  thee  ! 
That  art  so  swuln  within,  with  all  those  mis- 
chiefs 
Tliat  e'er  made  up  a  tyrant,  that  thy  breast. 
The  prison  of  thy  purposes,  catmut  hold  tliem. 
But  that  they  break  fd^rth,  and,  in  thy  uwn 

words, 
Discover  what  a  monster  they  must  sen'c  . 
Tliat  shall  acknowledge  thee ! 
RoUo.  Thou  shalt  not  live 
To  b«  so  happy  !  [He  offers  his  sword  at  Oito^ 

the  faction  joinivs:. 
Aub,  [getting  between  the  brothers,^  Nor 
your  misery 
Begin  in  murder.    Duty,  allegiance. 
And  all  respects  of  wliat  you  are,  forsake  me ! 
Do  ye  stare  on  ?  Is  this  a  theatre  ? 
Or  sliall  these  kill  themselves,  like  to  mad 

fencers, 
To  make  ye  sport?  Keep  them  asunder,  or, 
By  fieav'n,  I'll  charge  on  all ! 

Grandp.  Keep  the  peace !  [me, 

I  am  for  you,  my  lord ;  and,  if  you*ll  have 
I'll  act  the  constable's  part. 
Aub,  Live  I  to  see  this  ? 
Will  you  do  that  your  enemies  dare  not  wish. 
And  cherish  in  yourselves  those  furies,  which 
IJell  would  cast  out?— Do,  (I  am  ready)  kill 

mo, 
And  these,  that  would  fall  willing  sacrifices 
Xo  any  power  that  would  restore  your  reason, 
And  make  ye  men  again,  which  now  ye  are 
not! 
Hollo.  These  are  your  bucklers^  boy ! 
(Mto.  My  hindrances ; 
And,  were  I  not  contirm'd,  my  justice  in 
The  taking  of  thy  life  could  not  weigh  down 
The  wrong  in  shedding  the  least  drop  of  blood 
Of  these  whose  goodness  only  tow  protects 
thee,  [self 

Tbou  shouldst  feel  I  in  act  would  prove  my- 
"^'hat  thou  in  words  dost  labour  to  appear : 
Rolio.  Hear  this,  and  talk  again?  ril  break 
thro*  all. 
But  1  will  reach  thy  heart. 


Otto,  Tis  better  guarded* 


Enter  Sophia, 
Sitph.  Make  way,  or  1  will  force  it !  Who 
are  these?  [on  me, 

My  sons  ?  mj^  shames  !  Turn  all  your  swords 
And  make  this  wretched  body  bui  onewoundt 
So  this  unnatural  quarrel  find  a  grave 
In  the  unhappy  womb  that  brought  ye  forth  ! 
Dare  you  remember  that  you  had  a  mother, 
Or  look  on  these  grey  haiVs,  (made  so  with 
tears,  [yet 

For  both  your  goods,  and  not  with  age)  and 
Stand  doubtful  to  obey  her?  From  me  you  had 
Life,  nerves,  and  faculties,  to  use  tliose  wea- 
pons; 
And  dare  you  raise  tliem  against  her,  to  whom 
You  owe  the  means  of  being  what  you  are? 
Olto,  All  peace  is  meant  to  you. 
Soph,  Why  is  this  war  then? 
As  if  your  arms  could  be  advancM,  and  I 
Not  set  upon  the  rack?  Your  blood  is  mine. 
Your  danger's  mine;  your  goodness  I  should 

share  in. 

And  must  be  branded  with  those  impious 

marks  [mine. 

You  stamp  on  your  own  foreheads  and  on 

1  f  you  go  on  thus.    For  my  good  name,  there* 

fore,  • 
Tho'  all  respects  of  honour  in  yourselves 
Be  in  your  fury  choak'd,  throw  down  your 

swords, 
(Your  duty  should  be  swifter  than  my  tongue) 
And  join  your  hands  while  they  are  innocent! 
YouVe  heat  of  blood,  and  youth  apt  to  am- 
bition, 
To  plead  an  easy  pardon  for  what's  past ; 
But  all  the  ills  beyond  this  hour  committed. 
From  gods  or  men  must  hope  for  no  excuse. 
Gis,  Can  you  hear  this  unmov'd? 
Jub.  No  syllable 
Of  this  so   pious   charm,  but  .should  havt 

power 
To  frustrate  all  the  juggling  deceits, 
With  which  the  devil  blinds  you. 

Olto,  I  begin 
To  melt,  I  know  not  how. 

JloUo,  Mother,  I'll  leave  you : 
And,  sir,  b;e  thankful  for  the  time  you  live, 
Till  we  meet  next,  (which  shall  be  soon  and 
To  her  persuasion  for  you.  [sudden) 

Soph,  Oh,  yet  stay,  [hearing 

And,  rather  than  part  thus,  vouchsafe  mc 
As  enemies  ! — How  is  my  soul  divided  ! 
My  love  to  both  is  equal,  as  my  wishes. 
But  is  returned  by  neitljer.    MygrievM  hcai^ 
Hold  yet  a  little  longer,  and  then  break  ! 
I  kneel  to  botii,  and  will  speak  so,  but  this 
Takes  the  authority  olTa  mother's  power*; 
And  therefore,  like  myself.  Otto,  to  thee: 
(And  yet  observe,  son^  how  tijy  mother's  team 


*  Takes  from  me  th*  authority  of  a  mother's  power.]  Quarto  res^Is, 

'  Talwes  the  authority  of  a  motlu^r's  power  i*  ^ 
If  this  Utter  be  not  more  corrupt,  it  is  eyioeut  tUat.^'  sbuuM  t>eq^  aa  I  first  iiUcndfd  to 

xeuc(^ 
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Outstrip  her  forward  words,  to  make  way 

for  'em) 
Thoa  art  the  voimper,  Otto;  yet  be  now 
The  first  example  of  obedience  to  uie, 
And  j^row  ihe  cider  in  iny  love. 

Otto.  The  Dicuns 
To  he  so  happy  ? 

S/ph.  This;  yield  up  thy  sword, 
And  let  tiiy  pietv  i:ivc  thy  mother  strencth 
To  take  that  from  tlitx*,  which  no  enemies' force 
Could  e*er  de^poii  thee  of! — Why  dost  thou 

tremble, 
And  with  a  fearful  eye,  fixM  on  thy  brother, 
Observ'st  his  reudy  sword,  as  bent  against 

thee  ? 
I  am  thy  armour,  and  will  be  picrc'd  thro* 
Ten  thousand  times,  before  I  will  give  way 
To  any  peril  may  arrive  at  thee ; 
And  therefore  fear  not. 

Otto,  Tis  not  for  myself, 
But  for  you,  mgJier:  You  arc  now  cn^t^'d 
In  more  than  lies  in  yourunquestion'd  virtue ; 
For,  since  you  have  disurm'd  me  of  defence, 
Should  I  full  now,  tho*  by  his  hand,  tlie  world 
ftlay  say  it  was  vour  practice. 

Soph.  All  worlds  perish, 
Before  my  piety  turn  Tit-awm's  parent ! 
Take  it  agam,  and  stand  upon  your  guard, 
And,  while  your  hiother  is,  continue arm'd  : 
And  yet  tliis  fear  is  needless;  for  I  know 
My  Hollo,  tho*  he  dares  as  much  as  man. 
So  tender  of  his  yet-untaiuted  valour. 
So  noble,  that  he.  dares  do  nothing  basely. 
You  doubt  hiw ;  he  feari  you ;  I  doubt  and 

fear 
Both,  for  each  other's  safety*,  not  mine  own. 
Know  yet,  iny  sons,  when  of  necessity 
You  must  deceive  or  be  docciv'd,  *tis  better 
To  sutler  treason,  than^to  act  the  traitor; 
And  in  a  war  like  this,  m  which  the  glory 
Is  his  that's  overcome — Consider  then 
H'bat 'tis  for '>^hich  vou  strive!  Is  it  tlie 

du!;edom? 
Or  the  command  of  these  so-ready  subjects  ? 


Desire  of  wealth  ?  Of  whatsoever  else 
Fires  your  ambition,  'tis  still  dcspVate  mad- 
ness, [of; 
To  kill  the  people  which  you  would  be  lords 
With  fire  and  sword  to  lay  that  country  waste 
Whose  rule  you  seek  for ;  to  cousuroe  thfe 

treasures. 
Which  are  the  sinews  of  your  government, 
Jn  cherishing  the  factions  that  destroy  it : 
Far,  far  be  this  from  you  !  Make  it  not  qufs- 

tiou'd  [dom 

Whether  you  can  have  interest  in  that  auke-* 
Whose  ruin  both  contend  for. 

Otto,  J  desire 
But  to  enjoy  my  own,  which  I  will  keep. 
Roih.  And  rather  than  posterity  shall  have 

cause 
To  say  I  ruin'd  nil,  divide  the  dukedom : 
I  will  accept  the  moiety. 

Otto.  I  embrace  it.  [limb. 

Soph.  Divide  me  first,  or  tear  me  limb  bj 
And  let  them  find  as  many  several  graves 
As  there  are  villages  in  Normandy : 
And  *tis  less  sin,  than  so  to  weaken  it. 
To  hear  it  meutioird  doth  already  make  me 
Envy  my  dead  lord,  and  almost  blaspheme 
Thoije  powci's  which  heard  my  prayers  for 

fruitfulncss,  ,  [womb ! 

And  did  not  with  my  first  birth  close  my 
To  me  alone  my  second  blessing  proves 
My  first,  my  first  of  misery  *•;  for  if  Heav'n, 
That  gave  me  RoUo,  there  had  staid  his  bounty ,j 
And  Otto,  my  dear  Otto,  ne*er  had  been. 
Or  being,  had  not  been  so  worth  my  love,    - 
The  stream  of  my  affection  had  run  constant 
In  one  fair  current;  all  my  hopes  had  beeu 
Laid  up  in  one,  and  fruitful  Normandy 
In  this  division  had  not  lost  her  glories: 
For  as 'tis  now,  'tis  a  fair  diamond. 
Which  being  preserv'd  entire,  exceeds  n\} 

value. 
But  cut  in  pieces  (though  these  pieces  are 
Set  in  fine  gold  by  the  best  workman's  cui>* 

ning) 


read,  and  find  that  Mr.  Theobald  read  so  too:  But  there  is  a  plponasm  and  impropriety  in 
taking  aui/ioritt/  fhnn  pozter,  which  I  scarce  think  genuine,  a^d  I  therefore  insert  in  the 
text  what  seoms  the  natural  expression.         Seward, 
Mr.  Seward  reads, 

*  Takes  from  me^the  authority  of  a  mother* 
Of  for  o/*is  all  the  emendation  necessary.     Mr.  Seward  goes  too  far  in.  rectifying  what  h^ 
tJiinks  *  pleonasm  and  impropriety;'  for  whick  he  substitutes  a  text  of  frigidity. 
*  lioth ;  for  others  mfety^  not  my  ok;s.]  Mr.  Seward  added  the  word  each. 
^  To  me  atone  wi/  setotid  biemn^  provei  my  firsts 

Mf/fust  of'  miscrtf ;  for  if  Heav'n,  &c. J  i'wpliia  says,  that  her  second  blessing  made  her 
irst  become  a  curse  to  her,  which  was  certainly  the  case,  as  Hollo  was  the  incendiary. 

Sevard, 
We  do  not  think  she  means  to  reflect  on  either  Otto  or  RoUo  ;  but  to  say,  '  that  her  ha- 
ving a  second  son,  rendered  it  unhap|»y  for  her  that  she  had  a  first ;'  that  is,  that  her  misery 
arose  from  her  having;  more  than  one,  which  fruitfulness  was  to  other  women  commonly  a 
blessing.    I'liis  is  plain  from  her  saying  immediately  before,  tliat  she  could 

'  almost  blaspheme 

*  Those  powers  that  heard  her  prayers  for  frvitfulncis^ 
*'  And  did  not  with  herjirst  birth  ciote  her  veontif,* 
The  Ksi  of  the  speech  confirms  this  interpretatioii* 
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Parts  with  all  estimation  :  So  this  dakcdom, 
As  'tis  jet  whole,  the  neighbouring  kings  may 

cov^t, 
But  cannot  compass ;  which  divided,  will 
Become  the  spoil  of  every  barbarous  foe 
That  will  invade  it. 

Gii,  How  this  works  in  both !  [fire. 

Bald,  Prince  Roilo*s  eyes  have  lost  their 

Git.  And  anger. 
That  but  cv^n  now  wholly  possess*d  good 

Otto, 
ilath  given  place  to  pity« 

Jttb,  End  not  thus, 
Ida  Jam,  but  perfect  what's  so  well  begun. 

Soph.  1  see  in  both  fair  signs  of  reconcile- 
ment; [ofier 
Make  them  sure  proofs  they  are  so:  The  fates 
To  your  free  choice,  either  to  live  examples 
Of  piety,  or  wickedness :  If  the  latter 
Blinds  so  your  understanding,  that  you  cannot 
Pierce  thro*  her  painted  outside,  and  discover 
That  she  is  all  deformity  within. 
Boldly  transcend  all  precedents  of  mischief. 
And  let  the  last  and  tne  worst  act  of  tyrants^, 
The  murder  of  a  mother,  but  begin 
The  scene  of  blood  you  after  are  to  heighten ! 
But  if  that  Virtue,  and  her  sure  rewards, 
Can  win  you  to  accept  her  for  your  guide. 
To  lead  you  up  to  Heaven,  and  there  fix  you 
The  fairest  stars  in  the  bright  sphere  of  ho^ 

Dour{ 
Make  nie  the  parent  of  an  hundred  sons, 
All  brought  iuto  the  world  with  joy^  not 

sorrow. 
And  every  one  a  father  to  his  country. 
In  being  now  made  mother  of  your  concord  ! 

Roiio.  Such^  and  so  good,  loud  Fame  for 
ever  speak  you  ! 

Bald,  Ay,  now  they  meet  like  brothers. 

[The  brothers  throw  down  t/ieir 
swordSy  and  embrace. 

Git,  My  heart's  joy 
Flows  thro'  ray  eyes. 

Auh.  May  never  woman  s  tongue 
Hereafter  be  accus'd,  for  this  one's  goodness ! 


Otto,  If  we  contend,  froili  this  hour,  it 
shall  be 
How  to  overcome  in  brotherly  affection. 

Uollo,  Otto  is  Rollo  now,  and  Rollo,  Otto;. 
Or,  as  they  have  one  mind,  rather  one  name* 
From  this  atonement*  let  our  lives  begin  ; 
Be  all  the  rest  forgotten ! 

Aub,  Spoke  like  Rollo !  [ment^ 

Soph,  And,  to  the  honour  o^  this  reconcile- 
We  all  this  night  will,  at  a  publick  feast, 
With  choice  wines,  drown  our  late  fears,  ilnd 

with  musick 
Welcome  our  comforts. 

Bald.  Sure  and  certain  ones.  rsonsj 

Soph.  Supported  thus,  I  am  secure !  Ob^ 
This  is  your  mother's  triumph  1 

BoUo,  You  deserve  it.  [Exeunti 

Alanent  Grandpree,  Verdom^   SVemVe,  and 

Duprete, 

Grandp.  Did  eVer  such  a  hdp'4*for  busioeit 
end  thus?  [Grandpree^ 

Verd.  'Tis  fatal  td  us  all;  and  yet  you. 
Have  the  least  cause  to  fear. 

Grandp,  Why,  what's  my  hope  ?  [hanged  i 

Verd,  The  certain^  that  you  have'to  be 
You  know  the  chancellor's  promise* 

Grandp.  Plague  upon  you! 

Verd,  What  think  you  of  a  bath,  and  A 
lord's  daughter, 
Td  entertain  you  ? 

GraHdp,  Those  desires  are  of 
Frail  thoughts'.    All  friends;  no  Rdfians 
now,  nor  Otto*s !  [vantt 

The  several  court'sies  of  our  swords  and  ser^ 
Defer  till  apter^consequence ;  let's  make  use 
Of  this  night's  freedom,  a  short  parliament 

to  us. 
In  which  it  i;*rill  be  lawful  to  wiilk  freely  *•; 
Nay,  to  our  drink  .ni'e  shall  have  meat  too^-' 

and  that's 
No  usual  business  to  the  men  o'tb*  sword. 
Drink  deep  with  me  to-night,  we  slmll  to* 
Or  whip  or  hang  the  merrier.  [morron^ 

JVev,  Lead  the  way  then.  lEseunti 


7  And  let  the  last  and  the  worst  act  o/*  tyrannies. 

The  murther  tvf  a  mother,  &c.]  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sjrmpson  both  concuf  with  mi 
in  preferring  tj^rants  to  tj/rannies,  aS  the  allusion  to  Nero's  murdering  his  mother  become! 
luore  evident.         Seward.  ^ 

•  Alonewent.]  i.  e.  according  to  the  old  writers,  reconciliation, 
9  Those  desires  are  ol  frail  thoughts, 

AUj'ritndSy  no  Rulfians  now,  6cc.]  Quarto.    The  subsequent  editions  read^ 

-Those  desires  are  off. 


!• 


*  Frail  thoughts,  no  Hollians  now^  nor  Otto's.' 
eVs  make  use 


Of  this  Tiight^sfreedofh,  a  short  parliament  to  ut,  / 

In  which  it  will  be  lawful  to  walk  frceli/,]  Mr.  Sympson  thinks  that  to  CarfJ  on  tdi^ 
isctaphor  from  the  parliament  we  should  read, '  talk  freely/ and  indeed  I  at  first  altered  it  so 
myself;  but  considering  the  privilege  of  parliament  exempting  the  members  from  imprison^ 
ment,  and  the  fear  Grandpree  was  in  of  having  only  ode  night's  exemption  from  it;  tjMf- 
present  readiu';  seems  unexceptionable*        Sewdrdi 
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The  tragedy  of  rollo. 


[Act  9.  ictUB  h 


ACT    11. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Latorch  and  Rollo. 

Lot,  "MZIIY  should  this  trouble  you  ? 
'  '    Rollo.  It  does,  and  must  do 
Till  I  find  case. 

Lat.  Consider  then,  and  quickly  ;  [you, 
And,  like  a  wise  man,  take  the  current  with 
Which,  once  turn'd  head,  will    sink  you. 

Blest  Occasion 
Offevs  herself  in  thousand  safeties  to  you ; 
Time  standing  still  to  point  you  out  your 

purpose. 
And  Resolution  (the  true  child  of  V^irtue) 
Ready  to  execute.   What  dull  cold  weakness 
Has  crept  into  you^  bosom,  whose  mere 

thoughts,  [rests. 

Like  tempests,  ploughing  up  the  sailing  fo- 
£v'n  with  their  swing'  were  wont  to  shake 

down  hazards? 
What  is*t  ?  your  mother's  tears 
Rollo.  Prithee  be  patient. 
Lat.  Her  hands  held  up  ?  her  prayers,  or 

her  curses  ?  [woman  "  ! 

Oh,  power  of  pra^V  and  tears  droppM  by  a 
Take  heed  the  soldiers  see  it  not :  *tis  misera- 
ble, *  [friends. 
In  Rollo  below  miserable ;  take  heed  your 
The  sinews  of  your  cause,  the  strength  you 

stir  by, 
Take  heed,  I  say,  they  find  it  not;  take  heed 
Your  own  repentance  (like  a  passing-bell) 
Too  late  and  too  loud,  tell  the  world  you're 

perish'd  ! 
What  noble  spirit,  eager  of  advancement, 
Whose  employment  b  his  plough;  what  sword 

whose  sharpness 


Waits  but  the  arm  to  wield  it ;  or  what  hop«, 
After  the  world  has  blown  abroad  thisweak^^ 

ness. 
Will  move  again,  or  make  a  wish  for  Rollo  ? 
Rollo.  Are  we  not  friends  again,  by  each 

oath  ratified? 
Our  tongues  the  heralds  of  our  hearts  ? 
Lat.  Poor  hearts  then  ! 

Rollo.  Our  worthier  friends 

Lat.  No  friends,  sir,  to  your  honour ; 
Friends  to  your  fall !  Where  is  your  under* 

standing. 
The  noble  vessel  that  your  full  soul  sail'd  in, 
Ribb'd  round  with  honours  ?  where  is  that  ? 

'tis  ruin'd, 
The  tempest  of  a  woman's  sighs  has  sunk  it. 
Friendship  (take  heed,  sir !)  is  a  smiling  harlot^ 
That,  when   she  kisses^  kills!  A  solder'd 

friendship, 
Piec'd  out  with  promises?  Oh,  painted  ruin ! 
Rollo.  Latorch,  he  is  my  brotlier. 
Lat.  The  more  doubted  ; 
For  hatred  hatch*d  at  home  is  a  tame  tiger, 
May  fawn  and  sport,  but  never  leave  his  nst* 

ture. 
The  jars  of  brothers,  two  such  mighty  ones, 
Are  like  a  small  stone  thrown  into  a  river, 
The  breach  scarce  heard,  but  view  the  beaten 

current. 
And  ^ou  shsill  see  a  thousand  angry  rings 
Rise  m  his  face,  still  swelling  and  still  growing: 
So  jars  circle  in'  distrusts;  distrusts  breed 

dangers,  [shadow, 

A\id  dangers  death  (the  greatest  extreme) 
Till  nothmg  bound  'em  but  the  shore,  their 

graves'*.' 
There  is  no  manly  wisdom,  nor  no  safety, 


*>  Oh,  power  ofj>rayer,  drop^d  through  by  a  woman.']  I  suspect  that  there  is  a  mistake  in 
ihe  latter  part  of  this  hne ;  for  what  is  the  antecedent  to  *  drop'd  through  by  a  woman  P  Wf 
must  go  back  to  thoughts  or  resolution,  and  then  indeed  it  is  intelligible :  But  I  rather  think 
the  true  reading  to  be, 

*  Oh,  powV  of  pray  V  and  tears  drop'd  by  a  woman  !*  Seward, 

We  think  Mr.  Scm  ard*s  conjecture  so  right  that  We  have  given  it  a  place  in  tlie  text, 
lAtorch  asks,  *  What  is't?  your  mother's  tears,  or  her  prayers  f*  and  then  exclaims, 

*  Oh,  powV  of  prayers  and  tears  drop'd  by  a  woman  !' 

This  reading  meets  with  a  still  stronger  confirmation  by  Hollo's  afterwards  saying  (p.  147) 

*  My  mother's  tears,  and  womanish  cold  prayers, 

*  Farewell  I'  . 

*•  So  jars  circling  distrusts,  distrusts  breed  dangers, 
And  danf^ers  death,  the  greatest  extreme  siiadow, 
^Till  nothing  bound  *em  but  f/*«.  shore,  their  grttves,"]  The  old  quarto  reads^ 

*  So  jars  circling  in  distrusts,  distrusts  pull  down  dangers, 

*  And  dangers  death,  the  greatest  extreme  shadow, 

*  Till  nothing  bound  them  but  the  showers,  their  graves.' 

The  late  editions Jiavc  corrected  showers  rii;ht;  but  how  does  the  word  shadam  carry  on  the 
Bletaphor  ?  and  what  poor  measure  is  the  first  line  !  I  hope  I  have  restored  the  true  reading^ 
w^  it  perfects  the  measure,  and  makes  the  wihole  metaphor  consistent.        Seward, 
Ml".  Seward  thus  alters  this  passage : 

*  So  jars  distrusts  encircle;  distrusts  dangers, 

*  And  dangers  death  the  greatest  cxtveme follows, 

*  Till  nothing  bound  'em  but  the  shoar,  their  graves.* 

Wi  apprehend  \hs  Alitor  of  the  folio  made  a  laistake  wheaiateadiog  lo  coprect  tbe&i^ 
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lo  leaning  to  this  league^  this  piece-patcht 

friendship, 
This  rear'd-up  reconcilement  on  a  billow; 
Which,  as  it  tumbles,  totters  down  your  for- 
tune, [ture 
Is^t  not  your  own  you  reach  at,  law  and  na- 
Ushering  the  way  before  you?  Is  not  he 
Born  and  bequeath*d  your  subject  ? 
Rollo.  Ha! 
Lat,  What  fool 
Would  give  a  stonn  leave  to  disturb  his  peace, 
Wlien  he  may  shut  the  casement  ?  Caa  that 

man 
Has  won  so  much  lipon  you  by  your  pity, 
And  drawn  so  high  *3,  that  like  an  ominous 

comet  [lion 

He  darkens  all  your  li&^ht;  can  this  coucird 
(I'ho*  now  he  licks  and  locks  up  his  fell  paws, 
Craftily  humming)  like  a  cat  to  qp;een  you) 
pat  (when  ambition  whets  him,  and  time  fits 

him)  [heart  out  ? 

Leap  to  his  prey,  and  seizM  once,  suck  your 
D'  you  make  it  conscience  ? 

tloilo^  Conscience^  Latorch  !  what's  that? 
Lat.  A  fear  they  tie  up  fools  in,  Nature's 

cowaJrd,  [rits 

Taking  the  blood  *<,  and  chilling  the  full  spi- 
With  apprehension  of  mere  clouds  and  sha* 

d  ows. 


Rolh.  I  know  no  conscience,  nor  I  fear  no 
shadows ! 

iMt.  Or  if  youdid,  if  there  were  con  science. 
If  the  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a  curb**; 
The  fiery  mind  such  puddle  to  put  it  out ; 
Must  it  needs,  like  a  rank  vine,  run  up  rudely, 
And  twine  about  the  top  of  all  our  happiness, 
Honour  and  Rule,  and  there  sit  shading  of 
us  »6  ?  [satisfied,. 

Rollo.  It  shall  not,  nor  itrnust  not !  I  am 
And  once  more  am  myself  again. 
My  mother's  tears,  and  womanish  cold  pray- 
ers, [Conscience, 
Farewell  I    I  have  forgot  you.    If  there  b^ 
Let  it  not  come  betwixt  a  crown  and  me, 
(Which  is  my  hope  of  bliss)  and  I  believe  it. 
Otto,  our  friendship  thus  I  blow  to  air, 
A  bubble  for  a  boy  to  play  withal ;        [this. 
And  all  the  vows  my  weakness  made,  lik« 
Like  this  poor  heartless  rush,  I  rend  a-pieces. 

Lat.  Now  you  go  right,  sir !  now  your  eyes 
are  open.  [he  is, 

Rollo.  My  father's  last  petition's  dead  at 
And  all  the  promises  I  clos'd  his  eyes  with. 
In  the  same  grave  I  bury. 

Lat.  Now  you  are  a  man,  sir. 

Rolh.  Otto,  thou  shew'stmy  winding-sheet 

before  me,  [fi^©* 

Which,  ere  I  put  it  on,^like  Heav'n's  blest 


line,  and  left  circling  instead  of  altering  it  to  circlef  omitting  in,  which  should  have  remained. 
This  small  variation  from  the  second  folio  is  all  which  seems  necessary,  instead  of  the  vio^ 
lent  alterations  made  by  Mr.  Seward.  His  asking, '  How  docs  the  word  shadow  carry  on  th« 
*  metaphor?'  must  have  arose  from  his  thinking  it  a  iubstanlive,  instead  of  a  verb, 

'5  And  drawn  so  high.]  Mr.  Seward,  thinking  the  sense  incomplete,  introduces  an  auxiliary 
verb,  reading, 

♦  And*s  drawn  so  high ' 

We  see  no  necessity  for  the  addition,  but  think  it  flattens  the  text. 

'^ Tasting  the  bloi}d.]  So  quarto.    The  two  following  editions  read,  palling;  and  Mr.  Sew* 
ard  proposes  either  tainting  or  taking,  and  adopts  the  former.   We  think  the  latter  prefer- 
able; it  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters,  and  perfectly  agreeable  to  the  context.     An  cx^ 
planation  of  taking  will  be  found  in  note  ^7  gf  I'he  False  One.         / 
**  If  the  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a  curb 
To  thejierj/  mind,  such  puddles  to  put  it  out."]  The  old  quarto  reads  this  passage  thus: 

*  If  the  free  soul  could  sutfer 

.  *  The  fiery  mind,  such  puddle  to  put  it  out.' 
Mr.  Sympson  thinks  that  we  should  strike  out  the  additions  of^  the  late  editions,  and  tliat 
tbc  old  reading  is  right.  To  me  it  does  not  seem  so ;  for  two  metaphors  are  confounded 
and  have  but  one  verb,  which  suits  to  t\\Q  fiery  mind,  but  not  so  well  to  the  former;  or  if  it 
does,  the  freesoul  sind  fieri/  mind  will  be  mere  tautology.  I  therefore  approve  the  additions 
o£  the  late  editions,  and  believe  them  genuine,  however  they  came  by  them.  That  they 
Imd  them  from  some  manuscript,  and  not  from  conjecture,  I  am  persuaded :  Because  they 
have  so  printed  them  as  evidently  to  shew  (hat  they  did  not  understand  the  least  syllabi^  of 
^m«    Thoy  make  tlie  sense  thus; 

*  If  the  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a  curb 
'  To  the  fiery  mind  ? ' 

Here,  therefore,  is  all  the  tautology  and  confusion  of  metaphors  which  is  found  in  the  defi«w 
cient  text  of  the  old  quarto ;  but  how  infinitely  is  it  improved  when  each  metaphor  is  prON  ' 
served  distinct  and  separate  \ 

*  If  the  free  soul  could  saflfer  such  a  curb; 

'  The  fiery  mind  such  puddle  t'  put  it  out; ' 
Mr.  Theobald  overlooked  the  corruptions  of  this  passage,  so  I  cannot  tell  his  sentiments^ 

Seward. 
*^  Sit  shaking  of  01.1  ^^'  Sympsoo  proposes  the  variation  in  the  text,  and  we  think  it  % 
)ttppy  conjecture. 

U  « 
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In  my  descent  HI  make  it  blush  in  blood ! 
(A  crown,  a  crown !  Oh,  sacred  rule,  now 

fire  me!) 
Nor  shall  tl)e  pity  of  thy  youth,  false  brpther, 
Altho'  a  thousand  virgms  kneel  before  me. 
And  every  dropping  eye  a  court  of  mercy, 
The  same  blood  with  me,  nor  the  reverence 
Due  to  my  mothers  blessed  womb  that  bred 

us, 
Redeem  thee  from  my  doubts :  Thou  art  a 

wolf  here. 
Fed  with  my  fears,  and  I  must  cut  thee  from 
No  safe^  else  >^.  [me* ; 

Lat,  But  be  not  too  mucli  stirr'd,  sir. 
Nor  too  high  in  your  execution  i  Swallowing 

waters 
Itun  deep  and  silent,  'till  they're  satisfied. 
And  smile  in  thousand  curls,  to  gild  their 

craft ;  [wit  work. 

liCt  your  sword  sleep,  and  let  my  two-edg'd 
This  happy  feast,  the  full  joy  of  your  friend- 
Shall  be  his  last !  [ship. 
Hollo,  How,my  Latorch? 
Lot,  Why  thus,  sir: 
111  presently  go  dive  into  tlie  ofBcers 
That  minister  at  table ;  gold  and  goodness*'. 
With  promise  upon  promise,  ^d  time  neces^ 
'       sary,                            .          . 
nipour  into  them, 
-   Aolio,  Canst  thou  do  it  neatly? 

Lat.  Let  me  alone;  and  such  a  bait  it  shall 
Shall  take  off  all  suspicion.  >  •  •       ^^e, 

Rdllo,  Go,  f^^d  prosper  | 


}¥  ROLLQ,  [Act  f.  Scene  9; 

Lat.  Walk  in  then^  and  your  smoothest 
face  put  on,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  the  Mailer  Cooky  Butler^  JPant/er^ 
Yeoman  of  the  CelUvy  with  a  jack  of  beer 
and  a  dUh, 

Cook^  A  hot  day,  a  hot  day,  vengeance 

hot,  boys !  [ter  I 

Give  me  some  drink;  this  fire's n plaguy  fret<» 
Body  of  me,  I  am  dry  still!  give  ine  the 

jack,  boy; 
This  wooden  skiff  holds  nothing. 

Pant,  And  'faith,  mnster,  [eating. 

What  brave  new  meats  ?  for  here  will  be  old 

Cook.  Old  and  young,  boy,  let  'em  all  eat^ 

I  have  it ;  [name, 

Fve  ballast  for  their  bellies,  if  they  eat  a  god*s 

Let  'cm  have  ten  tire  of  teeth  a-piece,  I  care 

Butn  But  what  new  rare  munition?     [not. 

Cook.  Pho !  a  thousand : 

I'll  make  you  pigs  speak  French  at  table  >% 

and  a  fat  swan  [lenge  2 

Come  sculling  '^  out  of  England  with  a  chul- 
ril  make  you  a  dish  of  calves*  feet  dance  the 

canaries,  Pem; 

And  a  consort  of  cramm'd  capons  fiddle  tQ 
A  calf's  head  speak  an  oracle,  and  a  dozet^ 

of  larks 
Rise  iVom  tlie  dish,  and  sing  all  supper-time  3 
Tis  nothing,  boys.  IVe  fram'd  a  fortificatioA 
Out  of  rye-paste,  which  is  impregnable ; 


*  Fed  with  myfean,  and  Itaust  cut  thee  from  me, 
A  crown,  a  crown,  oh,  sacred  rule,  now  fire  me ! 

No  iafety  else.]  We  believe  the  second  qf  these  lines  to  be  improperly  repeated  herejt 
by  some  accidental  interpolation. 
*7   Ko  safety  else, 
Lat.  But  be  not  too  much  stirred,  tiV, 

Nor  too  high  in  your  execution :  Steallowing  waters 

Run  deeoy  &c.]  Mr.  Seward  here  objects, '  the  measure  is  quite  lost,'  and  '  the  sense 
very  stiff;'  and  then  prints  as  follows: 

'  No  safety  else.        Lat.  But  be  not  too  much  stirr*d,  sir, 
<  Nor  too  nigh-^Arfa^ning  in  youf  execution, 
'  Ever  remember  J  sir,  that  swallowing  waters,'  &c. 
Ib  which  interpolations  he  professes  to  have  copied  a  passage  in  Shakespeare's-Henry  VTII. 
But  we  see  no  reason,  nor  shadow  of  authority,  for  departing  fr-om  the  old  text,  merely  to 
•hew  Mr.  Sewa^'d's  talent  of  imitation,  > 

^  '^  Gold  and  goodness,]  As  goodness  seems  an  odd  motive  to  persuade  people  to  murder, 
I  at  first  thought  we  should  read, '  Gold  &i)d  greatness,  or  goods ;^  but  I  now  believe  the  old 
reading  right.  As  Vice  always  assumes  some  pretence  of  good,  so  Latorch,  in  persuading 
the  servants  to  the  murder,  urges  the  good  of  the  state,  and  the  general  blessing.  Seward, 
Goodness  means  good  things:  Mr.  Seward  might  have  remembered  '  filling  the  hungry 
with  eood  things.* 

'9  iV/  make  you  pigs  speak  French  at  table,  and  a  fat  swan.]  Mr.  Theobald  very  justly 
ptrikes  out  the  words  at  tubUy  as  unnecessary  to  the  sense  and  injurious  to  the  measure* 

Seward. 
We  cannot  think  Theobald  had  any  right  to  strike  out  the  words,  which  are  not  foreign 
to  the  sense,  and  do  not  render  the  measure  more  irregular  than  it  is  in  many  other  places. 
Editors  are  not  to  correct  their  Autiiors,  but  to  publish  them  as  the  Authors  left  them.    The 
measure  too  in  this  speech  is  particularly,  and  perhaps  pur|>osely,  licentious. 

•®  Sculing.J  So  quarto.  Mr.  Sympson  reads  satlhng,  which  Mr.  Seward  calls  an  ^inger.i- 
pius  emendation :'  To  be  sure,  if  modernizing  the  orthography  of  a  word  which  could  not 
be  mistaken  is  ingeniouif  this  is  so.    Th^  folio  reads,  sailing. 


Act  S.  Scne  a.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


l«t 


And  against  that,  Tor  two  long  hoiin  together. 
Two  doiea  of  nwrrow-bouca  shall  play  can- 
tin  nallj.  [white4«otli, 
For  fish,  111  make  ]rou  a  sbuiding  lake  ot' 
And  pikes  come  plowing  up  tbe  pliuns  before 

ArioD  on  a  dolphin,  plajini:  lachryniB  ! 
And  brave  king  herring  wiui  hii  oil  and  onion 
Cruwn'd  with  a  lemon  peel,  his  way  prepHr'd 
With  his  strong  §;uard  orpilchert. 
1*011'.  A  ¥  nuirty,  musler ! 
Cook.  All  tbeie are  nothing:  I'llmakeyou 
■  stubble  goose  [scntlj. 

Turn  o'th'  toe  thrice,   do  a  crosi  point  pre^ 
And  tlien  sit  down  again,  and  cry,  'Cotne 
eat  me ! '  {mourning, 

These  are  for  miith.  Now,  sir,  for  matter  of 
III  bring  you  in  the  lady  lAiu-of-Teal, 
With  the  long  love  she  bore  the  prince  of 
OmHa.  Thou  boy,  thoul  [Orai^. 

Caik.  I  bavB  a  trick  for  thee  too, 
And  H  rare  trick,  and  I  hnre  done  it  for  thee. 
fro.  What's  that,  good  master? 
Cook.  Tis  asacriiice: 
A  full  vine  bending,  like  nn  arch,  and  under 
Tbe  blown  giid  Bacchu*, sitting  on  a  bogsliend, 
Hii  altar  here;  before  that,  a  plump  vintner 
Kneeling,  and  offering  incense  to  bis  deity, 
Wbich  shall  be  only  this,   red  sprats  and 
pilcbers.  [the  wine  on. 

But.  This  when  tbe  talile'sdrann,  todraw 
Caitk.  Tboa  bast  it  right;  and  then  comes 

thy  song,  Butler. 
Pant.  This  will  be  admirable! 
Ya>.  Oh,  sir,  most  admirable ! 
Cook.  If  you'll  have  the  pnste  speak,  'd* 
in  my  powet ; 
rveSreenuughloworkit.  Come, stand  close, 
And  now  rehearse  ihe  song,  we  may  be  per- 
fect, [thcra. 
T'le  drinking  song;  and  say  I  were  the  bro- 

TBE  S0N6. 
Drint  to-day,  and  drown  all  sorrow. 
You  shall  perhaps  not  do  it  tomorrow. 
Best  while  ycu  have  it  use  your  breath ; 
There  is  no  drinking  after  death. 
Wine  works  the  heart  up,  wakes  the  wit, 
There  is  no  cure  'gainst  age  but  iL 
|t  helps  the  hcad-ach,  cough  and  ptisick, 
And  is  for  all  diseases  physick. 
Then  let  ns  swill,  boys,  for  our  health ; 
Who  drinks  well,  loves  tliccommoaweoltli. 
And  be  that  will  to  bed  go  sober. 
Falls  with  tlie  leaf,  still  iu  October. 

Well  bare  you  bprne  yourselves,  A  red  deer 
pie,  buys. 

And  that  nolcan  one,  I  bequeath  your  virtues. 

What  friends  hast  thou  to-day^  no  citizens? 
Fml.  Yes,  father,  the  old  crew. 


CiwJc.  By  the  nuus,  trne  wenches ! 
Sirrah,  set  by  a  chine  of  beef,  and  ahotpalty, 
And  let  the  joU  of  sturgeon  be  corrected : 
And(doyc>uniark,iir?]stalkme  to  a  pheasant. 
And  see  an  vou  can  shoot  her  into  til'  cellar. 

But.  God-a-mercy,  lad,  send  me  thy  roar- 
ing bottles". 
And  with  such  oectarl  will  see  'em  fill'd. 
That  all  tliou  speak'it  shall  be  pure  Helicoii. 

Enter  Lalorck. 
Monsieur  Lalorch?  What  news  with  htinP 
Save  you  !  [men  [ 

Ijit.  Save  you,  master !  save  you,  gentle- 
You're  casting  for  this  preparation, 
This  joyful  supper  for  the  royal  brothers. 
J'mglad  I've  metyou  fitly,  for  to  your  charge. 
My  bountiful  brave  Butler,  I  must  deliver 
A  bevy  of  young  lasses,  that  must  look  on 
This  nigh t'«  solemnity,  and  sec  thetwodukei^ 
Or  I  shall  losemycredit:  Youhavestowagef 
But.  For  such  freight  111  find  room,  and 

be  jour  servant. 
Cook.  Bring  them ;  they  shall  not  starva 
here;  I'll  send 'em  victunls 
Shall  work  you  a  good  turn,  tbuugh't  be  ten 
days  hence,  sir. 
Ijit.  Gud.«-mercy,  noble  master! 
Cook.  Nay,  I'll  do'L 
Ya>,  And  iviuethey  shall  notwant, let'em 

drink  like  ducks.  , 

Lat,  Whatmisery  itis  thatmindssoroyal. 
And  such  most  honest  bounties,  as  yours  are, 
Should  be  confin'd  thus  to  uncertainties ! 

X  settled,  then 


But.  Ay, 

wc  liad  places ! 

Yeo.  Then  we  could  si 

help  our  friends,  sir. 

Coiik.  Ay,  then  there  w( 

Welive  between  two  stools,  ever^  hour  ready 

To  tumble  on  our  neses;   and  fur  aught  we 


iv  ourselves,  and 


wyet. 


pity. 


Out  of  tlie  love  I  bear  you,  out  of  honesty. 

For  your  own  goods;   n.ty,  lor  the  genaikl 

blessing.  C'p"')'.  B"  '"orward! 

Conk.  And  we  would  as  fain  hear  you; 

Lat.  Dare  you  but  tlitiik  to  make  your- 
selves up  certainties,  [bledf 
Your  places  and  your  creilits  ten  times  dou- 
The  prince's  lavour?  Hollo's  f 

Bui.  A  sweet  gentleman  ! 

Ytn.  Ay,  and  as  bounteous,  if  he  had  his 
right  too.  [deed,  bojtl 

Cook.  By  tlie  mass,  a  royal  gentleman  in- 
He'il  make  the  ciiimnies  sroook  ! 

Lat.  lie  would  do,  friends;  [era. 

And  you  too,  if  he  had  his  right,  true  courti- 
What  could  you  waut  then  ? — Dare  you? 

•'  Pant.  God-a-mcrcy,  lad,  md  me  i*y  nwrin;  iottla.]  Mr.  Seward,  we  think  properly, 
pves  this  speech  to  the  Butler,  instead  of  tbe '  sober,  grave,  honest  Pantler,  to  whom  it  be- 
Ipngs  neither  by  character  nor  office.'  For  Ood-a-mtrry  he  reads,  Gramtny,  which  w« 
yuuiot  think  aUowable.    The  quarto  mts,  4adi  the  folio,  lad. 
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Cook,  'Pray  be  short,  sir.  [sure  you, 

Lat.  And  this,  my  soul  upon*t,  I  dare  as- 
If  you  but  dare  your  parts 

Cook.  Dare  not  lue,  monsieur; 
For  I  that  fear  neither  fire  nor  water,  sir, 
Dare  do  enough,  a  man  would  think. 

Yeo.  Believe't,  sir, 
^ut  make  this  good  upon  us  you  have  promis'd^ 
You  shall  not  find  us  flinchers. 

Lat.  Tlicn  r\[  be  sudden. 

Font.  What  may  this  mean  ?  S(nd  wjiithef 
would  he  drive  us? 

JLat,  And  first,  for  what  you  must  do  (be- 
cause all  danger 
Shall  be  apparently  tied  up  and  muzzled, 
The  matter  seeming  mighty)  there's  your  par- 
dons! [God,  defend  us! 

Pant.  Pardons  ?  is't  come  to  that  ?  Good 

Lat.   And  here's  five  hundred  crowpg,  in 
bounteous  earnest: 
^nd  now,  behold  the  matter. 

[Givei  each  a  paper. 

But,  What  are  these,  sir? 

Yeo,  And  of  what  nature  ?  to  what  use  ? 

Lat.  Imagine,  [abominably) 

Cook.  Will  they  kill  rats  ?  (they  eat  my  pies 
Or  wwrk  upon  a  woman  cold  as  Christmas  ? 
I  have  an  old  jade  sticks  upon  my  fingers. 
May  I  tnste  them  ? 

•  Lat.  Is  your  will  made  ?  [pay  you. 
And  have  you  said  your  prayers  ?  for  they'll 
And  now  to  come  up  to  you,  tor  your  know- 
ledge. 

And  for  the  good  you  never  shall  repent  you, 
If  you  be  wise  men  now 

Cook.  Wise*  «s  you  i^ill,  sir. 

Lat.  These  must  be  put  then  intp  th* 
sevVal  meats 
Young  Otto  loves ;  by  you  into  his  wine,  sir. 
Into  his  bread  by  you  ;  by  you  into  his  linen. 
Now,  if  you  desire,  you  have  found  the  means 
To  make  ye;  and.  if  ye  dare  nor,  yc  have 
Found  your  ruin :  Resolve  me  ere  I  go. 

But.  YouMl  keep  faith  with  us? 

Lat.  May  I  no  more  see  light  else! 

Cook.  W  hy,  *iis  done  then. 

But.  Tis  done. 

Pant.  It  is  done  wfiicl^ 
Shall  be  undone. 

Lat.  About  it  then  I  farewell  I 
Yc'rc  all  of  one  mind? 

Cook.  All. 

Omnes.  All,  all. 

Lat.  Why  then,  all  happy !  [Exit, 

But.  What  did  we  promise  him  ? 

•  Yeo.  D' you  ask  that  now? 

But.  I  would  be  glad  to  know  what  'tis. 
Pant.  rU  tell  you; 
It  ill  to  be  all  villninn,  knaves,  and  traitors. 
Cook.  Fine  wholesome  titles  I 


•    But,  But,  if  we  dare  go  forward 

Cook.  We  may  be  hang'd,  drawn,  and  quar^r 

Pant.  Very  true,  sir  I  [ter'd. 

Cook.  Oh,  what  a  goodly  swing 
Shall  I  give  tlie  gallows !  Yet  I  think  too 
This  may  be  done,  aAd  we  may  be  rewarded. 
Not  with  a  rope,  but  with  a  royal  master  i 
And  yet  we  may  be  hang'd  too. 

Yeo.  Say  'twere  done ; 
Who  is  it  done  for  ?  Is  it  not  for  RollO| 
And  for  his  right? 

Cook.  And  yet  we  may  be  hang'd  too. 

But.  Or  say  he  take  it,  say  we  be  disco^ 
ver*d  ?  [protect  us  > 

Yeo.  Is  not  the  same  man  bound  still  to 
Are  we  not  his  ? 

But.  Sure  he  will  never  fail  us. 

Cook,  If  he  do,  friends,  we  shall  find  tha| 
will  hold  us.  [po^» 

And  yet,  methinks,  this  prologue  to  our  pur- 
These  crowns  should  promise  more.   Tis  ea- 
sily done. 
As  easy  as  a  man  would  roast  an  egg. 
If  that  be  all :  For,  look  you,  gentlemen  ? 
Here  stand  my  broths ;  my  finger  slips  a  little^ 
Down  drops  a  dose;  I  stir  him  with  my  ladle, 
And  there':)  a  dish  for  a  duke;  olla  podrida, 
Ilejre  stands  a  bak'd  meat,  he  wants  a  little 

seasoning ; 
A  foolish  mistake !  my  spice-box,  gentlemen, 
And  put  in  some  of  tliis,  the  matter's  ended  ; 
Dredge  you  a  dish  of  plovwrs,  there's  the  art 
Or  in  a  galingalo,  a  little  does  it**.        [on't; 

Yeo.  Or  as  r  fill  my  wine 

Cook,  Tis  very  true,  sir,  [neatly  first, 
Blessing  it  with  your  hand,  thus  quick  an4 
'Tis  past. 

Yeo.  And  done  once,  'tis  as  easy 
For  him  to  tliank  us  for  it,  and  reward  us. 

Pant.  But  'tis  a  damned  sin ! 

Cook.  J  never  fear  that;  [boys. 

The  fire's  my  play-fellow.  Now  I'm  resolv'dj 

But.  Why  then,  have  with  you. 

Yeo.  The  same  for  me. 

Pant.  For  me  too. 

Cook,  And  now,  no  more  our  worships, bui; 

our  lordships. 
Pant,  [atidc.\  Not  this  year,  on  my  know-. 
ledge;  I'll  unlord  you.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Servant  qnd  Sewer, 

Serv.  Perfume  the  room  round,  and  pre^ 
pare  the  table. 
Gentlemen  officers,  wait  in  your  places. 

Sewer,  Make  room  there ; 
Room  for  the  dukes'  meat!  Gentlemen,  b* 
bare  there;  [gapers; 

Clear  1^1  the  entrance.  Guard,  put  by  ttios^ 
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Or  in  a  galingale,  a  little  do€$  it.]  This  line  is  restored  from  the  old  quarto.  Galingale, 
the  dictionarres  tell  us,  is  an  Indian  herb,  very  savoury.  It  was  probably  eaten  either  as  i^ 
saUad,  or  pickley  or  use4  ia  some  aauce ;  otherwise  it  is  scarcely  intelligible  in  tliis  place. 

Sffvari, 


Ac^  ^  Scene  9.] 


liuKE  OF  NORMANDT-r 


Ui 


Andy  genUemen-ilsbers,  see  the  gallery  dear; 
The  dukes  are  coming  on. 

Hautboys ;  a  banquet. 

Mnter  Sophia,  between  Rollo  and  Otto,  Au- 
•  bre^y  ijatorchy  GUbe^t,  Baldwin,  attetid- 
onff,  Hamond,  Matilda,  and  Edith, 

Serv.  Tis  certainly  informed. 
Otto.  Reward  the  fellow. 
And  look  you  mainly  to  it. 
Serv,  My  life  for  yours,  sir  ! 
Soph,  Now  am  I  straight,  ray  lords^  and 
younv  attain ;  [soms, 

Idy  long-smcc-blastcd  hopes  shootout  in  bios- 
Tlie  fruits  of  everlasting  love  appearing. 
Oh  !  my  blest  boys,  the  honour  of  my  ycfu*s. 
Of  all  my  cares  the  bounteous  fair  rewarders, 
Oh  !  let  me  thus  embrace  you,  thus  for  ever 
Within  a  mother's  love  lock  up  your  friend- 
ships !  [twinings. 
And,  my  sweet  sons,  once  more  witli  mutual 
As  one  chaste  bed  be^ot  ye,  make  one  body ! 
filessings  from  ileav'n  in  thousand  show  rs 
fall  on  ye !  [equall'd  ! 
Aub.  Oh,  woman's  goodness  never  to  be 
May  the  most  sinful  creatures  of  thy  sex. 
But  kneeling  at  thy  monument,  rise  saints ! 
Soph.  Sit  down,  ray  worthy  sons ;  my  lords, 
your  places. 
Ay,  now  methinks  the  table's  nobly  funiisird ; 
Nqw  the  meat  nourishes-,  the  wine  gives  spirit; 
And  all  the  room^  stuck  with  a  general  plea- 
sure, 
Shews  like  the  peaceful  bower  of  happiness. 
AtJf,  Long  may  it  last !  and,  from  a  heart 
fill'd  with  it 
Full  as  my  cup,  I  give  it  round,  ray  lords. 
Bald.  And  may   that  stubborn  heart  be 
drunk  with  sorrow 
Refuses  it !  Men  dying  now  should  take  it, 
And,  by  the  virtue  of  this  ceremony. 
Shake  off  their  miseries,  and  sleep  m  peace. 
Hollo,  You're  sad,  my  noble  brother. 
Otto,  No,  indeed,  sir. 
Soph,  No  sadness,  my  sweet  son,  this  day. 
Hollo.  'Pray  you  oat ; 
Something  is  here  youVe  lo\''d ;  taste  of  this 
It  will  prepare  yuur  stomach.  [dish, 

Otto,  Thank  ^ou,  brother: 
I  am  not  now  dispos'd  to  eat. 

Rollo,  Ortliat; 
(You  put  us  out  of  heart,  man)  come,  these 

bak'd  meats 
M'^ere  ever  your  best  diet. 
Otto   None,  I  thank  you. 
Soph,  Are  you  well,  noble  child? 
Otto,  Yes,  gracious  mother. 


Ballo.  Give  him  a  cup  of  wine,  theoi 
Pledge  the  health ; 
Drink  it  to  me;  I'll  give  it  to  my  mothen 
Soph.  Do,  my  best  child. 
Otto,  I  must  not,  my  best  mother, 
Indeed  I  dare  not ;  for,  of  late,  my  body  ^ 
Has  been  much  weaken'd  by  excess  of  die£; 
The  promise  of  a  fever  hanging  on  me. 

And  e'en  now  ready,  if  not  by  abstinence ^ 

Rollo.  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general 
freedom  •3? 
A  little  health  preferrM  before  our  friendsliipf 
Otto.  I  pray  you  excuse  nje,  sir. 
Rollo,  Excuse  yourself,  sir; 
Come,  *tis  your  fear,  and  not  your  fever^ 
brother,  [ness ! — 

And  you  have  done  me  a  most  worthy  kind- 
My  royal  mother,  and  you ,  noble  lords, 
Hear,  for  it  now  concerns  mc  to  speak  boldly : 
What  faith  can  be  expected  from  his  vows; 
From  his  dissembling  smiles,  what  fruit  of 

friendship; 

From  all  his  full  embraces,  what  blest  issue  ; 

When  he  shall  brand  me  here  for  base  suspi- 

He  takes  me  for  a  poisoner——  [cion  ? 

Soph,  Gods  defend  it,  son  ! 

Rollo,  For  a  foul  knave,  a  villain,  and  m 

fears  me  v« 
Otto,  1  could  say  something  too. 
Soph,  You  must  not  so,  sir. 
Without  your  great  forgetfulness  of  virtdef  - 
This  is  your  brother,  and  your  honour'd  bnn 
Indeed  your  loving  brother.  [ther, 

Rolio,  If  he  please  so. 
Soph.  One  noble  fatheri  with  as  noble 
thoughts,  [you ; 

Begot  your  minds  and  bodies;  one  care  rock'd 
And  one  truth  to  you  both  was  ever  sacred. 
Now  fy,  my  Otto  !  whither  fiies  your  good- 
ness? rtin?"# 
Because  the  right-hand  has  the  power  of  cut- 
Shall  the  left  presently  cry  out  Tis  roaim'd  ? 
They're  one,  my  child,  one  power,  and  od^ 

performance. 
And,  join'd  together  thus,  one  love,  one  body. 
Aub.  I  do  beseech  your  Grace,  take  to 
your  thoughts 
More  certain  counsellors  than  doubts  and 
fears ;  [selves 

They  strangle  nature,  and  disperse  tlicm- 
(If  once  believ'd;  into  such  fogs  and  errors. 
That  the  bright  truth  herself  can  never  sever. 
Your  brother  is  a  royal  gentleman. 
Full  of  himself,  honour,  and  honesty; 
And   take  heed,  sir,   how  nature   bent   ta- 
goodness, 
I  So  straight  a  cedar  in  itself,  uprightness, 


fJ  Rollo.  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general  freedom  ; 
A  little  health  preferred  before  our  friendship  f 
Otto.  I  pray  you  excuse  me,  sir.]  These  lines  are  not  found  in  the  old  quarto,  yet  n<y 
dne  can  well  doubt  of  their  being  genuine.        Seward. 

«•  For  a  foul  knave,  &c.'J  The  octavos  of  171 1  and  1760  omit  this  line ;  not,  as  we  siippose, 
Meaning  to  reprobate  it,  but  through  iuattealion  ia  th%  Editors  of  1711,  not  siittici«otly 
M^vcned  to  by  those  of  1760*  ' 


Ueinu  wrf  Ated  from  its  true  base^  prove  not 
diingeroui  •*.  [too  patient. 

JKf>//o.  Nay,  my  j^ood  brother  knows  I  am 
Lut,  Why  sliould  your  Grace  think  bim  a 
poisoner } 
Has  ne  no  more  respect  to  piety  ? 
And,  but  be  has  by  oath  tied  up  his  fury, 
Who  durst  but  think  that  thought? 
Auh,  Away,  thou  firebrand !  [place, 

hut.  If  men  of  his  sort,  of  his  power,  and 

The  eldest  son  iu  honour  to  this  dukedom 

Bald,  For  shame,  contain  tliy  tongue,  thy 

poisonous  tongue, 

That  with  her  burning  venom  will  infect  all. 

And  once  more  blow   a  wildfire  thro'  the 

dukedom !  [man, 

Gis.  Latorch,  if  thou  bc'st  honesty  or  a 

Contain  thyself. 

Auh.  Go  to ;  no  more !  by  Heav'n, 
You'll  find  you've  plaid  the  fool  else !  not  a 
word  more ! 
Soph,  Prithee,  sweet  son ! 
Mollo.  Let  bim  alone,  sweet  mother.  And, 
my  lords, 
To  make  you  understand  how  mnch  T  honour 
This  sacred  peace,  and  next  my  innocence. 
And  to  avoid  all  further  difference 
Discourse  may  draw  on  to  a  way  of  danger, 
I  quit  my  place,  and  take  my  leave  for  this 

night, 
Wishing  a  general  joy  may  dwell  among  you* 
Auh,  Shall  we  wait  on  your  Grace  ? 
lloUo.  I  dare  not  break  you. 
Ijatorch !  [Exeunt  Rolio  and  Lat, 

Soph,  D'  you  now  perceive  your  brother's 
sweetness**?  [had  eyes. 

Otto,  Oh,  mother,  that  yotff*  tenderness    I 
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[Att  i.  Scane  t. 


Discerning  eyes,  what  would  this  man  appear 

then  f 
The  tale  of  Sinon,  when  he  took  upon  him 
To  ruin  Troy ;  with  what  a  cloud  of  cunning 
He  hid  bis  heart,  nothing  appearing  outwards 
But  came  like  innoclnce  and  dropping  pity^ 
Sighs  that  would  sink  a  navy,  and  had  talus 
Able  to  take  the  ears  of  saints'  belief  too ; 
And  what  did  all  these?  blew  the  fire  to 

Ilium ! 
His  crafty  art  (but  more  refin'd  by  study  «?) 
My  brother  has  put  on  :  Oh,  I  could  tell  you, 
But  for  the  reverence  I  bear  to  nature, 
Things  that  would  make  your  honest  blood 
move  backward. 

Sitph.  You  dare  tell  mc  ? 

Otto.  Yes,  in  your  private  closet. 
Where  I  will  presently  attend  you.    Rise ! 
I  am  a  little  troubled,  but  'twill  off. 

Soph.  Is  tliis  the  joy  I  look'd  for? 

Otto,  All  will  mend; 
Be  not  disturbed,  dear  mother ;  1^1  not  fail 
you.  [Exeunt  Sophia  and  Ottos 

Bald,  I  do  not  like  this. 

Auh.  That's  still  in  our  powers ; 
But  how  to  make  it  so  that  we  may  like  it—** 

Bald.  Beyond    us    ever  !-^Latorch,   me* 
thought,  was  busy ; 
That  fellow,  if  not  look'd-to  narrowly, 
Will  do  a  sudden  mischief. 

Auh.  Hell  look  tcf  him  ! 
For  if  there  may  be  a  devil  above  all  yet, 
Timt  rogue  will  make  him.     Keep  you  up 

this  night; 
And  so  will  I,  for  much  I  fear  a  danger. 

Bald,  I  will,  and  iu  my  watches  use  my 
prayers.  [Exeunt  4 


•5  And  take  heed,  fir,  how  Nature  hent  to  goodness, 
(So  straight  a  cedar  to  himself)  uprightness 

Be  wrested  from  his  true  use,  pro^ve  not  dangerotti.]^  This  passage,  which,  as  it  has  been 
liitherto  printed,  seemed  to  Mr.  Sympson  quite  unintelligible,  like  a  crystal  stream  disturbed 
in  a  bright  day,  contains  the  glittenng  fr^meuls  of  a  most  poetic  sentiment.  I  strike  out 
the  parenthesis,  and  read  itself  (or  himself ,  ^t  being  evident  that  uprightness  is  the  straight 
cedar.  Being  for  he  restores  the  grammar,  and  liney  growth^  or  course^  instead  of  use,  will 
either  of  them  carry  on  the  mltaphor:  so  will  base;  and  as  that  is  nearest  the  trace  of  the 
letters,  though  it  but  this  instant  occurred,  I  shall  venture  it  into  the  text.        Seward. 

^  Soph.  Do  you  now  perceixeyour  brother*s  sweetness  Y]  This  line  is  restored  from  tlie  old 
qoarto.        Seward. 

•7  His  crafty  art  (hut  more  refined  by  stu<fy).]  This  line,  so  necessary  to  the  sense  and 
Undoubtedly  genuine,  is  not  in  tlie  quarto,  but  in  the  folio  of  1679:        Seward, 


ACT  III. 


^ 


SCENE  t 

Mnter  Sophia,  Otto,  Matilda,  and  Edith. 

Otto.  'VrOU  wonder,  madam,  that,  for  all 

-*•      the  shows 
If  y  brother  llollo  makes  of  hearty  love,  [us. 
And  free  possession  of  the  dukedom  'twixt 
1  Botwkliitmdki^slKnild  stand  still  suspidousi 


i  As  if,  beneath  ttiose  veils,  he  did  conv^^ 
Inteuts  and  practices  of  hate  and  treason  f 
Soph.  It  breeds  indeed  ray  wonder. 
Otto,  Which  makes  mine, 
Since  *tis  so  safe  and  broad  a  beaten  way, 
Beneath  the  name  of  friendship  to  betiay. 
Soph.  Tho',  iu  remote  and  further-off  ai^ 
fectionsi 
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These  falshoods  are  so  common,  yet  in  him 
They  cannot  so  force  nature. 

Otto,  The  more  near  [sever, 

The  bands  of  truth  bind,  the  more  oft  they 
Beinfr  better  cloaks  to  €over  falshood  ever. 

Soph.  It  cannot  be,  that  fruits  the  tree  so 
blasting**, 
Can  grow  in  nature.  Take  heed,  gentle  son. 
Lest  some  suborned  suggestcr  of  these  trea- 
sons, 
Beliei-'d  in  him  by  you,  provoke  the  rather 
His  tender  envies  to  such  foul  attempts ; 
Or  tliat  your  too-much  love  to  rule  alone 
Breed  not  in  him  this  jealous  passion  «»: 
There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear. 
Were  not  our  good  held  at  a  price  too  dear. 

Otto,  So  apt  is  Treacliery  to  be  excused. 
That  Innocence  is  still  aloud  abusM ; 
The  fate  of  \'irtuc  ev*n  her  friends  perverts. 
To  plead   for  Vice  oft-times  against  their 
»        hearts : 
HeavVs  blessing  is  her  curse,  which  she  must 

bear, 
That  she  may  never  love  herself  too  dear 3^, 


Soph.  Alas,  my  son,  nor  fate,  nor  Heav*n 
itself,  [good 

Can  or  would  wrest  my  whole  care  of  your 
To  any  least  secureness  in  your  ill ; 
What  I  urge  issues  from  my  curious  fear. 
Lest  you  sho  u/d  make  your  means  to  'scape 

your  snare : 
Doubt  of  sincereness  is  the  only  mean. 
Not  to  incense  it,  but  corrupt  it  clean. 
Otto.  I  rest  as  far  from  wrong  of  all  sin* 
cereness,  [madam. 

As  he  flies  from  the  practice.    Trust  me, 
I  know  by  their  confessions  he  suborn*d. 
What  I  should  eat,  drink^  touch,  or  only  have 

scented, 
This  evening- feast,  was  poisonM :  But  I  fear 
His  open  violence  more,  tliat  treacherous 

odds. 
Which  he,  in  his  insatiate  thirst  of  rule. 
Is  like  to  execute. 

Soph.  Believe  it,  son, 
If  still  his  stomach  be  so  foul  to  feed 
On  such  gross  objects,  and  that  thirst  to  rule 
The  state  alone  be  yet  unquench'd  in  him. 


*  It  cannot  be,  that  fruits,  the  tree  so  blasting.']  Mr.  Tlieobald,  from  the  old  quarto, 

puts (*  the  tree  so  blasting')  in  a  parenthesis :  and  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  blasted ;  both 

join  in  the  same  sense,  *•  the  tree  being  so  blasted,  or  of  such  a  blasting  nature.'  But  if  the 
tree  is  so  blasted,  or  blasting,  where  is  the  wonder  that  it  should  produce  bad  fruit?  I  strike 
oat  even  the  comma,  and  understand  it  in  this  sense.  '  It  caimot  be  that  fruits  so  blasting 
the  tree  from  whence  they  sprung  should  grow  in  nature.'  Here  Rollo  is  the  fruit,  she 
herself  the  tree,  one  of  whose  natural  branches  Rollo  would  blast,  and  by  consequence  the 
tree  itself.        Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  is  certainly  right  in  his  reading  and  explanation ;  and  yet,  by  a  strange 
confusion  of  ideas,  quite  wrong  in  his  commentary.  It  is  plain  from  the  speech  of  Otto, 
to  which  this  is  an  immrdiate  answer,  that  Falshood  is  the  supposed  fruit,  and  Truth  the 
tree;  Rollo  being  here  accused  of  engrafting  treachery  on  friendship,  and  murder  on  the 
ftliews  of  natural  affection  and  consanguinity. 

^  Take  heed,  gentle  son, 

Lest  some  suborned  suggester  of  these  treasons^ 
J^liev'd  in  him  b\f  i/ou,  provok'd  the  ratltcr 
His  tender  envies  to  such  foul  attempts; 
Or  that  yimr  too  much  love  to  rule  alone, 

Bred  not  of  him  this  jealous  passion.]  So  quarto.    The  two  following  editions  read  the 
last  line, 

*  Breed  not  i?i  him  this  jealous  passion.' 
Mr.  Seward,  in  the  tliird  line,  reads  ;)roro^e  instead  ot  provok'd  ;  '  which  word,*  says  he, 
*  would  imply  Sophia's  belief  of  Hollo's  attempt,  which  she  did  not  give  credit  to.'  In  this 
variation  we  think  him  perfectly  right;  but  not  in  his  restoring  the  last  line  from  the  quarto, 
which  appears  evidently  corrupt.  The  meaning  of  the  passage  is,  '  Take  care  le&t  your 
suspicion  should  provoke  his  violence,  or  your  ambition  breed  his  jealousy.' 
••  Heavn*s  blessing  is  her  curse,  nyliich  she  must  Jbcar, 

That  she  may  never  love. 
Soph.  Alas,  my  son,  &c.]  The  second  line  is  left  thus  imperfect  in  sense  and  measure  in 
all  the  editions.  By  observing  the  tendency  of  the  sense  one  may  ask.  What  is  the  moral 
reason  why  Virtue  in  this  life  should  be  permitted  by  Heaven  to  fall  under  obloquy  and  dis- 
grace? Lest  s(:lf-approbation  and  self-love  should  puff  up  the  heart  of  the  virtuous  man  to 
pride  and  vanity.    The  following  words  give  this  sense,  and  complete  tlie  rhime : 

* which  she  must  bear, 

'  That  she  may  never  love  herself  too  dear.' 
'  After  this  bad  occurred,  by  looking  back  I  found  this  made  a  direct  parody  to  the  conclusion 
of  Sophia's  last  speech : 

*  There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear, 

*  Were  not  our  good  held  at  a  price  too  dear.* 

This  therefore  adds  greatly  to  the  probability  of  the  conjecture.        Sew^. 

Vol*,  n.  X 


154 


TIIE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROIIX), 


[Acts. 


!• 


Poisons,  and  such  close  treasonSy  ask  more 

time 
Than  ran  suffice  his  fiin*  spirit's  haste  : 
And,  were  there  in  him  such  desire  tt)  hide 
So  false  a  practice,  there  would  Hkewise  rest 
Conscience  ajid  fear  in  him  of  open  force; 
And  tlicreforr  cIom'  nor  open  vou  need  fear. 
Mat.  Good  madam,  stand  not  ^o  inclin'd 

to  trust 
Wliat  proves  his  tcndVcst  thoughts  to  douht 

it  just. 
Wbo  knows  not  the  unbounded  flood  and 

sca3», 
Id  which  my  brother  Hollo's  appetites 
Alter  and  rape?  with  every  puft  and  breath, 
His  swclliug  blood  exhales;  and  tlicrefore 

hear,  [use 

"What  gives  my  tcniperatc  brother  cause  to 
His  readiest  circumspection,  and  consult 
For  remedy  'gainst  all  his  wicked  purposes. 
If  he  arm,  arm  ;  if  he  strew  mines  of  treason, 
lilect  him  with  countermines:  Tis  justice 

still 
(For  goodness'  sake)  t'  encounter  ill  with  ill. 
Soph.  Avert  from  us  such  justice^  equal 

Ileav'nS', 
And  all  such  cause  of  justice ! 

Otlo,  Past  all  douht 
(For  all  the  sacred  privilege  of  night) 
This  \H  no  time  for  us  to  sleep  or  rest  in : 
Who  knows  not  all  thinps  holy  are  prcvcuted 
With  ends  of  all  impiety?  all  but 
Lust,  gain,  ambition  ^3  f 

Enter  Hollo  amied,  and  Latorch, 
2^;///>.  Peribh  all  the  world 
Ere  I  but  lose  one  foot  of  possible  empire,    ^ 


By  sleights  and  colonr  ia*d  bj 

wretches ! 

I  am  exempt  by  bird)  from  Wxh  those  cvrbs. 
And  sit  above  tliem  in  all  jusdoe,  sinoe 
I  sit  above  in  power :  Wlicre  ponrer  is  grr'ay 
Is  all  the  right  supposed  of  eartli  and  H«it*ii. 

Lat,  Prove  both,  sir ;  see  the  tniCor ! 

Oito,  He  comes  arm'd ; 
See,  mother,  now  your  coofidence ! 

Soph.  What  rage  affects  this  monster  ? 

Rollo.  Gitc  me  wny,  or  perish ! 

Soph.  Mnke  thy  way,  viper,  if  thoa  choi 
affect  it !  * 

Otio.  This  is  a  treason  like  thee ! 

Ratio.  Let  her  go ! 

Si»ph.  Embrace  me,  wear  me  ts  tfaj  shield^ 
my  son ; 
And  thro*  my  breast  let  his  rudewei^Km  mny 
To  thy  life's  innocence ! 

Otto*  Play  not  two  parts, 
Treacher  and  coward  both,  butTicId  aswordj. 
And  let  thy  anuing  thee  be  odcU  cooi^ 
Against  my  naked  bosom  ! 

Rollo.  Loose  his  hold  ! 

Mat.  Forbear,  base  murderer ! 

Rollo,  Forsake  our  mother ! 

Soph.  Mother  dost  thou  name  me, 
Aud  put  off  nature  thus? 

Rollo,  Forsake  her,  traitor, 
Or,  by  tlie  spoil  of  nature,  thorough  hers. 
This  leads  unto  thy  heart ! 

Otto.  Hold ! 

Soph.  H(>ld  me  still.  [not  hazard 

Otfo.  For  twenty  hearts  and  uves,  I  will 
One  drop  of  blood  m  yours. 

Soph,  Oh,  thou  art  lost  then  ! 

Otto,  Protect  my  innocence,  Hear'n ! 


>•   ]Vho  hnoTft  not  the  vnlKninded flood  andteoy 
In  which  mj/  t>r other  Rollo* $  appetites 

Alter  and  roffe  vith  tray  puff  and  breath  f  * 

Hin  tvellinti  blood  exhales.J  *  This  punctuation,*  Mr.  Seward  truly  remarks,  *  greatly 

•  diminishes  the  extreme  lieautv  of  the  metaphors.     Exhales  signifies  boils  and  flittgs  off'  va- 
'  pTiurs,  as  the  ^:a  in  storms  (foes  it|  spray.    This  is  the  true  meauing  of  the  word,  from 

*  the  I^tiii  erhal/tjr.     We  corrapt  it  when  we  say  the  ?un  exhales  vapours  from  the  sea,' 

^  F^liial  Ufoz'n.]  Equal  is  here  used  in  the  sense  of  the  Latin  word  aquus,  and  means 
farcovrable,  propitious. 

*t  Who  kmms  not  all  things  holy  arc  prevented^ 

With  ends  of  all  impictt/,  all  but 

Lust,  frain^  ambition  f]  When  a  passage  is  utterly  darkened,  as  this  before  us,  and  almost 
evidently  by  the  Io«sfi  of  a  whole  sentence,  it  is  impossible  to  restore  it  with  eertaintv;  but 
a  due  obM;r\ancc  of  tlie  tendency  of  the  context,  the  character  that  utters  it,  and  the  genius 
and  spirit  of  the  Author,  u.ay  lead  as  with  high  pmhability  to  the  sentiment,  though  not  to 
die  exact  words  of  the  original*  I  suppt^se  a  mall  corruption  botli  in  the  (irst  aud  sciTsnd 
line.  I'he  pnA  Otto  is  in  all  his  speeches  full  of  moral  and  political  reflections,  aud  tht 
fore  tijc  following  one  seems  to  suit  both  wliat  precedes  and  foUow>  it : 

*  Who  knows  not  ail  things  holy  are  ptrrertai 

*  To  th*  ends  of  all  impiety  ?  tius  darkBtess 

*  Lulls  alt  tkim^  in  security^  all  but 
'  Lust,  gain,  ambition.'        Settord, 

Tlte^  Tariations  and  additions  Mr.  Seward  inserts  in  the  teit :  but  though  the 
Tealiv  seems  to  be  corrupt,  we  cannot  venture  to  adopt  them. — It  has  been  sugce>tcd, 
by  undersunding  the  word  prerrmted  in  a  sense  which  it  not  uufrequently  bears,  tliat  of 
beforehand^  or  takir.g  plaee^  Otto  here  inculcates  the  doctrine,  *  That  iropietv  cza 
ri^vtmtsocaf  aad  all  ooD&idermtioiis  baC  those  of  lusty  pin,  and  wmhmnn^* 


hex  $.  Scene  1^] 


BUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 
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Sa^^  Call  out  'Murder  !* 

mat.  Be  inurJcrM  all,  but  save  him  I 

Edith.  Murder !  murder  ! 

RoUo,  Cannot  I  reach  you  yet? 

Otto.  No,  tiend. 

Hollo.  Latorch, 
Kescue !  Tm  down. 

Lot,  Up  then ;  your  sword  cools,  sir : 
Ply  it  i*  tir  flame,  and  work  your  epds  out. 

Rollo.  Ha! 
Have  at  you  there,  sir ! 

Enter  Aubrey » 

Aub,  Author  of  prodigies, 
What  sights  are  these? 

Otto.  Oh,  give  me  a  weapon,  Aubrey  ! 

Soph.  Oh;  part  *em,  part  *cm  ! 

Aub.  For  Heav  V*  sake,  no  more ! 

Otto.  No  more  resist  his  fury ;  no  rage  can 
Add  to  his  mischief  done !  iDks. 

Soph.  Take  spirit,  my  Otto ; 
Ileav'n  w  ill  not  see  thee  die  thus. 

Mat.  He  is  dead, 
And  nothinj;  lives  but  death  of  every  j^oodness. 

Soph.  Oh,  he  hath  slain  his  brotlier ;  curse 
him.  Heaven ! 

Rollo.  Cur^e  and  be  curs'd !  it  is  the  fruit 
of  cursing. 
Latorch,  take  oflf  here;  bring  too  of  that 

blood 
To  colour  o'er  mv  shirt ;  then  raise  the  court, 
And  give  it  out  how  he  attempted  us, 
In  our  bed  naked.  Shall  the  name  of  Brother 
Forbid  us  to  enlarge  our  state  and  powers? 
Or  place  affects  of  blood  above  our  reason, 
Tlmt  tells  us  all  thin5;s  good  against  ain*ther. 
Are  good  ifi  tlie  same  line  against  a  brother  ? 

[Exeunt  liidlv  and  Latorch. 

Enter  Giibert  and  Baldicin, 
Qis.  What  fears**  inforn^  these oqtcries? 
Aub.  See,  and  grieve. 
Gif.  Prince  Otto  slain? 
Bald.  Oh,  execrable  slaughter ! 
What  hand  hath  author'd  it? 
Aub.  Your  scholar *s,  Baldwin, 
Bald.  Unjustly  Hrg*d,  lord  Aubrey ;  as  if  I, 


For  being  his  schoolmaster,  mast  teach  this 

doctrine. 

You  are  his  counsellor ;  did  you  at Ivisc  him 

To  this  foul  parricide?  [live 

GU.  If  rule  affects  this  licence,  who  would 

To  worse  than  die,  in  force  of  his  obedience? 

Bald.  Heaven's  cold  and  ling'ring  spirit  to 

punish  sin, 
And  human  blood  so  fiery  to  commit  it, 
One  so  outgoes  the  other,  it  will  uever 
Be  turnM  to  fit  obedience. 

4nb.  Burst  it  then  [bound. 

With  his  full  swing  given.  Where  it  brooks  no 
Complaints  of  it  are  vain ;  and  all  that  rests 
To  be  our  refuge  (since  our  powers  are 

strcngthless) 
Is,  to  conform  our  wills  to  suffer  freely  » 
What  with  our  murmurs  wc  ciui  never  master. 
.Ladies,  be  pleas'd  witli  what  UeavVs  plca« 

sure  suffers ; 
Krcct  your  princely  countenances  and  spirits. 
And,  to  redress  the  mischief  now  resistless. 
Sooth  it  in  show,  rather  than  curse  or  cross 

Wish  all  amends,  and  vow  to  it  your  best, 
But,  'till  you  m-iy  perform  it,  let  it  rest. 
Gii.  Those  temporizings  are  too  dull  and 
servile 
To  breathe  the  free  air  of  a  manly  soul, 
Which  shall  in  me  expire  in  execrations. 
Before  for  any  life  1  sooth  a  murderer ! 
Bald.  Pour  lives  before  him,  {till  his  ows 
be  dry 
Of  all  life's  services  and  human  comforts ! 
None  left  that  looks  at  Ileav'u's  left  half  so 

base  3^ 
To  do  these  black  and  hellish  actions  grace  ! 

Enter  Ttolloy  Lu torch j  Hamond,  and  Guards 

Hallo,  flaste,  Latorch, 
And  raise  the  city,  as  the  court  is  raised. 
Proclaiming  the  abhorr*d  conspiracy 
In  plot  against  my  life. 

Lftt.  I  shall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Rollo,  You  there   that  mourn  upon  die 
justly  slain, 
Arise  and  leave  it,  if  you  love  your  lives ! 


3*  What  affairs  inform  these  outcries  ?]  Varied  by  Mr.  Theobald. 

'*  Is  to  conform  our  wills  to  sujlferfreelu.']  Vm^ive  obedience  and  non-resistance  to  princes 
being  the  absurd  but  almost  universal  cloctrine  of  our  Authors'  age,  Aubrey  is  upon  that 
principle  a  very  complete  character.  And  every  reader,  who  wants  to  fui-m  a  true  taste  of 
any  poem,  should  always  use  an  occasional  conformity  to  the  doctrines  and  tenets  oi'  the  age 
the  roet  wrote  in.  Without  this,  the  characters  of  Amintor  in  The  Maid's  Tragedy,  of  Aecius 
in  Valentinian,  and  Aubrey  here,  togetlier  with  many  inferior  characters,  wiii  not  be  near  so 
interesting  as  they  really  deserve  to  be.         Seaard. 

3*  None  less  that  looks  at  Heavn  is  half  Si)  base 

To  do  those  black  and  hellish  actions  grace.]  There  is  a  stiffnesLsin  the  first  line  which 
gives  suspicion  qf  a  ii^iistake.     ITie  old  quarto  reads, 

*  None  left  that  looks  at  Heaven  *s  left  half  so  base.' 
This  wxis  evidently  wroi\g,  and  the  folio  and  octavo  are  only  the  conjectural  emendation  of 
the  former.    Mr.  Sympson  has,  I  believe,  restored  the  original,  as  he  gives  it  a  stronger 
connexion  with  the  foregoing  lines,  and  renders  the  sentence  natural  and  easy: 

'  '2<7/  none  that  looks  at  Heaven 's  left  half  so  base.'        tievardt 

We  thiak  the  c^uarto  right,  and  perfectly  intelligible^ 


1M 


TIIE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLD, 


[Act  9.  Scene  1. 


And  hear  from  me  what  (kept  by  you)  may 

save  you,  f  *^*'^* 

Mat .  What  will  the  butcher  do  ?  I  wiA  not 
Hollo.  Stir,  aud  unforc*d  stir, or stirncver 

more !  [better 

Command  her,  you  grave  beldame,  that  know 
My  deadly  resolutions,  since  I  drew  them 
From  the  infective  fountain  of  your  own ; 
Or,  if  you  have  forB;ot,  tliis  fiery  prompter 
Shall  fix  the  fresh  impression  on  your  heart ! 
Soph,  Rise,  daughter!  serve  his  will  in 

what  we  may, 
Lest  what  we  may  not  he  enforce  the  rather. 
Is  this  all  you  command  us? 

Kollo.  This  addition 
Only  admitted  ;  that,  when  I  endeavour 
To  quit  me  of  this  slaughter,  you  presume 

not 
To  cross  me  witli  a  syllable,  nor  your  souls 
Murmur 37  nor  think  against  it;  but  weigh 

well. 
It  will  not  help  your  ill,  but  help  to  more. 
And  that  my  tiand,  wrought  thus  far  to  my 

will. 
Will  check  at  notliing  'till  his  circle  fill. 
Mat.  Fill  it,  so  1  consent  not;  but  who 

sooths  it  [it. 

Consents,  and  who  consents  to  tyranny,  docs 
Hollo.  False  traitress,  die  then  with  him ! 
Aub.  Are  you  mad. 
To  offer  at  more  blood,  and  make  yourself 
More  horrid  to  your  people  ?  I'll  proclaim, 
It  is  not  as  your  instrument  will  publish. 
Hollo.  Do,  and  take  that  along  with  you.— > 

So  nimble !  \_Aub,  disarms  him. 

Resign  my  sword,  and  dare  not  for  thy  soul 
To  otTer  what  thou  insolently  thrcat'nest, 
One  word  proclaiming  cross  to  whatLatorch 
lluth  in  commission,  and  intends  to  publish. 
Aub.  Well,  sir,  not  for  your  threats,  but 

for  your  good, 
Since  more  hurt  to  you  would  more  hurt  your 

country, 
And  that  you  must  make  virtue  of  the  need 
That  now  compels  you,  I'll  consent,  as  fur 
As  silence  argues,  to  your  will  proclaimed. 
And  since  no  monj  sons  of  your  princely  fa- 
ther 
Survive  to  nile  but  you,  and  that  I  wish 
You  should  rule  like  your  father,  with  the  love 
And  zeal  of  all  your  subjects,   tliis    foul 

slaughter 
That  now  you  have  committed,  made  asham'd 


With'  that  fair  blessing,  that,  in  place  of 

plaguesy 
Heav'n  tries  our  mending  disposition  with, 
Take  here  your  sword;  which  now  use  like 

a  prince, 
And  no  more  like  a  tyrant. 

Hollo.  This  sounds  well ; 
Live,  and  be  gracious  with  us. 

Gis.  4-  Bald.  Oh,  lord  Aubrey ! 

Mat.  lie  flatter  thus  ? 

Soplt.  He  temporizes  fitly. 

GU.  Sf  hold.  Wonder  invades  me*? 

Hollo.  Do  vou  two  think  much 
That  he  thus  wisely,  and  with  need,  consents 
To  what  I  author  for  your  country's  good, 
You  being  my  tutor,  you  my  chancellor? 

Gis.  Your  chancellor  is  not  your  flatterer, 
sir.  [such  doctrine. 

BaleL  Nor  is't  your  tutor's  part  to  shield 

Hollo,  Sir,  first  know  you. 
In  praise  of  your  pure  oratory  that  rais*d  you. 
That  when  Uie  people  (who  I  know  by  tiiia 
Are  rais'd  out  ot  tlieir  rests,  and  hast'uing  hi- 
ther 
To  witness  what  is  done  here)  are  arriv'd 
With  our  Latorch,  that  you,  ex  tempore, 
Shall  fashion  an  oration  to  acquit 
And  justify  this  forced  fact  ot  mine; 
Or  for  the  proud  refusal  lose  your  head. 

Gis.  I  fashion  an  oration  to  acquit  you  ? 
Sir,  know  you  then,  that  'tis  a  thing  less  easj 
T'  excuse  a  parricide  than  to  commit  it. 

Hollo.  I  do  not  wish  you^  sir,  to  excuse 
me. 
But  to  accuse  my  brother  as  the  cause 
Of  his  own  slaughter,  by  attempting  mine. 

Gis.  Not  for  the   world;  I  should  pour 
blood  on  blood ! 
It  were  another  murder,  to  accuse 
Him  that  fell  iimocent. 

Hollo.  Away  with  him  ! 
Hence,  hale  him  straight  to  execution ! 

u^t/6.Farfly  such  rigouryouramendful  hand. 

Hollo.  He  perishes  with  him  that  speaks 

for  him  !  [irnin. 

Guard,  do  your  office  on  him,  on  your  lives' 

Gis.  Tyrant,  'twill  haste  thy  own  death. 

Hollo.  Let  it  wing  it ! 
He  threatens  me :  Villains,  tear  him  piece- 
meal hence ! 

Guard.  Avant,  sir. 

Ham.  Force  him  lience ! 

Hollo.  Dispatch  him,  captain : 


37  To  cross  me,  &cj  We  have  here  followed  the  quarto.  All  other  copies  exhibit, 

'  To  cross  me  with  a  syllable, ^or  your  souls; 
'  Murmur,  nor  think,  &c.' 

*  Rollo.  Wonder  tildes  me;  do  you  tuHf  think  mtich,  &r.]  The  words  *  Wonder  invades 
me,'  whicli  express  a  person  wrapt  up  in  wonder  and  horror,  seemed  at  first  sight,  both  to 
Mr.  Sympson  and  me,  to  he  out  of  character  in  Rollo's  mouth,  and  by  joint  consent  we  give 
it  to  Sophia,  though  it  would  lie  equally  proper  to  Matilda,  Baldwin,  or  Gisbert.  As  tli« 
verses  arc  often  divided  between  the  speakers,  this  alone  has  produced  several  hundred 
mistakes  in  speakers  in  our  Authors*  plays.        Seward. 

We  think  the  speech  should  be  placed  to  Gisbert  and  Baldwin,  as  tlie  words  '  Oh,  lord 
Aubrey !'  arc.    Hollo's  reply  authorizes  it. 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 
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Aad  bring  me  instant  Mrord  he  is  dispatcfi'd. 
And  how  his  rhetorick  takes  it. 

Ham,  ni  not  fail,  sir.  [chief; 

Kullo,  Captain,  besides  remember  this  in 
That,  beine  executed,  you  deny 
To  all  his  friends  the  rites  of  funeral, 
And  cast  his  carcase  out  to  dogs  and  fowls* 

Ham,  'Tis  done,  mv  lord. 

JHollo.  Upon  your  life,  not  fail ! 

[Exeunt  Ham,  Gis.  and  Guard, 

Bald.  What  impious  daring  is  there  here 
of  Heav'n !  [the  people 

Kollo.  Sir,  now  prepare  yourself,  a<;aiust 
Make  here  their  entry,  to  discharge  th'  oration 
He  hath  denied  my  will. 

Bald,  For  fear  of  death  ? 
Ha.  ha, ha! 

Rolio.  Is  death  ridiculous  with  you? 
Works  misery  of  age  this,  or  thy  judgment? 

Bald,  Judgment,  false  tyrant ! 

Bollo,  Youll  make  no  oration  then ? 

Bald,  Not  to  excuse. 
Bat  aggravate  thy  murder,  if  thou  wilt ;    fit 
Which  I  will  so  enforce.  Til  make  thee  wreak 
(With  hate  of  what  thou  win'st  by't)on  thyself, 
With  such  another  justly-merited  murder! 

BjoUo,  ril  answer  you  anon ! 

Enter  Latorch, 

Lat.  The  citizens 
Are  hasting,  sir,  in  heaps,  all  full  resolv*d, 
By  my  persuasion,  of  your  brother's  treasons. 

Rallo,  Honest  Latorch ! 

Enter  Hamond, 

Ham,  See,  sir,  here's  Gisbert*s  head. 

Rollo,  Good  speed.   Was't  with  a  sword  ? 

Ham,  An  axe,  my  lord.  [have  had 

Rollo,  An  axe  ?  'twas  vilely  done !  I  would 
My  own  fine  headsman  done  it  with  a  sword. 
Go,  Cake  this  dotard  here,  and  take  his  head 
Off  with  a  sword. 

Ham,  Your  schoolmaster  ? 

Rollo,  Ev'n  he.  [best 

Bald.  For  teaching  thee  no  better ;  'tis  the 
Of  all  thy  damned  justices!  Away, 
Captain ;  TU  follow. 

Edith.  Oh,  stay  there,  duke ; 
And,  in  the  midst  of  all  thy  blood  and  fury. 
Hear  a  poor  maid's  petitions,  hear  a  daughter, 
The  only  daughter  of  a  wretched  father! 
X)h,  stay  your  haste,  as  you  shall  need  this 

-  mercy! 

Rollo,  Away  with  this  fond  woman ! 

Edith,  You  must  hear  me, 
If  there  be  any  spark  of  pity  in  you, 

I  stand  up  thus  then; 


If  sweet  humanity  and  mercy  rule  you ! 
I  do  c*onfess  you  are  a  prince,  your  anger 
As  great  as  you,  your  execution  greater - 

Rollo.  Away  with  him ! 

Edith,  Oh,  captain,  by  thy  manhood. 
By  her  soft  soul  that  bare  thee — I  do  con- 
fess, sir,  [righteous— 
Your  doom  of  justice  on  your  foes  most 
Good,noblc  prince,  look  on  me ! 

Rolh,  Take  her  from  mc !  [me ! 

Edith.   A  curse  upon  his  life  that  hinders 
May  father's  blessing  never  fall  upon  him. 
May  Heav'n  ne'er  hear  his  prayers  i  I  beseech 
you,    .  [hands  wooe  you. 

Oh,  sir,  these  tears  beseech  you,  these  chaste 
Tbat  never  yet  were  heav'd  but  to  things  holy. 
Things  like  yourself!  You  are  a  god  above  us; 
Be  as  a  god  then,  full  of  saving  mercy ! 
Mercy,  oh,  mercy,  sir,  for  his  sake  mercy. 
That,  when  your  stout  heart  weeps,  shall  give 

you  pity! 
Here  I  must  grow. 

Rollo.  By  Heav'n,  1*11  strike  thee,  woman ! 

Edith,  Alost  willingly ;   let  all  thy  anger 

seize  me,  [man. 

All  the  most  studied  torments,  so  this  good 

This  old  man,  and  this  innocent,  escape  tliee ! 

Rollo,  Carry  liim  away,  I  say  !         [pity» 

Edith,  Now  blessing  on  thee !  Oh,  sweet 
I  see  it  iu  thy  eyes.  I  charge  yoii,  soldiers, 
Ev'n  hy  the  prince's  power,  release  my  fatlier! 
The  prince  is  merciful;  why  do  you  hold  him? 
The  prince  forgets  his  fury ;  why  do  you  tug 
him  ?  [speak,  sir  1 

He  is  old;  why  do  you  hurt  him?  Speak,  oh. 
Speak,  as  you  are  a  man !  a  man's  life  hangs, 

sir, 
A  friend's  life,  and  a  foster  life,  upon  you. 
Tis  but  a  word,  but  mercy  quickly  spoke,  sir. 
Oh,  speak,  prince,  speak ! 

Rollo.  Will  no  man  here  obey  me  ? 
Have  I  no  rule  yet  ?  As  I  live,  he  dies 
That  does  not  execute  my  will,  and  suddenly ! 

Bald,  All  thou  canst  do  takes  but  one  short 
hour  from  me. 

Rollo.  Hew  off  her  hands ! 

Ham.  Lady,  hold  o(F! 

Edith.  No,  hew  'em ; 
Hew  off  my  innocent  hands,  as  he  commands 
you !  [Exit  Bald,  with  the  Guard. 

They'll  hang  the  faster  on  for  death's  convul- 
sion—  [then  ? 
Thou  seed  of  rocks,  will  noticing  move  thee 
Are  all  my  tears  lost  ?  all  my  righteous  prayers 
Drown'd  in  thy  drunken  wnith  ?  1  stand  up 
thus  then  39, 


•  ^. 


Thus  boldlt/,  bloody  tyrant, 
>4nd  to  thy  face  in  Heav'n  s  high  name  defy  thee.]  I  am  far  from  thinking  it  necessary 
to  fill  up  hemistichs  where  the  sense  does  not  require  it:  Here  it  does  not,  and  yet  I  verily 
tiiink  there  has  been  an  omission.  This  is  one  of  the  noblest  and  most  correct  scenes  in 
die  whole  play,  and  a  repetition  of  her  defiance  filling  up  the  measure,  and  giving  a  fine 
climax  to  the  workings  of  her  passion,  I  have  ventured  to  insert  it,  and  to  divide  the  seiv 
tence  into  separate  pans.       SciiHrd, 

Mr. 
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TIIE  TaAG£DY  OF  ROLLO; 


[Act  3.  Scene  1, 


Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant,  [thee ! 

And  to  thy  face,  in  HeavV^  high  name,  defy 
And  may  sweet  Mercy,  when  thy  soul  sighs 

for  it ;  [tremble^ ; 

When  under  thy  ))]nck  mischiefs  thy  flesh 
Wiien  neither  strcngth^nor  youth,nQr  friepds, ' 

nof  gold,  [conscience, 

.Can  stav  one  hour;  when  thy  most  wretched 
Wak'd  trom  her  dream  of  death,  like  fire  shall 

melt  thee ;  [wounds, 

When  all  thy  mother's  tears,  thy  brother's 
Thy  people*^}  fears,  and  curses,  and  my  loss, 
)rly  aged  father's  loss,   shall  stand  before 

thee [her  father ; 

Jiiillo,  Save  him,  T  say ;  run,  save  him,  save 
Fly,  and  redeem  his  heud !      [^Kx'U  Latorch, 

Edith.  May  then  tliat  pity. 
That  comfort  thou  expect'st  from  Heav'n, 

that  Mercy,  [ihee, 

Be  lock'd  up  from  thee,fty  thee !  howliiigs  find 

Pes{)nir,  (oh,  my  sweet  father!)  storms  of 

Blood  till  thou  burst  a^ain  *  [terrors, 

Roth.  Oh,  fair  sweet  anger ! 

winter  Latorch  and  Hamondf  with  a  head.    ^ 

Lat,  I  came  too  late,  sir;  'twas  dispatched 
J3is  head  is  here.  [before; 

Hollo,  And  my  heart  there !  Gq,  bury  him  ; 
Qive  him  fair  rites  of  funeral,dcccnt  honours. 

Edith.  Wilt  thou  not  take  me,  monster? 
Highest  Heav'n, 
Give  him  a  punishment  fit  for  his  mischief  I 

Lat.  I  fear  tliy  prayer  is  heard,  and  he 
rewarded. 
Lady,  have  patience ;  'twas  unhappy  speed ; 
J3tame  not  the  duke^  'twaf  not  his  fault,  but 
Fate's;  [ed, 

He  sent,  you  know,  to  stay  it,  and  cpmmand- 
tn  care  of  you,  the  heavy  object  iience 
Soon  as  it  came :  Have  better  thoughts  of  him! 

Enter  the  Citizent, 
1  Cit,  Where's  this  young  traitor? 
Jjat.  Noble  citizens,  here ;  [lord. 

And  here  the  wounds  he  gave  your  sovereign 
1  Cit.  Tliis  pripce,  of  force,  must  be 


Belov'd  of  Heav'n,  whon^  Heav'n  hath  thus 

preserved.  [know, 

2  CU.  And  if  he  be  belov'd  of  Hcav'n,  you 
He  must  be  just,  and  all  his  actions  so. 
Rollo.  Concluded  like  an  oracle.  Ob,  bow 

great 
A  grace  of  Heav'n  is  a  wise  citizen !     [just. 
For  Hcav'n  -tis  makes  'em  wise,  as't  made  me 
As  it  prescrv'd  me,  as  I  now  survive 
Dy  his  stnmg  hand  to  keep  you  nil  aiivc: 
Your  wives,  your  children,  goods  and  landf 

kept  yours,  [power, 

That  had  been  <lse  prey  to  his  tyrannous 
That  would  have  prey*d  on  me,  in  bed  a»« 

saultpd  me. 
In  sacred  time  of  peace.     My  mother  here. 
My  sister,  this  jtist  lord,  and  all  had  fiU'd 
'i'he  Curti^n  gulf  of  this  conspiracy ♦% 
Of  which  my  tutor  and  my  chancellor    [nest, 
(Two  of  the  gravest,  and  most  counted  ho- 
In  all  my  dukedom)   were  the   monstrous 

hcacis. 
Oh,  trust  no  honest  men  for  their  sakes  evcr| 
My  politick  citizeps;  but  those  that  bear 
The  names  of  cut-tlu'oats,  usurers,  and  tv« 

rants,  [world 

Oh,  those  believe  in;  for  the  foulrmouth'(( 
Can  give  no  better  terms  to  simple  goodness, 
Kv'n  me  it  dares  blaspheme,  and  thinks  me 

tyrannous  [ther  i 

For  savJuig  my  own  life  sought  by  my  bror 
Yet  tliosc  that  sought  his  life  before  by  poison 
(Tho'  mine  own  servants,  hoping  to  please  me) 
1*11  lead  tq  death  for't,  which  your  eyes  shall 

1  Cit.  Why  what  a  prince  is  here !     [sec. 

2  Cit.  How  just! 

3  Cit.  How  gentle ! 

Hollo.  Well,  uow,  my  dearest  subjects,  or 

much  rather 
My-nerves,  my  spirits,  or  my  vital  blood. 
Turn  to  your  needful  rest,  and  settled  peace, 
Fix'd  in  this  root  of  steel,  from  whence  it 

sprung. 
In  Heav'n'^  great  help  and  blessing  ♦» :  Butj, 

ere  sleep 
Bind  in  Iiis  sweet  oblivion  your  dull  s^nse^ 


Mr.  Seward  reads^ 


•1  stand  up  thus  then; 


*  Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant,  /  d^fj/  thee; 

*  And  to  thy  face  ]|  in  Ilcav'u's  high  name  defy  thee.' 

But  were  it  necessary  to  fill  up  the  hemistich,  we  should  recommend  this  mode: 

'  I  stand  up  thus  then, 

*  Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant,  I  stand  up^ 

*  And  to  thy  face,'  &c. 

Which  supposes  an  omission  easily  accounted  for;  viz,  the  transcriber  taking  the  words  fo» 
an  accidental  repetition ;  or,  finding  words  he  had  but  just  wrote,  hastily  passing  on  to  tlip 
following  line. 

40 -And  all  had  felt 

2'he  Curtian  gulf  of  this  conspiracy.]  To  feel  a  gulf  is  certainly  a  poor  if  not  an  absurd 
expression ;  but  to  Jill  die  gulf,  as  Mr.  Sympson  reads,  is  the  exact  poetical  idea  which  the 
metaphor  demands.         Servard. 

«»  In  Ilcav'u's  great  help.]  The  particle  in,  which  renders  this  passage  stiff  and  obscur^j^ 
seems  only  to  have  slipt  from  the  former  linC;  and  excluded  the  true  one*        Seward, 

Either  particle  is  sense. 


Act  S.  Scene  1.] 


IKTKE  Ot  NOtf MANtiYi 


159 


The  name  mnd  Tirtae  of  Hea?*D's  king  ad* 

vance 
For  Toun  (in  chief),  for  my  deliverance ! 
CUizeiti,  Heav'n  and  hi»  king  save  our  most 

pious  so%'ereign !  [Exeunt  CitizenM. 

Hollo.  Thanks,  my  good  people. — Motlicr, 

and  kind  sister,  [tims 

And  you,  my  noble  kinsman,  things  borue 
Shall  make  ye  all  command  whatever  I 
£njoy  in  this  mv  absolute  cmpcry. 
Take  in  the  body  of  my  princely  brother^ 
For  whose  death,  since  his  fate  no  other  way 
Would  give  my  eldest  birth  his  supreme  right, 
We'll  mourn  the  cruel  iiiBucnce  it  bears. 
And  wash  his  sepulchre  witli  kindly  tears! 
Auh.  If  this  game  end  thus,  Iicav*u*8  will 

rule  the  set ! 
^hat  we  have  yielded  to,  we  could  not  let*. 
[Exeunt  omnes  prater  Latorch  and  Edith, 
jLai,  Good  lady,  rise ;  and  raise  your  spi- 
rits withal, 
More  high  than  they  are  humbled  :  You  have 

cause. 
As  much  as  ever  honour*d  happiest  lady ; 
And  when  your  cars  are  freer  to  take  in 
Voormost  amend ful  and  unmatched  fortunes, 
111  make  you  drown  a  hundred  helpless  deaths 
In  sea  of  one  life  pour'd  into  your  bosom ; 
With  which  shall  How  into  your  arms  the 

riches, 
The  pleasures,  honours,   and  tlie  rules  of 

princes : 


Which,  tho'  death  stop  your  ears,  metliinks 

should  ope  'em. 
Assay  to  forget  deatli. 

Edith .  Oh,  slaughtered  father ! 

L(it.  Cast  off*  what  cannot  be  redress*dy 
and  bless 
The  fate  that  yet  you  curse  so ;  since,  for  that 
You  spake  so  movingly,  and  your  sweet  eyes 
With  bo  much  grace  filrd,that  you  set  on  fire 
The  duke's  affection,  whom  you  now  may  rule 
As  he  rules  all  his  dukedom:  Is*t  not  sweet  ? 
Do<!b  it  not  shine  away  your  sorrows*  do  ids  ? 
Sweet  lady,  take  wise  heart,  and  hear,  and 

Edith,  1  hear  no  word  you  speak,  [tell me. 

Lut.  Prepare  to  hear  then. 
And  be  not  barr'd  up  from  yourself,  nor  add 
To  your  ill  fortune  with  your  far  worse 
judgment.  '     [ioyi 

Make  me  your  ser\'ant<*,  to  attend  with  all 
Your  sad  estate,  till  they  both  bless  and  speak 
it;  [com  u  I  and  me 

Sec  how  they'll  bow  to  you;  make  iiic  wait. 
To  watch  out  every  minute.   For  the  stay43 
Your  modest  sorrow   fancies,    raise  your 
graces,  [tion 

And  do  my  hopes  the  honour  of  your  mo- 
To  all  the  ofTer'd  heights  that  now  attend  you. 
Oh,  how  yo'ir  touches  ravish !  how  the  duke 
Is  slain  already,  with  your  flames  em bnic'd^i! 
I  will  both  serve  and  visit  you,  and  otten. 

Edith,  I  am  not  fit,  sir. 

Lat.  Time  will  make  you,  lady.  [Ereunt, 


*  Let,]  I.  e.  prevent. 

<•  Make  me  your  serrant  to  attend  with  all  ;oi/t 
Your  sad  estate,  till  tlicy  both  bless  and  speak  it : 

Sec  how  theyli  bow  to  you,  make  me  wait,  &c.]  This  strange  chaos  has  just  light  enough 
left  to  shew  the  general  tcnrtency  of  the  passage :  viz.  That  both  he  and  all  the  courtiers  by 
their  humblest  obeisaiire  (if  she  would  accept  it)  would  ciiclcavour  to  turn  her  sorrow  into 
joy.  From  the  word  amctidful,  in  Lutorch's  first  speech  to  her  above,  it  is  highly  prolial)le 
tliAt  affe/if/ should  hi:  amend;  that  the  word  crmWicrs,  or  some  one  of  the  same  import,  is 
left  out,  seems  almost  evident,  and  a  whole  sentence  must  have  acconipanie<l  it.  We  may 
hope  to  come  very  near  the  sense,  however  wide  we  are  in  i;uc«sing  at  the  words  of  the  ori- 
ginal.    But  what  is  * —till  they  both  bless  and  speak  it  ?*     It  seems  probable  that  a 

mistake  in  tlic  points  having  joined  the  two  verbs  together,  the  former  pare  was  chan^red, 
and  both  falsely  inserted  to  make  out  something  that  looked  like  gramAiar.  T  read  the  whole 
thas  marking  in  Italicks  what  I  suppose  only  to  contain  something  like  the  sc.jse  of  the 
original, 

*  Make  mc  your  sen-ant,  make  the  courtiers  all 

*  Your  servants,  studious  to  amend  with  joys 

*  Your  sad  estate,  till  YOU  are  BLEST  ; and  speak  it, 

*  See  kow  they'll  bow  to  you,'  &c.         Sezcard. 

Thus  runs  Mr.  Seward's  reading:  but  we  cannot  follow  it,  because  the  text  is  not  in  our 
opinion  corrupt,  and  means  (though  perhaps  with  some  little  inaccuracy  of  exprerjslun,  not 
unusual  in  our  Authors)  *•  Let  ine  attend  your  melancholy  with  tmmscmeuts,  'till  they  both 
'  remove  your  sorrows,  and  make  it  manifest  that  they  do  so.*  * 


for  the  stay 


Your  modest  sorrow  fancies,  &c.]  Mr.  Seward,  we  think  improperly,  substitutes^//  for 
ttay,  Staxf  and  motion  are  plainly  opposed  to  each  other:  He  desires  llcr  '  not  to  remain  ia 
her  present  humble  rank,  but  to  let  liim  have  the  honour  of  promoting  her.'       ^ 

4« —  how  the  duke 

Is  slain  already  with  your  flames  imbrac't  !J  So  quarto.     Folio  : 

'  Is  slain  already  with  your  flames  embraced/* 
This  Mr.  Seward  treats  as  corrupt,  and  prints, 

'  is  slam  already  with  your  flames !  embrace  it,* 
Bat  SHrelyi  the  duke  *  embrac'd  with  her  flames/  b  not  at  all  uniutelligible. 


IM 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


[Act  S.  Scene  9. 


SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Guards  three  or  four  Bo;/s;  then  the 
Sheriffs  Cook,  Yeoman  of  the  Cellar y  But' 
kr,  and  Pantlery  to  execution. 

1  Guard,  Come,  bring  these  fellows  on; 
away  with  'em ! 

2  Guard.   Make  room  afore  there !  room 
there  for  tlie  prisoners ! 

1  Boy.  Lct*6  run  afore,  boys;  we  shall  get 
no  place  else. 

2  Boy,  Are  these  the  youths  ? 

Cook,  These  are  the  youths  you  look  for : 
And  pray,  my  honest  friends,  be  not  so  hasty; 
There'll  be  nothing  done  'till  we  come,  I  as- 
sure you.  [no  more  ? 

3  Boy.  Here's  a  wise  hanging!   Are  there 
But,  ly  you  hear,  sir?  fy^"* 

You  may  come  in  for  your  share,  if  it  please 

Cook.  My  friend,  if  you  be  unprovided  of 
a  hanpinc,  fyou 

(You  look  like  a  pood  fellow)  I  can  afford 
A  reasonable  prnnyworth. 

2  J3m/.  Afore,  afore,  boys! 
Here's  e'en  cnoutsh  to  make  us  sport. 

yen.  Pox  lake  you,  [tions? 

D'you  call  this  sport?  are  these  your  recrea- 
Must  we  be  hang'd  to  make  you  mirth? 

CooAc.  D' you  hear,  sir ?  [son, 

ou  custard- pate !  we  po  to't  fur  hiph  trea- 
An  honourable  fault;  thy  foolish  father 
Was  hang'd  for  stealing  sheep. 

Boys,  Away,  away,  boys !        [looks  now  ? 

Cook.  Do  you  see  how  that  sneaking  rogue 

You  chip  pantler,  y.ri  peaching  rogue,  that 

provided  us  [rogue  you  ! 

These  necklaces ;  you  poor  rogue,  you  costive 

Pant,  Pray,  pray,  tellows  f 

Cook.  Pray  for  thy  crusty  soul?  Where's 

TOur  reward  now,  [very  ? 

Good  goodman  manchet,  for  your  fme  disco- 

1  do  beseech  you,  sir,  where  are  your  dollars? 

Draw  with  your  fellows,  and  be  hang'd  1 


For  now  he  shall  be  h^ng*d  first,  that's  his 

comfort :  [rascal ! 

A  place  too  good  for  thee,  thou  raeal-mouth'd 

Cook.  Hang  handsomely,  for  shame !  Come, 

leave  your  praying,  [courtier ! 

You  peaching  knave,  and  die  like  a  pood 

Die  honestly,  and  like  a  man.  No  preaching. 

With '  I  beseech  you,  take  example  by  me; 

'  I  liv'd  a  lewd  i>jan,  good  people !  *  Pox  on't. 

Die  me  as  thou  hadst  din'd;  say  grace,  and 

God  be  wi'  you  ! 

Guard.  Come,  will  you  forward  ? 

Cook,  Good  master  Sheriff,  your  leave  too ; 

This  hasty  work  was  ne'er  done  well :  Give's 

so  much  time  [no  man. 

As  but  to  sing  our  own  ballad,  for  we'll  trust 

Nor  no  tune  but  our  own ;  'twas  done  in  ale 

too, 
And  therefore  cannot  be  refus'd  in  justice. 
Your  penny-pot  poets  are  such  pelting  thieves, 
They  ever  hangmen  twice ;  wcnave  it  here,sir, 
Ancf  so  must  every  merchant  of  our  voyage ; 
He"'ll  make  a  sweet  return  else  of  his  credit ! 
Yeo,  One  fit  of  our  own  mirth,  and  then 

we're  for  you. 

Guard.  Make  haste  then,  and  dispatch.   * 

Yeo,  There's  day  enough,  sir. 

Cook,  Come,  boys,   sing  chearfully;   we 

shall  ne'er  sing  younger.         [like  well. 

We've  chose  a  loud  tune  too,  because  it  should 

SONG. 

Yeo.  Come,  Fortune's  a  whore,  I  care  not 

who  tell  her,  [cellar. 

Would  offer  to  strangle  a  page  of  the 

That  should  by  his  oath,  to  any  man's 

thinking,  [drinkinji ; 

And  place,  have  had  a  defence  for  his 

But  thus  she  does  still  when  she  pleases 

to  palter,  [halter. 

Instead  of  his  wages,  she  gives  him  a 

Chorus,  Three  merry  boys*,  and  three  merry 

boys. 

And  tliree  merry  boys  are  we. 


Yeo,  He  must  now ; 

•  Tlirce  merry  boy$,  &c.]  In  Shakespeare's  Twelftli  Night,  act  ii.  scene  S,  Sir  Toby,  re- 
peating the  names  and  some  scraps  of  old  songs,  mentions  "  Tliree  merry  men  we  be;" 
which  Mr.  Steevcns  asserts  to  be  a  fragment  of  some  old  song,  wliich  he  found  repeated  in 
Westward  Hoe,  by  Decker  and  Webster,  1607  : 

*  Three  merry  men, 

*  And  three  merry  men, 

*  And  three  merry  men  be  we.' 

And  Sir^John  Hawkins,  in  the  Appendix,  produces  the  following  passage,  but  without  no- 
ticing from  whence  it  is  taken  : 

*  The  wise  men  were  but  seaven,  ne'er  more  shall  be  for  me; 

*  The  muses  were  but  nine,  the  worthies  three  times  three ; 

*  And  three  merry  boyes,  and  three  merry  boyes,  and  three  merry  boyes  are  we«. 

*  The  vertues  they  were  seaven,  and  three  the  greater  bee ; 

*  The  Caesars  tliey  were  twelve,  and  fatall  sisters  three. 

'  And  three  merry  girles,  and  three  merry  girles,  and  three  ffcrry  girles  are  wcc.^ 
To  these  proofs  we  shall  add  another,  taken  from  Ram-Alley,  or  Merry  Tricks: 

*  Did  I  not  bring  you  off,  you  arrant  drub, 

*  Without  a  counterbufT?  looke  who  comes  here, 

*  And  three  merry  men,  and  three  merry  men, 

*  And  three  merry  men  be  jr/cc'        R. 

Til*  Editor  of  th^  second  folio  thus  varies  the  latter  part  of  the  chorus, 
As  ever  did,  sing  in  a  licoipen  string  under  the  gallows-tree/ 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


to 


As  ever  did  sing  three  parts  in  a  string 
All  under  the  triple  tree ! 

But.  But  I  that  was  so  lusty. 

And  ever  kept  my  bottles. 
That  neither  they  were  musty. 

And  seldom  less  than  pottles; 
For  me  to  be  thus  slopt  now. 

With  hemp  instead  of  cork,  sir, 
And  from  the  galloi^'S  lopt  now. 

Shews  that  tnerb  is  a  rork,  sir, 
In  death,  and  this  the  token  ; 

Man  mtiy  be  two  wnys  killed, 
Or  like  the  bottle  broken. 

Or  like  the  wine  be  spilled. 
CAonu.  Tlii-ee  merry  boys,  &c. 

Cook.    Oh,  yet  but  look 

<^u  tlie  master  cook, 
•      The  glory  of  the  kitchen, 

In  sovviuK;  whose  fate, 

At  so  lofty  a  rat^, 
No  tnylor  e*er  had  stitching ; 
For  tfiuugh  he  make  the  man, 

The  cook  yet  makes  the  dishely 
fThe  which  no  taylor  can. 

Wherein  I  have  my  wishes, 


That  I,  who  at  so  many  a  feast 
Have  pleas'd  so  many  tasters, 
Should  now  myself  come  to  be  dretC^ 
A  dish  for  you,  my  masters^ 
Chorus.  Three  merry  boyS,  &Ci 

Pant,    Oh,  man  or  beast. 

Or  yo'i  at  least. 
That  wears  or  Ijrow  or  antlef. 

Prick  up  your  ears 

Unto  tlie  tears 
Of  me,  poor  I^aul  the  Pantler^ 

That  thus  am  clipt, 

Decausc  I  chipt 
The  cursed  criist  of  treason 

With  loyal  knife. 

Oh,  doleful  strife, 
To  haug  thu&  without  reason ! 

Chorut.  'three  merry  boys,  &c. 

Cook.  Thete's  a  few  cdpies  for  you.  No#^ 

farewell, 

Friends;  and,  good  master  Shcritf,  let  me  not 

Be  printed  with  a  brass  pot  on  my  head. 

But.  March  fair,  march  fair!  afore, good 

captain  Pantler!  [EiOiHi* 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  i. 
Enter  Aubrfi/  and  Latorch. 

JLub.T  ATOllCll,  [  hare  waited  here  to 
^•^    speak  with  you,  [legs 

And  you  inubt  hearken — Set  not  forth  your 
Of  haste,  nor  put  your  face  of  business  on; 
An  hunester  atfair  than  this  I  uri;o  too, 
You  will  not  easilv  think  on;  and  'twill  be 
Keward  to  entertain  it ;  *tis  your  fortune 
To  have  our  master's  ear  above  the  rest 
Of  us  that  follow  him,  but  that  no  man  en- 
vies *s — 

For  1  have  well  consider'd,  truth  sometimes  • 
Alay  be  conveyed  iu  by  the  same  conduits 
That  falshuod  i:>.  These  courses  that  he  takes 


'hiLt  that  no  man  envies; 


Cannot  out  end  in  ruin ;  empire  goi 
By  blood  and  violence,  must  so  be  held ; 
And  how  unsafe  that  is,  he  first  will  prov^ 
Thatf  toiling;  still  to  remove  enemies. 
Makes  himself  more.  It  is  not  now  a  brother^ 
A  faithful  counsellor  of  state  or  two, 
That  are  his  danger ;  they  are  fair  dispatch'di 
It  is  a  multitude  that  'gm  to  fear. 
And  think  what  began  thefe  must  end  in  tbem^ 
For  all  die  fine  oration  that  was  made  'em; 
And  they  are  not  an  easy  monster  quell'd. 
Princes  may  pick  their  suffering  nobles  out^ 
And  one  by  ^e  employ  'em  to  the  block  <^; 
But  when  they  once  grow  formidable  to 
Their  clowns,  and  coblers,  ware  then  I  gutttl 
themselves  <'. 


For  I  have  zce/l  considered,  &c.]  By  this  reading,  Aubre3r's  design  of  rmployinj;  Latorch 
to  convey  a  trut!i  to  RoUo  was  the  reason  why  no  man  envied  Latorch  the  favour  of  his  masi^ 
tcr  ;  whereas  the  real  ri^ason  was  the  knowledge  of  the  vile  means  he  had  used  to  obtain  it; 
and  this  will  he  implied  by  citnnging  the  particle^r  into  and-.         .  Senmrd. 

From  the  word  hearken  in  the  second  line,  to  the  particle,/ar  in  the  ninth,  seems  to  be 
only  a  collection  of  diiferent  parentheses,  and  that  particle  to  be  genuine:  ^  Latorch^  £ 

*  have  waited  here  to  speak  with  ?/o«,  B,nd you  must  hearken ^(pretend  not  haste)  (the 

*  business  is  honcst|  and  reward  attends  it)  (you  are  in  possession  or  the  king's  ear,  and  witln 

*  out  envy) FOK  I  have  well  considered,  truth  sometimes,'  &c. 

**  And  one  ht/  07tt  employ  *em  to  the  block.]  *  Convoy  em'  seems  a  mor^  natural  exprcs* 
•ion ;  bat,  as  ihc  other  is  sense,  I  do  not  change  the  text.         Seward. 

ware  then,  guard  themselves.]  The  Omission  of  a  letter  in  the  quarto  has  tnad# 
the  subsequent  editions  turn  a  noble  sentiment  into  a  very  poor  one.  The  quarto  has  no 
comma  between  then  and  guard;  undoubtedly,  therefore,  instead  of  closing  Aubrey's  6ne 
ipeer^h  with  *  Theu  is  their  danger,  ware  then,  let  them  thcu  guard  tlieraselvcs;'  We  should 

VoJL.  Hi  Y  read, 


THE  TRAGBEDY  OF  ROtLO, 


{Act  4.  Scene  1. 


If  thou  (hirst  tell  bim  this,  Latorcb,  the  ser- 
vice 
Would  oot  discredit  the  good  name  you  hold 
With  men,  besides  the  profit  to  your  master, 
And  to  the  public. 

LaL  I  conceive  not  so,  sir:  [them 

TheyVe  airy  fears ;  and  why  should  I  object 
Unto  bis  fancy  ?  wound  what  is  yet  sound  ? 
Your  counsels  colour  not  with  reason  of  state. 
Where  ail  that's  necessary  still  is  just. 
The  actions  of  thcprince,  while  they  succeed, 
Should  be  made  good  and  glorified,  not  ques- 
tioned. 
Men  do  but  shew  their  ill  affection% 
That 

Aub.  What  ?  Speak  out ! 

Lat.  Do  murmur  'gainst  their  masters. 

Aub,  Is  this  to  me  ? 

Lat,  It  is  to  whomsoever 
Mislikes  of  the  duke's  courses. 

Aub.  Ay  !  is't  so? 
At  your  stateward,  sir  ? 

Lat.  I  am  sworn  to  hear 
toothing  may  prejudice  tlie  prince. 

Aub,  Why,  do  you  ? 
Or  have  you,  ha  ?  ^ 

Lat.  I  cannot  tell;  men's  hearts 
Shew  in  their  words  sometimes. 

Aub.  I  ever  thought  thee 
Knave  of  the  chamber ;  art  thou  the  spj  too  ? 

Lat.  A  watchman  for  the  f  tate,  and  one 
that's  known, 
Sir,  to  be  riglitly  affected. 

Aub.  Bawd  oth' state, 
No  less  tlmn  of  thy  master's  lusts  !  I  now 
tee  nothing  can  redeem  tJiee.    Dar^t  thou 

mention 
Affection,  or  a  heart,  that  ne'er  hadst  any  ? 
Know'st  not  to  love  or  hate,  bat  by  the  scale, 


As  thy  prince  does't  before  thee  ?  That  dost 

never  [patlier'st 

Wear  thy  own  face,  but  put'st  on  his,  and 
Baits  for  his  cars;  liv'st  wholly  at  his  beck. 
And  ere  thou  dar*st  utter  a  thought  tliinc  own. 
Must  expect  his ;   creep'st  forth  aud  wad'st 

into  him 
As  if  thou  wert  to  pass  a  ford,  there  proving 
Yet  if  thy  ton£;ue  may  step  on  safely  or  no ; 
Tlien  sing'st  his  Virtue  asleep^*,  and  stay'st 

the  wheel 
Botli  of  his  reason  and  judgment,  that  tliey 

move  not ; 
White'st  over  all  his  vices;  and  at  last 
Dost  draw  a  cloud  of  words  before  his  eyes, 
'Till  he  can  neither  see  thefrnor  himself? 
Wretch,  I  dare  give  him  honest  counsels,  I, 
And  love  him  while  I  tell  him  truth  !  Old 

Aubrey 
Dares  go  the  straightestway,  which  still's  the 

shortest, 
Walk  on  the  thorns  thou  scatter'st,  parasite, 
And  tread  'em  unto  nothins; ;  and  if  thou 
Then  let'st  a  look  fall,  of  the  least  dislike, 
I'll  rip  thy.  crown  up  with   my   sword   at 

height  •, 
And  pluck  thy  skin  over  thy  face,  in  sight 
Of  him  thou  flatter'st  I  Unto  thee  I  speak  it. 
Slave,  against  whom  all  laws  should  now  con- 
spire. 
And  every  creature  that  hath  sense  be  arm'd, 
As  'gainst  the  common  enemy  of  mankind ; 
That  creep'st  within  tliy  roaster's  ear  so,  and 

whisper'st 
'TIS  better  for  him  to  be  fear'd  than  lov'd ; 
Bid'st  him  trust  no  man's  friendship,  spare  no 

blopd 
That  may  secure  him;  '  'tis  no  cruelty 
*  That  hath  a  specious  end ;  for  sovereignty 


jeady  '  ——ware  then  cuardt  tlicmselves; '  t«  e.  When  a  prince  is  hated  by  all  his  sub- 
jects, his  very  guards  will  become  bis  enemies,  and  be  the  first  to  destroy  him.  The  hi^to- 
ries  of  almost  all  tyrants  in  the  world  confirm  this  observation.  And  it  is  a  sort  of  prophecy 
of  Rollo*s  fate,  a  hint  of  which  Aubrey  in  the  next  scene  gives  Rollo  himself,  when  he  tells  him, 

*  You  make  your  guards  your  terrors  by  these  acts/        Stward, 

We  think  the  old  reading  right,  and  means  simply,  *'  that  it  is  then  time  for  them  to  be- 
*  ware,  and  to  guard  themselves;'  a  sentiment  which  is  familiarly  enough  expressed,  after 
tbe  manner  of  our  Authors^  by  the  words, 

*  Ware  then,  guard  themselves! ' 

^  Then  bring'st  hia  virtue  asleep.^  That  bring' st  is  a  corruption  seems  evident ;  but  I  was 
idoubtful  whether  I  should  read  rinf^st  or  mngU ;  the  former  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  let^ 
ters,  the  latter  the  more  obvious  metaphor.  Mi;.  Sympson  sending  fne  tlie  latter  as  his  con- 
jecture too,  detenaiiied  me  to  give  it  the  preference.        Seward,  ;^ 

^  rU  rip  thy  crown  up  with  my  sward  at  height, 

Andpluch  thy  skin  (wer  thyYaeey  &c.]  I  much  suspect  the  first  line,  to  which  I  can  afiix 
ao  clear  idea.  What  would  Aubrey  do  to  bim  ?  It  snould  seem,  that  he  would  with  his 
«word  strip  open  the  crown  of  his  head,  and  pluck  his  skin  over  his  face.  I'he  followiug 
conjecture  will  eiye  tliis  reading  more  ckArly  than  the  former,  but  not  so  clearly  as  I  could 
wish,  and  therc&re  I  do  not  put  it  into  the  text. 

'  I'll  strip  thy  crown  cjpe  with  my  sword  at  height.'        Seward. 

^  That  sleep*st  within  thy  master^s  ear.]  Mr.  Seward,  in  his  Postscript,  says,  '  The  tnle- 
'  bearer,  whisperer  and  sycophant,  cannot  be  said  to  sleep  within  their  master's  car,  since 
'  they  arc  generally  vigilant  and  eager  to  instil  their  poisonous  counsel.'  1  read,  thercibrc, 

'  That  creep^st  withia  thy  master's 
Wi  think  ibis  a  happy  emcndatioii. 


Aet4.  Scene  1.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


tu 


*  Break  all  the  laws  of  kind;  if  it  succeed, 
'An  honest,  nohie,  and  praise-worthy  deed/ 
While  \ie  that  takes  thy  poisons  in,  shall  feci 
Their  virulent  workings  in  a  point  of  time 
Whrii  no  repentance  can  bring  aid,  but  all 
His  spirits  shall  melt,  with  what  bis  conscience 
bum'd,  [moum*d. 

And  dyini;  in  a  flatterer's  arms,  shall  full  un- 
There  s  matter  for  you  now. 

Lat.  My  lord,  this  niak^s  not 
From  lovmj^  of  my  master**. 

Aub.  Loving?  no; 
They  hate  ill  princes  most  that  make  them  so. 

£nter  Rollo,  Hamond,  Allan,  and  Guard, 

Rollo,  I'll  hear  no  more  ! 

Ham,  Al'cis,  'tis  for  my  brother 
I  beseech  your  hij^hness. 

Rallo,  How !  a  brother  ? 
Had  not  I  one  myself?  did  title  move  me 
When  it  v4is  tit  that  he  should  die  ?  Away ! 

Allan.  Bruthf  r,  lose  no  word  more ;  leave 
my  good  cause 
T*  upbraid  the  tyrant :  I  am  fi^lad  I'm  fall'n 
Now  in  th(i«c  tunes,  that  will'd  some  great 

example 
T*  assure  men  we  can  die  for  honesty. 

Hollo.  Sir,  you  arc  brave ;  'pray  that  you 
hold  your  neck 
At  bravely  forth  anon  unto  the  headsman. 

Allan.  'Would  he  would  strike  as  bravely, 
and  thou  by ! 
Rollo,  'twould  make  thee  quake  to  see  me  die. 

Auh^  What's  his  oflfence? 

Ham.  For  giving  Gisbert  burial, 
W'ho  was  some  time  his  muster. 

Allan.  Yes,  lord  Aubrey, 
My  gratitude  and  humanity  arc  my  crimes. 

Hollo.  Why  bear  you  him  not  hence? 

Aub.  My  lord — (biay,  soldiers) — 
I  do  beseech  your  highness,  do  not  lose 
Such  men  for  so  slight  causes.  This  is  one 
Hath  still  been  faithful  to  you  ;  a  tried  soul 
lo  all  your  father's  battles;  1  have  seen  him 
Bestride  a  friend  a;:ainst  a  score  of  foes: 
And  look,  he  looks  as  he  would  kill  liis  hun- 
For  you,  sir,  were  you  in  danger.  [dred 

^//an.  Till  he  kill'd  [u-r; 

His  brother^his  chancellor,  and  then  hismas- 


To  which  he  can  add  nought  to  etjtml  Nero, 
But  killing  of  his  mother. 

Aub.  Peace,  brave  fool,  / 

Thou  valiant  ass !— Here  is  his  brother  tocy 

sir, 
A  captain  of  your  guard,  hath  ser\''d  you  long. 
With  the  most  noble  witness  of  his  truth 
Mark'd  in  his  face,  and  every  part  about  him ; 
That  turns  not  from  an  enemy.  But  view  him; 
Oh,  do  not  \£Tieve  him,  sir,  if  you  do  mean 
That  he  shall  hold  his  place:  It  is  not  safe 
To  tempt  such  spirits,  and  let  them  wear 
their  swords;  [acta. 

You'll  make  your  guards  your  terrors  by  thcst 
And  throw  more  hearts  off  from  you  than  you 

hold. 
And  I  must  tellyou,sir,  (with  my  old  freedom, 
/And  my  old  faiUi  to  boot)yoahnve  not  liv'd  so 
But  that  your  state  will  need  such  men,  such 

hands. 
Of  which  here's  one,  shall  in  an  hour  of  trial 
Do  you  more  certain  service,  with  a  strok^ 
Than  die  whole  bundle  of  your  flatterers. 
With  all  th'  unsavory  unction  of  their  tongues. 
RcUlo.  Peace,  talker  I 
Aub.  One  that  loves  you  yet,  my  lord. 
And  would  not  see  you  pull  on  your  own  ruina» 
Mercy  becomes  a  priDce,and  guards  him  best; 
Awe  and  affrights  are  never  ties  of  love; 
And  when  men  'gin  to' fear  the  prince,  thej 
hate  him. 
Rollo.  Am  I  the  prince,  or  you  ? 
Aub,  My  lord,  I  hope 
I  have  not  uttcr'd  aught  should  urge  tliat 
question. 
Hollo.  Then  practise  your  obedience.  Set 

him  dead ! 
Aub.  My  lord ! 

Rollo.  I'll  hear  no  word  more ! 
Aub.  1  am  sorry  then. 
There  isnosmallciespair,  sir,  of  their  safety. 
Whose  e«irs  arc  blocked  up  against  the  ti'uth* 
Come,  capuiin. 

Ham.  i  do  thank  you,  sir. 
Aub.  For  what? 
For  seeing  thy  brother  die  a  man,  and  honest? 
Live  thou  so,  captain ;   I  will,  I  assure  thee, 
Altho'  I  die  for't  too.     Conie. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Rollo  and  Lat, 


s>  3fy  lordy  this  makes  not 

For  Iftvittg  of  my  infistcr.^  How  do  Latorch's  words  express  his  sentiments?  * — This 
^  makes  not  (nr  loving  of  my  master,'  sl)ould  seem  to  imply,  that  Aubrey's  speech  shewed  no 
]ovc  to  Rollo ;  but  Aubrey  s  answer  plainly  shews  thc?t  Latorch  spoke  Mimething  of  his  own 
love  to  his  ii\astcr,  and  not  of  Aubrey's.  Perhaps  the  reader  may  think  the  old  reading  may 
4>e  construed  to  this  sense ;  and  therefore,  without  disturbing  the  text,  I  shall  only  offer  a  con- 
jecture of  which  I  am  myitelf  very  dubious. 

Lat.  '  My  lord,  this  ratings 

*  For  loving  of  my  master.' 

i.  e.  *  The  real  cause  of  your  au^er  to  me  is  my  love  to  my  master.*        Seward, 
The  simple  change  of^or  to  from  gives  an  easier  and  more  natural  reading : 

*  My  lord,  this  makes  not 

*  From  loving  of  my  niaster«' 

t.  e,  ^  All  this  does  not  disprove  my  «^cction  to  my  master/  to  which  AuUrej's  answer  is 
«  proper  and  apposite  reply. 


!«♦ 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Rclh,  Now,  Latorchy 
What  do  YOU  think  ? 

Lat.  That  Aubrey's  speech  and  manners 
Sound  somewhat  of  the  uoldest. 

Kollo,  Tis  his  custom. 

Lat,  It  may  be  so,  and  yet  be  worth  a  fear. 

RoUo.  If  we  thought  S0|  it  should  be  worth 
his  life, 
And  auickly  too. 

Lai.  I  dare  not,  sir,  be  author 
Of  what  I  would  be,  'tis  so  dangerous : 
Bot^  with  your  highness'  favour  and  your  li- 
cence   ' 

^llo.  He  talks,  'tis  true;  and  he  is  li- 
cens'd :  Leave  him, 
We  now  are  duke  alone,  Latorch,  secur'd; 
Nothing  left  standing  to  obscure  our  prospect; 
We  look  right  forth,  b^vide,  and  round  about 

And  see  it  purs  with  pleasure:  Only  one  [it, 
WishM  joy  there  wants  to  make  us  so  possess 
And  that  is  Edith,  Edith,  she  that  got  roe 
In  blood  and  tears,  in  such  an  opposite  minute, 
As  had  I  not  at  once  felt  all  the  flames 
And  shafts  of  Love  shot  in  me,  hif  whole 

armory, 
I  should  hav'e  thought  him  as  far  oiTas  death. 

Lat.  My  lord,  eipect  a  while,  your  happi- 
ness 
Is  nearer  than  you  think  it;  yet  her  griefs 
Are  green  and  fresh ;   your  vigilant  Latorch 
Hath  not  been  idle ;  i  have  leave  already 
To  visit  her,  and  send  to  her. 

Roih.  My  life ! 

Lat.  And  if  I  find  not  out  as  speedy  ways, 
And  proper  instruments,  to  work  and  bring 

her 
To  your  fr^itiofi,  that  she  be  not  watch'd 
Tame  to  your  highness*,  say  you  have  no 

servant 
Incapable  of  such  a  trust  about  you, 
Or  wortljy  to  be  groom  of  your  delight *•. 

RoUo.  Oh,  my  Latorch,  what  shall  I  ren- 
der thee 
X'or  all  thy  travels,  care  and  love  ? 

Lat.  Sir,  one  suit,  [me. 

Which  I  will  ever  importune,  'till  you  grant 

RoUo,  About  your  mathematicians  ? 

Lat.  Yes,  to  liave 
The  scheme  of  your  nativity  judg'd  by  them; 
I  have't  already  erected.  Oh,  my  lord, 
You  do  not  know  the  labour  of  my  fears; 
Jily  doubts  for  you  are  such  as  cannot  hope 


Any  security  but  from  the  stars; 

Who,  being  rightly  ask*d,  can  tell  man  more 

Than  all  pow*r  else,  there  being  no  powV 

beyond  them. 
RoUo.  All  thy  petitions  still  are  care  of  us ; 
Ask  for  thyself. 

Lat.  What  more  can  concern  me 
Than  this  ?  [then ; 

RoUo.  Well,  rine,  true  honest  man,  and  go 
We'll  study  ourselves  a  means  how  to  reward 

thee. 
Lat.  Your  Grace  is  now  inspir*d ;    now, 

now,  your  highness 
Begins  to  live !  from  this  hour  count  your  joys ! 
But,  sir,  I  roust  have  warrants,  with  blanki 

figured. 
To  put  in  names  suph  as  I  like, 

RoUo.  You  shall.  [figure. 

Lat.  They  dare  not  else,  sir,  offer  at  your 
Oh,  I  shall  bring  you  wonders !  there's  a  lriar<^ 
liusee,  an  admirable  roan;  another, 
A  gentleman ;  and  then  la  Fihke, 
The  mirror  of  his  time;  'twas  he  that  set  it. 
But  there's  one  Norbret  (him  I  never  saw)  " 
Has  made  a  mirror,  a  mere  looking-glass. 
In  show  you*d  think't  no  other ;  the  lunii  oval. 
As  I  am  given  to  understand  by  letter, 
Which  renders  you  such  shapes,  and  those  so 

dift'ering,  *  '  [swers; 

And  some  that  will  be  qnestion'd  and  give  an-? 
Then  has  he  iset  it  in  a  frame,  that  wroughf 
Unto  the  revolutions  of  the  stars, 
And  so  compact  by  due  proportions 
Unto  their  harmony,  doth  move  alone 
A  true  automaton ;  thus  Dsdalus'  statues, 

Or  Vulcan's  stools 

RoUo.  Dost  thou  believe  this  ? 
Lat,  Sir? 
Why,  what  should  stay  my  faith,  or  turn  my 

sense  ? 
H'  has  been  about  it  above  twenty  years, 
Three  sevens,  the  powerful,  and  the  perfect 

numbers; 
And  art  and  time,  sir,can  produce  such  things. 
What  do  wc  read  there  af  Uiurbas'  banquet, 
(The  great  gyninosophibt)  that  hud  his  butlers 
And  can'crs  of  pure  gold  waiting  at  table? 
The  images  of  Mercury,  too^,  that  spoke? 
The  wooden  dove  that  flew  ?  a  snake  of  brass 
That  hiss'd  ?  and  birds  of  silver  that  did  sing? 
All  tliese  were  done,  sir,  by  tiiemathematickb, 
Without  which  tiiere's  no  science,  nor  no' 

trutli. 


*  Tame  to  your  highness,  loy,  &c.]  The  folio  reads, 

*  Tame  to  your  highnes£  wish,  say,'  &c. 

f  Or  worthy  to  he  secretary  of  your  pleasure.]  This  indeed  is  good  sense,  but  it  is  only  the 
conjectural  reading  of  the  lute  editions,  and  departs  too  much  from  the  trace  of  the  letters 
%o  be  allowed  to  stand.     The  old  quarto  reads, 

'  Or  wortliy  to  be — ; of  your  delight.' 

Jlere  a  word  was  lost :  hawd  or  pivipy  which  are  his  true  character,  are  too  coarse  names  for 
fiman  to  call  himself;  secretary,  steward,  and  all  words  but  monosyllables  are  excluded  by 
the  measure.     Groom  therefore  seems  to  bid  fairest  for  being  the  original.        Seward. 

We  believe  the  original  to  have  been  a  coarse  wordy  which  occasion^'d  the  omissio^i,  as  ii) 
f^^  other  instances. 


4Ltit  4.  Scene  9.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY, 


IfiS 


Bollo,  You  are  In  jour  own  sphere.  La- 
torch  ;  and  rather 
Than  1*11  contend  w'je  for  it.  111  believe  it: 
You've  won  upon  me  that  I  wish  to  see 
My  fate  before  me  now,  whate'er  it  be. 
Jjai,  And  I'll  endeavour,  you  shall  know*t 
with  speed;  [me, 

For  which  I  should  have  one  of  trust  go  with 
(If  you  please,  Hamond)  that  I  may  b^  him 
Send  you  my  first  dispatches ;  after,  I 
Shail  bring  you  more*^,  and  a9  they  come 

still  more. 
And  accurate  forth  from  them. 

RoUo.  Take  your  way, 
Cbuse  your  own  meaosj  and  be  it  prosperous 
tons!  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

^Mttr  jRiii«f ,  de  Bubcy  ia  FUke,  Norbret,  qnd 

Pippeau, 

Ru»ee,  Come, bear  up,  sirs;  weshs41have 
better  days. 
My  alman}|ck  relU  me. 

Bute.  What  is  that?  your  rump? 

Musce.  It  never  itchM  in  vaiu  yet.    'Slid, 
U  Fiske, 
Thruw  off  thy  slugvish  face ;  I  can*t  abide 
To  see  thee  look  like  a  poor  jade  i*th*  pound. 
That  saw  no  meat  these  three  days. 

FUke.  -Sligl^t,  to  me 
}t  seems  thirteen  days  since  I  saw  any. 

Busee,  How ! 

Fiske,  I  can't  remember  that  I  ever  saw 
Or  meat,  or  money ;  you  may  talk  of  both, 
7*0  open  a  man's  stomach  or  his  purse, 
3ut  reed  *em  still  with  air. 

Bube,  Friar,  I  fear 
You  do  not  say  your  office  well  a-days; 
I  cannot  hear  your  beads  knack. 

Norb.  Pox,  he  feeds 
With  lechery,  and  lives  upon  th'  exchange 
Of  his  two  eggs  and  pudding  with  the  marketr 
wqmen ! 

Bjuee.  And  what  do  you^  sir,  with  the 
advocate's  wife. 
Whom  you  persuade,  upon  your  doctoral  bed. 
To  take  the  mathematical  trance  so  often  ? 


FUke.  Come,  we  are  stark  naught  all ;  bsid\i 
the  best  of  us : 
Four  of  the  seven  deadly  spots  we  are : 
Besides  our  lechery,  we  are  envious, 
And  most,  most  gluttonous  when  we  havf 

it  thus. 
Most  covetous  now  we  want  it ;  then  our  boy, 
lie  is  a  fifth  spot,  sloth,  and  he  undoes  us. 

Bube,  Tis  true  the  child  was  wont  to  be 
industrious, 
And  now  and  then  sent  in  a  merchant's  wife 
Sick  of  the  husband,  or  a  swearing  butler 
That  miss'd  one  of  his  bowls,  a  crying  maid 
Had  lost  a  silver  spoon ;  the  curry-comb 
Sometimes  was  wanting ;  there  was  something 
But  now [gotten  | 

Pip,  What  now?  Did  I  notyesterrmorniog 
Bring  you  in  a  cardecu  ^  there  from  the  pea* 

sant 
Whose  ass  I'd  driven  aside,  and  hid,  that  youi 
Might  conjure  for  him  ?  and  again,  last  night, 
Six  sous  from  the  cook's  wife  you  shar'd  among 
To  set  a  figure  for  the  pestle  I  stole ;    [you. 
It  is  not  at  home  yet.  These  things,  my  mas- 
ters, *  [Yoa 
In  a  hard  time,  they  would  be  thought  ou: 
Talk  of  your  lands  and  castles  in  the  air, 
Of  your  twelve  houses  there ;  but  it  is  I 
That  'bring  you  in  your  reuts  for  'em,  'tis 
That  is  your  bird-call.                       [Pippeau 

Norb,  'Faith,  he  does  well, 
And  cuts  thro*  the  elements  for  us,  I  must 

needs  say. 
In  a  fine  dextrous  liqe. 

FUke.  But  not  as  lie  did 
At  first;  then  he  would  sail  with  any  wind, 
Into  every  creek  and  corner. 

Pip,  I  was  light  then,  [gentlemen; 

New  built  and  rigg'd,  when  I  came  to  you, 
Butnow,  With  often  and  far  venturing  for  you. 
Here  be  leaks  sprung,  and   whole  plankt 

wanting,  see  you. 
If  you'll  new-shcath  me  again,  yet  I  am  for 
you  [send  me} 

To  any  gulf  or  streights**,  wherc-e'er  you'll 
For  a^  I  am,  where  can  this  ragged  bark 
Put  iu  for  any  service,  'less  it  be 


S3  Sfi^ll  bring  you  more,  as  they  come  morey 

And  accurate  forth  from  them.]  So  quarto.    The  two  following  editions  exhibit, 

*  Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  still  more,' 
and  omit  the  last  line.   '  iVir.  Seward  reads, 

*  Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  forth  from  *em, 
'  More  anymore  accurate.' 

5«  Cardecv.]  A  corruption  q(  quart  d'ecM,  the  quarter  part  of  a  crown-piece 

es 1/et  I  am  for  you 

To  any  l^og  or  sleights.]'  Mr.  Theobald  proposed  reading  bog  or  sloughs  ;  Mr.  Seward 
introduced  g^i^for  bog;  and  he  and  Mr.  Sympson  concurred  in  ultctin^sleights to streights, 
and  quote  the  following  passage  from  Jonson's  Undeiwoods  as  a  confinnation  of  its  propriety : 

*  — ' their  vcfy  trade 

*  Is  borrowing ;  that  but  st()pt,  they  do  invade 

*  All  as  their  prize,  turn  pirates  here  at  land, 

^  Have  their  Bermudas  and  their  streights  in  tlie  Strand. 

*  Man  out  their  boats  to  th'  Temple,  and  not  shift 
f  Now  but  comm^^id ' 


tad 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  HOLLO, 


[Act  4.  Scene  t. 


(ytW  isle  of  rogues,  and  there  turn  pirate  for 

you  ?  [must  leave 

Nurb.  'Faith,  he  says  reason,  friar;  you 

Yuur  neat  crisp  claret,  and  fall  to  your  cyder 

A  wiiiie  ;  and  you,  la  Fiskc,  your  larded  ctv- 

pons 
And  turkies  for  a  time,  and  take  a  good 
.Clean  tripe  in  your  way  ;  de  Bube  too  must 

content  him 

With  wholesome  tworsous'd  pettitoes*;  no 

more  [fant. 

Crown  ordinaries;-  til|  we^ye  cloth*d  our  in- 

Bube.  So  youMl  keep  [self. 

Your  own  good  motions,  doctor,  your  dear 

fi^ke.  Vcs,  for  we  all  do  know  the  latitude 

p(  yopr  cuiicyipiscence. 

Rusee,  Here  about  your  belly.  l^Jf 

Bube,  Ypij'll  pick  a  bqttle  open,  or  a  woinu- 
As  soon  as  the  best  of  us. 

Fiske,  And  dip  youf  wrist-bands 

•  (For  cut&  youVe  none^  as  comely  in  the  sauce 

As  any  courtier. — [Beurings.'\  Hark,  the  beil ! 

Who's  there? 

Rusee,  GoQdluck«IdQCQnjurethec!  Boy, 

look  ou^      [Exit  Pip,  and  enter  again. 

Pip,  They're  gallants,  courtiers;  one  of 

Of  the  duke's  bed-chamber.  ['cm  is 

Rusee.  La^rch,— £)own ! 
On  with  your  gown  [to  Norb.*] ;  there's  a  new 

suit  arriv'd. 
Did  I  not  tell  you,  sons  of  hunger?  Crown^, 
prowns^  are  coining  towarc}  you;  wine  a;id 

wenrhcs 
You  shall  have  once  ags^n,  and  fidlers ! 
Into  your  studios  close  ;  each  lay  his  eaf 
To  his  door,  and  as  you  hear  me  to  prepare 

you. 
So  come,  and  put  me  on  that  vizard  only. 
\^Ej^eunt  omnes  prater  Kusee  and  Pippeau, 

Enter  Jjttwch  and  ^amond. 

Lat,  You'll  not  be  far  hence,  captaiQ. 
When  the  bu&iness 
Is  done,  you  sUail  receive  present  dispatch. 

Ham,  I'll  walk,  sir,  in  tlie  cloister.  [Ej,it, 

Bjusee.  Monsieur  Latorch  ?  my  sun, 
Tlie  stars  are  hnppy  »till  that  guide  you  hither. 

Xai^  Im^laci  to  liear  their  secretary  say  so, 
My  learned  father  liusee.  W here's  la  Fiske  ? 
Monsieur  de  Ikibe?  how  do  they? 

Rusee,  At  their  btudics; 
They  arc  the  secretaries  of  the  s^rs,  sir,      * 
Still  at  their  books,  they  will  not  be  puU'd 

off. 
They  slick  like  cupping-glasses.  If  ever  men 
Spoke  with  the  tongue  of  destiny,  'tis  they. 

Lat.  For  love's  sake,  let's  salute  'eo^. 

Rusee.  Boy,  go  sec;  | 


Tell  them  who's  here;  say,  that  their  friends 

do  challenge 
Some  portion  of  their  time ;  this  isourminutc. 
Pray  ^em  they'll  spare  it.    They  are  the  sun 

and  moon  [Exit  Pip, 

Of  knowledge;  pity  two  such  noble  lights 
Should  live  obscur'd  here  in  an  ujiiversity, 
Whose  beauts  were  fit  t'illumine  any  court 
Of  Christendom ! 

Enter  la  Fiske,  de  Bube,  and  Pippeau. 

Lat.  The  duke  will  shortly  know  'cm. 

Eiske.  Well,  look   upon*  the    astrolabe; 
you'll  find  it 
Four  almucanturies^  at  least. 

Bube.  It  is  so. 

Rusee.  Still  of  their  learned  stuff;  they 
care  for  nothing,  [dies 

But  how  to  know ;  us  negligent  of  their  bo* 
In  diet,  or  else,  especially  in  their  cloaths, 
As  if  th^y  had  no  change. 

Pip,  They  have  so  little  [Aside, 

As  well  may  free  them  from  the  name  of 

Fiske.  Monsieur  Latorch  I  [shifters. 

Lat,  How  is  it,  learned  gentlemen. 
With  both  your  virtues? 

Btibe.  A  most  h^ppy  hour. 
When  we  see  you,  su:. 

Lat,  When  you  hear  me  then 
It  will  be  happier :  The  duke  greets  you  both 
Thus ;  and  tbo'  you  may  touch  no  money. 
Yet  you  may  take  it.  [father, 

Rusee.  'I is  his  highness'  bounty. 
But  yet  to  me,  and  thes^  that  have  put  off 
Thp  world,  superfluous. 

Fiske,  We  have  heard  of  late 
Ills  highness'  good  success. 

Bube.  And  gratulate  it. 

Lat.  Indeed  h'  hath  'scap'd  a  strange  con* 

splracy,  [nie, 

Thanks  to  his  stars !  which  stars  he  prays  by 

You  v/ould  again  consult,  and  make  a  judg* 

ment 
On  what  yoq  lately  erected  for  my  love, 

Rusee.  Oh,  sir,  we  dare  not ! 

Fiske,  For  our  lives ! 

Bube.  It  is 
The  prince's  scheme !  ' 

Lat,  T'  encounter  with  that  fear, 
Here's,  to  assure  you,  his  signet;  write  your 
And  be  secur'd  all  three.  [names, 

Bube,  We  nmst  entreat  some  time,  sir. 

Lat.  I  niust  then 
Fuitreat,  it  be  as  present  as  you  ci\n. 

Fiske,  Have  you  the  scheme  here? 

Lat,  Y'es. 

Rusee,  1  would  you  hs^d,  sir, 
Another  warrant ' 


^  W'th  wholsome  two  souz'd  petitoes^  Mr.  Theobald  reads,  from  the  old  quarto,  /»?a 
Mous'd;  the  idea  which  he  would  affix  is,  I  suppose,  twice  pickted,  or  twice  salted :  But  solZy 
soulz,  or  sous,  the  French  coin,  making  a  more  natural  expression,  and  a  stronger  antithe.sit 
to  the  crown  ordinaries,  I  think  that  the  true  one.        Seward, 

^  Almucanturies.j  AlmacoHtorSf  Almicanteraks,  or  Almicanturahs,  circles  cf  a^titudf 
parallel  to  the  horizon,  the  conunon  pole  of  which  is  in  the  zeoitiK        Bailey. 


Aet4.  Soenet.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


i^ 


Lot.  What  would  that  do  ? 

Rwtee.  Marry, 
We  haye  a  doctor,  sir,  that  in  this  business 
Would  not  perform  the  second  part. 

Lat,  Not  him 
That  joo  writ  to  me  of  ? 

lUaee,  Tiie  very  same. 

JLnt.  I  shouJd  have  made  it,  sir,  my  suit 
to  see  him. 
Here  is  a  warrant,  father.     T  concciv'd 
That  he  had  solely  applied  himself  to  magick. 

Rusee,  And  to  these  studies  too,  sir;  in 
tins  6eld 
He  was  initiated.    But  we  shall  hardly 
Draw  him  from  his  chair. 

Lat.  Tell  him  he  shall  have  gold • 

Eiske.  Oh,  sucli  a  syllable  would  make 
him  forswear 
£Fer  to  breathe  in  your  sight. 

IdU.  How  tlicn  ? 

FUke.  Sir,  he,  if  you  do  please  to  give  him 
any  tiling, 
ISast  have  t  conveyed  under  t^paper. 

iituee.  Or  left  behind  some  book  m  his  study. 

Bube.  Or  in  some  old  wall. 

Fiske.  Where  his  familiars 
May  tell  him  of  it,  and  that  pleases  him,  sir. 

Bube,  Or  else,  I'll  go  and  assay  him&*. 

Lat,  Take  gold  with  you. 

Kusee.  That  will  not  be  amiss.  Give  it  the 
boy,  sir; 
He  knows  his  holes,  and  how  to  bait  his  spirits. 

Pip.  We  must  lay  in  several  places,  sir. 

Rudee.  That's  true ; 
That  if  one  come  not,  the  other  may  hit. 

[Rretnit  Rusee  and  Pippeau. 

Lat.  Well,  go  then.    Is  he  so  learned, 
gentlemen  ? 

FUke.  The  very  top  of  our   profession, 
mouth  o'tir  fates !  [take, 

'Pray  Heav'n  his  spirits  be  in  good  humour  to 
TheyMl  fling  the  gold  about  the  house  else ! 

B'ibe.  Ay, 
And  beat  the  friar,  if  he  go  not  well 
Furuisli'd  witli  holy  water. 

FUke.  Sir,  you  must  observe  him. 

Bube.  Not  cross  him  in  a  word;  for  then 
he's  gone. 

FUke,  If  he  do  come,  which  is  a  hazard, 

yet 

TMass,  he  is  here !  tliis  is  speed  ! 

Fjfiter  Norbret,  Rusee,  and  Pippcau, 
Norb.  Where's  your  scheme  ? 


Let's  see't;  di^patcli^  tacf,  fumbling  now! 
Who's  this? 
Hi/see.Chief  gentleman  of  the  duke's  cham^ 

ber,  doctor. 
Norb.  Oh,  let  him  be ;  good  ev'n  to  him ! 
he's  a  courtier ;  There  ? 

ril  spare  his  compliment,  tell  him.    What  if 
The  geniture  nocturnal,  longitude 
At  twenty-one  degrees*,  the  latitude 
At  forty-^nine  and  ten  minutes  ?  How  are  thft 
Cardinen  f  Jnutes ; 

FUke.  Libra  in  twenty-four,  forty-rour  mi- 

And  CUtpricnrn 

Norb.  I  sec  it;  see  the  planets,  * 
Where,  how  tliey  are  dispos'd;  the  Sun  and 

Mercury^ 
Mart  with  the  Dragon*$  tailio  the  third  house. 
And  pars  Fortune  in  the  Imo  Calij 
Then  Jupiter  in  the  twelfth,  the  Caro'^emon, 
Bube,  And  Venus  in  the  second  Inferna 
Porta.  [fifth, 

Norb,  I  see  it;  peace !  then  Saturn  in  the 
Luna  i*th*  seventh,  and  much  of  Scorpio, 
Tlieii  Mars  his  Gaudium^  rising  in  th'  Ascen* 
dent,  [VenuSf 

And  join'd  with   Libra  too,  the  house  of 
And  Imum  Cali,  Mart  his  exaltation 
In  the  seventh  boose,  Aries  being  his  natural 
house  [him 

And  where  he  is  now  seated,  and  all  these  slicw 
To  be  the  Almuter. 

JHuseem  Yes,  he's  lord  of  the  geniture. 
Whether  you  examine  it  by  PtnUrmy*s  way. 
Or  Messahalah*s^,  Lael,  or  Alkindus. 

FUke,  No  other  planet  hath  so  many  dig- 
nities. 
Either  by  himself,  or  in  regard  of  the  cnspes. 
Nttrb.  Why,  hold  your  touguc  then,  if  you 
know  it ;  Venus 
The  lady  of  the  horoscope,  being  Libra^ 
The  other  part.  Mars  rules :  So  that,  the  geni- 
Being  nocturnal,  Luna  is  the  highest,    [tura 
None  else  being  in  sufficient  dignity, 
She  being  in  Aries  in  the  seventh  house. 
Where  Sid  exalted,  is  tlie  AlcUoroden. 

Bube.  Yes,  for  you  see  he  hath  his  t^Tmina 
In  the  degrees  where  she  is^  and  enjoys 
By  that  six  dignities. 

Fiske,  Which  are  clearly  more 
Than  any  else  that  view  her  in  the  scheme. 
Norb.  Why,  I  saw  this,  and  could  have 
told  you  too, 
Tliat  he  beholds  licr  with  a  trine  aspect 
Here  out  of  SagUtary,  almost  quartilc*', 


»•  Bube.  Or  else  Pil  go  and  assay  him!]  The  words  or  eUe  were  struck  out  by  Seward  and' 
3yntpson,  as  '  injurious  to  sense  and  measure.' 

In  our  opinion,  they  assist  both. 

»  At  twenty-one  degrees,  the  latitude.]  This  line,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  is  in  no  editioa 
but  the  old  quarto. 

*»  Or  Messcthales.]  The  quarto  reads,  Nassahales.  The  right  name  is  Messuhalah:  he 
was  a  Jew  famous  for  judicial  astrology,  and  lived  in  the  times  of  the  chalifs  Almansor  and 
Aimamon.     Vide  Saimasiuni  de  Annis  Climactericis,  p.  309.         Sympson, 

*»  almost  partile.l  Tlic  old  quarto  reads,  *  almost  partly;'  ^tiarfi/e  is  undoubtedly  tli« 

true  wVd.    It  is  ditliculc  to  us  at  present  to  relish  the  jai;goB  of  a  science  so  long  expiodod* 
^  but 


m 


tHE  TRAGEDV  OF  ROLLO, 


[Act .4*  Scenes. 


And  how  that  MarH  outof  die  self-sifmebotise, 
(But  another  sign)  here  by  a  platique  aspect 
Looks  at  tl)e  hyJeg,  with  a  qiiartile  ruling 
The  house  where  the  sun  is;  all  this  could  I 
Have  told  you«  but  that  you'll  oot-run  me; 
and  more,  ^     Rife, 

That  this  same  qunrtlle  aspect  to  the  laay  of 
Here  in  the  se^'cnth,  promises  some  danger, 
Cauda  DracoHts  being  so  near  Mars, 
And  Caput  Algol  in  the  house  of  deatli. 

Lat.  How,  sir  ?  I  pray  you  clear  that. 

JVor6.  What  is  the  question  first? 

Husee.  Of  the  duke's  life;  what  dangers 
threaten  him  ? 

Norb.  Apparent,  find  tliose  sudden^  when 
the  hyieg 
Or  Alchoroden  by  direction  come 
To  a  quartile  opposition  of  the  place 
Where  Man  is  in  the  geniture,  (which  is  now 
At  hand)  or  else  oppose  to  Mars  himself; 
expect  It. 

Lot.  But  they  may  be  prevented  ? 

Korb.  Wisdom  only  [ing 

That  rules  the  stars,  may  do  it ;  for  Mars  be- 
Lord  of  the  geniture  in  Capricorny 
Is,  if  you  mark  it,  now  a  SextUe  here, 
Witli  l^enus  lady  of  the  horoscope. 
Su  she  being  in  her  ctilium,  which  is  Scorpio^ 
And  Mars  his  gaudium,  is  o'ei^rul'd  by  him, 
And  clear  debilitated  five  degrees 
Beneath  her  ordinary  power,  so 
That,  at  the  most,  she  can  but  mitigate. 

Lat.  You  cannot  name  the  persons  bring 
this  danger  ? 

Norb.  No,  that  the  stars  tell  not  us;'  tliey 


name  no  man; 


That  is  a  work,  sir,  of  another  place. 

Rusee,  Tell  him  whom  you  buspect,  and 
he*ll  guess  shrewdly. 

Lat,  Sir,  we  do  fear  one  Aubrey;  if 'twere 

.      he,  [him. 

I  should  be  glad ;  for  we  should  soon  prevent 

(Fiskc.  I  know  him;  the  duke's  kinsman ; 
a  tall  man. 
Lay  hold  oft,  Norbret ) 
'    Nttrb,  Let  me  pause  a  little : 
Is  he  not  near  of  kin  unto  the  duke? 

iMt.  Yes,  reverend  sir.. 

(Norb.  Fart  for  your  reverence ! 
Keep  it  till  then.)-— And  somewhat  high  of 

Lat.  He  is  so.  [stature  ? 


(Norb,  How  old  is  he? 

Fiske,  About  seveh  and  fifty.) 

Norb.  His  head  and  beard  inclining  to  b# 

Lai.  Right,  sir.     1  [grey. 

(Fiske.  And  fat) 

Norb.  He's  somewhat  corpulent,  is  he  not? 

Lat.  You  speak  the  man,  sif. 

Norb.  \yeU,  look  to  him  \  Farewell  f  [EjcU. 

Lat.  Ob,  it  is  Aubfey.  Oentlemen,  I  pray 

Let  me  receive  this  under  all  your  hands,  . 
Rusee,  Why,  he  will  shew  you  him  in  his 
magick-glass. 
If  you  entreat  him,  and  but  gratify 
A  spirit  or  two  more. 

JLat.  He  shall  cat  gold, 
If  he  vrill  have  it;  so  you  $hall  ftll.    ThereV 

that 
Amongst  you  first.   Let  me  have  this  to  send 
The  duke  in  the  mean  time;  and  theq  what 

sigbts 
You  please  to  shew.  1*11  have  you  so  rewarded 
As  never  artists  were  ;  you  stiall  to  court 
Along  with  me,  and  there  not  wait;  your  for« 
tunes.  [pockets. 

Bube.  We  have  a  pretty  part  of  t  in  our 
Buy^  we  will  all  be  new ;  you  shall  along  toc/. 

[Exeunt  e 

8CENt  lit. 
Writer  Sophia,  Matilda,  and  Edith. 
Mat.  Good,  madam,  hear  the  suit  that 
Edith  urges. 
With  such  submiss  beseeches;  nor  remain 
So  strictly  bour.d  to  sorrow  for  your  son. 
That  nothing  else,  tho*  never  so  befitting;, 
Obtains  your  ears  or  observation. 
Soph.  What  would  she  say?  I  hear. 
Edith.  My  suit  is,  madam. 
That  you  would  please  to  think  as  welt  of 
justice  [added 

Due  to  your  son  s  revenii;e,  as  of  more  wrong 
To  botli  yourselves  for  it,  in  only  grieving. 
Th*  undaunted  power  of  princes  siiould  not  be 
Confin'd  in  dccdless  cold  calamity; 
Anger  (the  twin  of  Sorrow)  in  your  wrongs 
Should  not  be  smotlior'd  when  iiis  right  of 
birth  [  forth. 

Claims  th*  air  as  well,  and  force  of  conung 
&ypk.  Sorrow  is  due  already ''-;  An^^cr  never 
Should  be  conceiv'd,  but  where  it  may  be  bor« 


but  it  is  certainly  a  very  just  banter  upon  the  ridiculous  credulity  of  our  Authors'  age.  The 
words  AbnuUr  and  Alcoroden  are  two  words  which  Bailey,  the  only  dictionary  [  found  them 
in,  makes  pretty  near  the  same  thing,  viz.  The  star  that  reigns  at  our  nativity.  Seward, 
«•  Sorrow  IS  due  already.]  Thus  read  the  old  books;  and  who  can,  read  with  Seward,  llAS'i 
duty  without  the  organs  of  a  serpent?  Edith  desires  them 

< to  think  as  well  of  justice 

'  Due  to  her  son's  revenge,  as  of  more  wrong 

*  Added  to  both  themselves,  in  only  grieving  :' 
and  further  says,  tliat  *  Anger  is  the  twin  of  Sorrow.'  Sophia  replies,  that '  Sorrow  is  due 

*  already,  but  that  Anger,  unless  it  could  be  brought  forth  with  effect,  had  better  not  be  con- 

*  ceivedV  by  which  answer  she  both  replies  to  Edith's  argument  and  her  metaphor :  At  least, 
the  reading  IS  intelligible,  and  Mr.  Seward's  variation  illegible.  We  have  therefore  followed 
the  old  books,  * 


Act  5.  Scene  1.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 
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In  some  fact  fit  t'  emploj  his  active  flame, 
That  else  consumes  who  bears  it,  and  abides 
Like  a  false  star  that  queoclies  as  it  glides. 
Edith.  I  fiave  such  means  t'  employ  it  as 
your  wish 
Can  think  no  better,  easier,  or  securer ; 
And  such  as,  but  for  the  honours  [  intend 
To  your  partakings*  I  alone  could  end. 
But  yoar  parts  in  all  dues  to  crying  blood 
For  vengeance  in  the  sheddcr,    are  much 
greater,  [slaughter ; 

And  therefore  should  work  your  hands  to  his 
For  your  consent  to  which,  'twere  infinite 

wrong 
To  your  severe  and  most  impartial  justice, 
To  move  you  to  forget  rso  false  a  son 
As  with  a  mother's  duty  made  you  curse  him. 

Alat.  Edith,  he  is  forgot  for  any  son 
Bom  of  my  mother,  or  to  me  a  brother  ; 
For,  should  we  still  pi'rform  our  rights  to  him, 
Wc  should  partake  hib  wrongs,  and  as  foul  be 
In  blood  and  damned  parricide  as  he: 
And  therefore  tell  the  happy  means  that 

Heav*n 
Puts  in  thy  hand,  for  all  our  long'd-for  free- 
dom 
From  so  abliorr'd  and  impious  a  monster. 
Soph,  Tell  what  she  will,  Til  lend  nor  hand 
nor  ear 
To  whatsoever  Heaven  puts  in  her  power. 

[Exit. 
Mat.  How  strange  she  is   to  what  she 
chiefly  wishes  !  ' 

Sweet  Edith,  be  not  anv  thotieht  the  more 
Discourag'd  in  thy  purpose,  but  assur*d 
Her  heart  and  prayers  are  thine;  and  that 

we  two 
Shall  he  eiiouuh  to  all  wc  wish  to  do. 

Edith.  Madam,  mybclf  alone,  I  make  no 
doubt, 
Sliall  be  afforded  power  enough  fromHeav'n 
To  end  the  murderer.     All  I  wi^h  of  you, 


Is  but  some  richer  ornaments  and  jewels 
Than  I  am  able  to  provide  myself, 
To  help  out  the  defects  of  my  poor  beauty , 
That  yet  hath  been  enough,  asTiow  it  is, 
To  make  his  fancy  mad  with  my  desire. 
But  you  know,  madam,  women  never  can 
Be  too  fair  to  torment  an  amorous  man ; 
And  this  man's  torments  I  would  heighten  stilli 
'Till  at  their  highest  he  were  fit  to  kill. 

Mat,  Thou  shalt  have  all  my  jewels  and 
my  mother's ; 
And  thou  shalt  paint  too,  that  his  blood*s  de- 

sii-e 
May  make  him  perish  in  a  painted  fire. 
Hast  thou  been  with  him  yet  ? 

Edith.  Been  with  him  r  no ; 
I  set  tiiat  hour  back  to  haste  more  his  longings 
But  I  have  promis'd  to  his  instruments. 
The  admittnnde  of  a  visit  at  our  house; 
Where  yet  I  would  receive  him  with  all  lustr* 
My  sorrow  would  give  leave  to,  to  remove 
Suspicion  of  my  purpose. 

Mat.  Thou  shalt  have 
All  I  can  add,  sweet  wench,  in  jewels,  tires; 
I'll  be  myself  thy  dresser.    Nor  may  I 
Serve  my  own  love  with  a  contracted  husband 
More  siveetly,  nor  more  amply,  than  may'st 
thou  [tions ! 

Thy  forward  will  with  his  bewitched  aflcc* 
Affect' t)t  thou  any  personal  aid  of  mine, 
My  noblest  Edith  ? 

Edith.  Nought  but  your  kind  prayer. 
For  full  cfl^cct  and  speed  of  my  affair. 

Mat.  They're  thine,  my  Edith,  as  for  me 
my  own: 
For  thou  well  know'st,  if  blood  shed  of  the 

best 
Should  cool  and  be  forgotten,  who  would  fear 
To  shed  blood  still?  or  where,  alas,  were  then 
The  endless  love  we  owe  to  worthy  men  ? 

Edith.  Love  of  tlie  worthiest  ever  bless 
your  highness !  \_Exeunt* 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Rolh  (u'Uh  a  i;lass),  Aabrej/,  and  ser- 
vants. 


RoUo. 


ass  till  uow ; 
now   leave 


K  T  NEVER  studied*  my  gh 
-■•  It  is  exceeding  weil; 
me.     Cou!*in, 
How  takes  your  eye  the  object? 

Aub.  I  have  learn'd 
S'i  much,  sir,  of  the  courtier,  fis  to  say 
Your  person  does  become  your  habit;  but. 
Being  call'd  unto  it  by  a  noble  war, 
Would  grace  an  armour  better. 

Ruilo.  You  are  still 
For  that  great  art  of  which  you  are  the  master: 
Yet  I  must  tell  you,  that  to  the  encountc^rs 

Vol.  II. 


Wc  oft  attempt,  arm'd  only  thus,  we  bring 
As  troubled  blood,  fears  mix'd  with  flatt'ring 

hopes. 
The  danger  in  the  service  too  as  great. 
As  when  we  are  to  charge  quite  thro'  and  thro' 
The  body  of  an  army. 

Aub.  I'll  not  ariiue.  fin't. 

How  you  may  rank  the  dangers,  but  will  die 
The  ends  which  they  arrive  at  are  as  distant 
In  every  circumstance,  as  far  as  honour 
Is  from  shame  aiul  repentance. 

Kolio.  You  are  sour? 

Aiib.  I  would  speak  my  free  thoughts,  yet  ' 
not  appear  so ; 
r^or  am  I  so  ambitious  of  the  title 
Of  one  that  daies  balk  any  tiling  that  runs 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLQ, 


[Act  5.  Scene  1» 


Against  the  torrent  of  his  own  opinion  •», 
That  1  uflfrct  to  speak  aiight  may  offend  you  : 
And  therefore,  gracious  sir,  be  plcab'd  to 

think 
My  manners  or  discretion  have  inform*d  me, 
That  r  was  born,  in  all  pood  ends,  to  serve  you, 
And  not  to  check  at  what  concerns  uie  not  : 
I  look  not  with  sore  eyes  on  your  rich  outside. 
Nor  rack  my  thoughts  to  find  out  to  what 

purpose 
Tis  now  employed;  I  wish  it  may  be  good, 
And  that,  I  hope,  offemls  not.  For  a  subject 
Towards  his  prince,  in  things  indifferent, 
To  use  th*  austereness  of  a  censuring  Cato 
Is  arrogance,  not  freedom. 

Hollo.  I  commend 
This  temper  in  you,  and  will  cherish  it. 

Enter  Hamond,  n-ith  letters. 

Tbcv  come  from  Roan?  Latorch  employed 

Jtam.  True,  sir.  f  you  ?  • 

Hollo.  I  must  not  now  be  troubled  with  a 
thought 
Of  any  new  design.  Good  Aubrey,  read  em ; 
And  as  they  shall  direct  you,  use  my  power, 
Or  to  reply  or  execute. 

Aub.  1  will,  sir.  [our  guard 

'Rollo.  And,  captain,  bring  a  squadron  of 
To  th'  house  that  late  was  Baldwin's,  and 
there  wait  me. 

Ham.  I  shall. 

Hollo.  Some  two  hours  hence. 

Ham.  Witli  my  best  care. 

Hollo.  Inspire  me,  I/)vc,  and  be  thy  deity 

Or  scorn'd  or  fear'd,  as  now  thou  favour*st 

me !  [Exit. 

Hem.  My  stay  to  do  my  duty,  may-be, 
wrongs 
Your  lordship's  privacy. 

Aub.  Captain,  your  love 
Is  ever  welcome.     I  entreat  your  patience 
While  I  peruse  these. 

Ham.  I  attend  your  pleasure. 

Aub.  How's  this?  a  plot  on  me? 

Ham.  What  is  contained 
r  th*  letters  that  I  brought,  that  thus  trans- 
ports him  ? 

Aub.  To  be  wrought  on  by  rogues,  and 
have  my  head  [bread  ? 

Brought  to  the  axe  by  knaves  that  cheat  for 
The  creutures  ofa  parasite,  a  slave? 
I  find  you  hen-,  Latorch,  nor  wonder  at  it; 
But  that  tliis  honest  captain  should  be  made 
His  instrument,  afflicts  me :  I'll  make  trial 
Whether  his  will  or  weakness  made  him  do  it. 


Captain,  you  saw  the  duke  when  be  com- 
manded 
I  should  do  what  these  letters  did  direct  me; 
And  I  piesume  you  think  1*11  not  neelect, 
For  fear  or  t'avour,  to  remove  all  dangers. 
How  near  soe'er  tliat  man  can  be  to  lue 
From  whom  they  s^hould  have  birth. 

Ham.  It  is  confirm *d^  [refuse, 

Aub.  Nor  would  you,  captain,  I  believe. 
Or  for  respect  of  tliankfuhicss,  or  hopes. 
To  use  your  sword  with  fullest  couddence 
Where  he  shall  t;id  you  strike* 
Ham.  I  never  ha\e  done. 
Jtt6,  Nor  will,  1  think. 
Ham.  I  hope  it  is  not  question'd. 
Aub.  The  means  to  have  ii  so  is  now  pro* 
pos*d  you.  [head! 

Draw;   so,  'tis  well;    and  next,  cut  off  my 
Ham.  What  means  your  lordship  ? 
Aub.  Tis,  sir,  the  duke's  pleasure; 
My  hmocence  hath  made  me  dun«:erous,      ^ 
And  I  must  be  remov'd,  and  you  the  man 
Must  act  his  will. 

Ham.  ril  he  a  traitor  first. 
Before  I  serve  it  thus ! 

Aub.  It  must  be  done ;  [warrant. 

And  that  you  may  not  doubt  it,  there's  your 
But  as  yuu  read,  remember,  Hamond,  that 
I  never  wrong'd  one  of  you;  brave  profession; 
And,  thu'  it  be  not  manly,  I  must  grieve 
That  man  of  whose  love  1  was  most  ambitious 
Could  find  no  object  for  his  hate  but  uie. 
Ham.  It  is  no  time  to  talk  now.  Honoured 
sir, 
Be  pleased  to  hear  thy  servant:  I  am  wrong*d. 
And  cannot,  being  now  to  sei've  the  duke. 
Stay  to  express  the  manner  how  ;  but  if 
I  do  not  suddenly  give  you  strong  proofs 
Your  life  is  dean-r  to  me  than  my  own. 
May  1  live  base,  and  die  so !  Sir,  your  pardon. 

[Exit, 
Aub.  Vm   both   ways   ruin'd,   both   ways 
mark'd  for  slauiihter ! 
On  every  side,  about,  behind,  before  nie. 
My  certain  fate  is  fix'd  !  Were  I  u  knave  now, 
I  could  avoid  this ;  had  my  uctions 
But  mere  relations  to  their  own  ends,  I  could 

'scape  now. 
Oh,  Honesty  !    thou  elder  child  of  Virtue, 
Thou  seed  of  lieav'n,  why,  to  acquire  thy 
goodness,  [u*, 

Should  malice  and  distrust  stick  thorns  before 
And  make  us  swim  unto  thee,  hung  with 

hazards? 
But  lieav'n  is  got  by  suffering,  not  disputing  ! 


«3 


dares  talk  avy  thing  that  was 


Against  the  torrent  of  Wis  own  opinion.]  The  old  quarto  for  zcas  reads  runSj  a  word 
much  preftrable  to  the  other.  But  what  daring  is  there  to  talk  only  against  hitumn  oj)inion? 
To  talk  against  such  a  man  as  Itollo's  was  daring  indeed  in  an  inlerior.  The  uords  ///.«  own 
are  probably  a  mere  interpolation.  Opinion^  according  to  the  constant  usance  of  all  the  old 
WiCts,  is  four  syllables,  or  two,  at  will ;  and  to  call  it  opinion  in  general,  rather  than  Koiio's 
in  particular,  is  more  elegant.         Seward. 

Mr.  Seward,  therefore,  treating  opinion  as  '  four  syllables,'  omits  the  words  hii  own.    The 
small  change  of  tulk  iuto  balkf  gives  good  vcrse^  and  sound  sense. 


ikct  5.  Scene  $.] 


DUKE  OF  NOIULVNDr. 


in 


Say  he  knew  this  hefore-hand,  where  am  I 

tt»€n? 
Or  say  he  do  not  know  it,  wherc*s  my  loyalty  ? 
J  know  his  nature,  troubled  as  the  sea, 
And  as  the  sea  devouring  where  he's  vex'd, 
And  I  know  princes  are  tlicir  own  expounders. 
Am  I  afraid  of  death  ?  of  dyintj  nobly  ? 
Of  dying  in  mine  innocence  upri;;hlly? 
Have  I  met  death  ni  ail  his  forms,  and  fears. 
Now  on  the  points  of  swords,  now  pitched  on 

lances, 
In  6res,  in  storms  of  arrows,  battlcs,breaches, 
And  &bail  I  now  shrink  from  him^  when  he 

c:ourts  me, 
Smiling  and  full  of  sanctity  ?  I'll  meet  hi:n  ; 
My  loyal  hand  and  heart shall^ive  this  to  him, 
Aud,  tho'it  bear  beyond  wiiat  poets  i'ei£;u 
A  punishment,  duly  shall  meot  tiiat  pam  ; 
And  my  most  constant  heart,  to  do  him  good. 
Shall  check  at  neither  pale  afiright  nor  blood. 

Enter  Messenger. 
Mess.  The  duchess  presently  would  crave 

your  presence. 
Aub.  I  come;  and,  Aubrey,  now  resolve 
to  keep 
Thy  honour  living,  tho'  thy  body  sleep  ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  Edith  and  a  boy  ;  a  banquet  set  out, 

Edith.  Now  for  a  father's  murder,  and 

the  ruin 
All  chastity  shall  suffer  if  he  reign  ! 
Thou  blessed  soul^  look  down^  and  steel  thy 

daughter. 
Look  on  the  sacrifice  she  comes  to  send  thee, 
And  thro'  that  bloody  cloud  behold  my  piety  ! 
Take  from  my  cold  Leart  fear,  from  my  sex 

pity, 
And  as  1  wipe  these  tears  off,  shed  for  thee, 
So  all  remembrance  may  1  lose  of  mercy  ! 
Give  me  a  woman's  anger  bent  to  blood. 
The   wildneijs  of  the  winds  to  drown  his 


prayers 


I 


3torm-like  may  my  destruction  fall  upon  him, 


My  rage,  like  roving  billows  as  they  rise, 
Pour'd  on  his  soul  to  sink  M  \  Give  me  Hat« 

tery,  [blmg) 

(For  yet  my  consfantsoul  ne'er  knew  dissem- 
Flattery  tlie  food  of  fools,  that  I  may  rock 

him 
And  lull  him  in  the  down  of  his  desires; 
That,  in  the  height  of  all  his  hopes  and  wishes, 
Hts  lleav'n  forgot,  and  all  his  lusts  upon  him. 
My  hand,  like  thunder  from  a  cloud,  may 

seize  iiim !  [him. 

I  hear  him  come^;  go,  boy,  and  eatertaixi 

SONG*. 

Take,  oh,  take  those  lips  away, 
That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn. 

And  those  eyes,  like  break  of  day. 
Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn  ; 

But  my  kisses  bring  again, 

Seals  of  love,  tho'  seal'd  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh,  hide  those  hills  of  snow. 
Which  thy  frozen  bosom  bears, 

On  whose  tops  the  pinks  that  grow 
Are  yet  of  those  that  April  wears; 

But  first  set  my  poor  heart  free, 

Bound  m  those  icy  chains  by  thee« 

Enter  Hollo, 

Rollo.  What  bright  star,  taking  Beauty's 

form  upon  her, 
In  all  the  happy  lustre  of  Ileav'n*8  glory^ 
Has  dropped  down  from  the  sky  to  comfort 

mer 
Wonder  of  nature,  let  it  not  prophane  thee 
My  rude  hand  touch  thy  beauty ;  nor  this  kiss 
The  gentle  sacrifice  ot  love  and  sei"vicc. 
Be  offcr'd  to  the  honour  of  thy  sweetness. 
Edith.  My  gracious  lord,  no  deity  dwells 

here. 
Nor  nothing  of  that  virtue,  but  obedience; 
The  servant  to  your  will  atfects  no  flattery. 

Rol/o.  Can  it  be  flattery  to  swear  those  eyes 
Are  Love's  eternal  lamps  he  fires  all  hearts 

with  ? 
That  tongue  the  smart  string  to  his  bow  ? 

tliose  sighs  / 


*«  I  hear  him  come]  The  following  scene  is  evidently  writ  in  emulation  of  the  famous 
courtship  of  liichurd  the  Third  to  Lady  Ann  ;  and  though  it  may  fall  somewhat  short,  every 
reader  of  taste  will  be  charmed  with  so  noble  u  resemblance  of  that  cousu inmate  master  of 
dramatic  poetry,  liolio  is  certainly  an  inferior  character  to  Richard,  but  Edith  much  excels 
Lady  Ann,  and  indeed  almost  any  female  chiiracter  that  Shakespeare  has  drawn.  So  does 
Juliana  in  The  Double  Marriage,  and  Lucina  in  Valentinian.  I  forgot  to  mention  in  the 
former  scenes  of  this  play  what  were  taken  from  Seneca's  Thebais ;  but  it  is  chiefly  Sophia*s 
speeches  in  the  first  act,  which  are  almost  literal  translations.        Seward. 

*  The  famous  courtship  of  Richard  to  Lady  Ana'  is  not  one  of  the  happiest  scene's  of 
Shakespeare;  and  if  we  should  allow  that  *  l..ditb  much  excels  Lady  Ann,'  we  could  not  by 
any  means  add,  with  Mr.  Seward,  that  she  iiiso  excels  *  almost  any  female  character  that 
*  Shakespeare  has  drawn.'     Editors  are  not  bound  to  ))e  partial. 

*  Song,\  The  tirst  stanza  of  this  Song  is  to  be  found  in  Shakespeare's  Measure  for  Mea- 
sure; and  the  whole  of  it  is  printed,  as  the  produc^iop  of  timt  Author,  in  the  edition  of  his 
Poems  publi'ihed  by  S^wel  and  Gildon.  But  Dr.  Percy  observes,  these  Gentlemen  hiivo 
inserted  tlierein  many  pieces  not  written  by  our  great  Bard,  and  the  present  i.s  not  in  Jng« 
gard's  old  edition  of  Shakespeare's  Sonnets :  We  cannot,  therefore,  with  certainty  ascriliQ 
it  to  him.        £• 


1T« 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


[Act  5.  Scene  9, 


The  deadly  shafts  he  sends  into  our  souls  ?     I 
Oh,  look  upon  me  witli  thy  spring  of  beauty ! 
JEdith,  Your  Grace  is  full  of  game. 
^ollo.  By  Heav*n,  my  Edith, 
Thy  mother  fed  on  roses  when  she  bred  thee. 
Edith.  And  thine  on  brambles,  that  have 

prick'd  her  heart  out ! 
Kolh.  The  sweetness  of  tli'  Arabian  wind, 
still  blowing 
Upon  the  treasures  of  perfumes  and  spices, 
In  all  their  pride  and  pleasures,  calls  thee 
mistress ! 
Edith.  Wiirt  please  you  sit,  sir? 
Rollo.  So  you  please  sit  by  mc. 
Fair  gentle  maid,  there  is  no  speaking  to  thee ; 
Tlie  excellency  that  appears  upon  thee 
Ties  up  my  tongue !  Tray  speak  to  mc. 
Edith.  Of  what,  sir? 

Rollo.  Of  any  thing,  and  any  thing  is  ex- 
cellent, [then ; 
Will  you  take  my  direction?  Speak  of  love 
Speak  of  thy  fair  self,  Editli ;  and  while  thou 
speakVt,                                       [wench. 
Let  me,  thus  languishing,  give  up  myself, 
Edith,  irhas  a  strange  cunning  tongue. — 
Why  do  you  sigh,  sir? 
How  masterly  he  turns  himself  to  catch  me ! 
Rolio.  The  way  to  Paradise,  my  gentle 
maid,  [ing, 
Is  hard  and  crooked,  scarce  repentance  tind^ 
With  all  her  holy  helps,  the  door  to  enter. 
Give  me  thy  hand :  What  dost  thou  feel? 

Edith.  Your  tears,  sir; 
You  weep  extremely.— Strengthen  me  now, 

justice ! — 
Why  are  these  sorrows,  sir  ? 

liotto.  Thou*lt  never  love  me  [left 

If  I  should  tell  thee;  and  yet  there's  no  way 
Ever  to  purchase  this  blest  Paradise, 
But  swimniinj;  thither  in  these  tears. 
Edith.  I  stagger ! 

Koiio.  Are  they  not  drops  of  blood? 
Edith.  No. 

Kolh.  They're  for  blood  then. 

For  guiltless  blood  !  and  they  must  drop,  my 

"Edith,  [mischieis. 

They  must  thus  drop,  *till  I  have  drown VI  my 

£dith.  If  this  be  true,  1  have  no  strength 

to  touch  him. 
Rolio.  I  prithee  look  upon  mc ;  turn  not 
from  mc ! 
Alas,  1  do  confess  Tm  made  of  mischief, 
i3egot  with  all  men's  miseries  upon  mc ; 
But  see  my  sorrows,  maid,  and  do  not  thou 

learn. 
Whose  only  sweetest  sacrifice  is  softness, 
"^hose   true  condition    tenderness    of  na-- 

ture 

Edith.  My  anger  melts;  oh,  I  shalllose 


mv  justice 


['i'. 


Rollo.  D»)  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  crucl- 
As  I  have  doiK*;  to  murder  with  thy  eyes. 
Those  blessed  eyes,  as  I  have  done  witti  ma- 
lice. '  [scorn, 
When  thou  hast  wounded  me  to  death  with 


(As  I  deserve  it,  lady)  for  my  true  love. 
When  thou  hast  loaden  me  with  earth  for 

ever. 
Take  heed  my  sorrows,  and  the   stings  I 

suffer. 
Take  heed  my  nightly  dreams  of  death  and 

horror,  [then. 

Pursue  thee  not ;  no  time  shall  tell  thy  griefs 
Nor  shall  an  hour  of  joy  add  to  thy  beauties. 
Look  not  upon  me  as  I  kill'd  thy  father; 
As  I  was  smeared  in  blood,  do  thou  not  hate 

me ;  [ance. 

But  thus,  in  whiteness  of  my  wash*d  repent- 
In  my  heart's  tears  and  truth  uf  love  to  Edith, 
Jn  ray  fair  life  hereafter— 
Edith.  He  will  fool  me  ! 
Rollo,  Oh,  with  tliinc  angel-eyes  behold 

and  bless  me ! 

Of  Heav*n  we  call  for  mercy,  and  obtain  it; 

To  Justice  for  our  right  on  earth,  and  have  it ; 

Of  thee  I  beg  for  love ;  save  me,  and  give  it! 

Edith.  Now,  Heav*n,  thy  help,  or  I  am 

gone  for  ever ; 
Ilis  tongue  has  turn'd  me  into  melting  pity  ! 

Enter  Hamond  and  Guard. 

Ham.  Keep  the  doors  safe;  and,  upon 
pain  of  death, 
Let  no  man  enter  'till  I  give  the  word. 
Guard.  We  shall,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

Ham.  Here  he  is,  in  all  his  pleasure  : 
I  have  my  wish. 

Rbllo.  How  now?  why  dost  thou  stare  so? 
.  Edith.  A  help,  I  hope ! 
Rollo.  What  dost  thou  here?  who  sent 
theci  [office 

Ham.  My  brother,  and  the  base  maliciout 
Thou  mad'st  me  do  to  Aubrey.    Pray ! 
Rollo.  Pray? 
Ham.  Pray  ! 
Pray,  if  thou  canst  pray ;    I  shall  kill  thy 

soul  else ! 
Prav  suddenly ! 

Aollo.  Thou  canst  not  be  so  traitorous! 
Ham.  It  is  a  justice. — Stay,  lady  ! 
(For  I  perceive  your  end)  a  woman's  hand 
Must  not  rob  me  of  vengeance. 
Edith.  'Tis  my  glory  I 
Ham.  Tis  mine*   stay,  and   share  with 
me.— By  the  gods,  Uollo, 
There  is  no  way  to  save  thy  life ! 
Rollo.  No? 
Ham,  No; 
It  is  so  monstrous,   no  repentance  cures  it  f 
Rollo.  Why  then,  thou  shaltkiH  her  first; 
and  what  this  blood 
Will  cast  upon  thy  cursed  liead— — 
Ham.  Poor  guard,  sir ! 
Edith.  S[)are  not,  brave  captain  ! 
Rollo.  Fear,  or  the  devil  have  thee  ! 
Ham.  Such  fear,  sir,  as  you  gave  your  ho- 
nour'd  mother. 
When  your  most  virtuous  brother  shield-like 

held  her. 
Such  rU  give  you.    Put  her  away. 
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RoUo,  I  will  not ; 
I  will  not  die  so  tamely. 

Ham.  Murderous  villain, 
Wilt  tliou  draw  seas  of  blood  upon  thee  ? 

Edith.  Fear  not;  [bim  ! 

Kill  him,  good  captain  !  any  way  dispatch 

My  body*s  honour*d  with  that  sword  that 

thro'  me  [hand ! 

Sends  his  black  soul  to  hell !  Oh,  but  tor  one 

Ham.  Shake  him  off  bravely. 

Edith.  lie  is  too  stronj;.  Strike  him ! 

Ham.  Oh,  am  I  w;di  you,  sir  ?  Now  keep 
you  from  him  ! 
What,  has  he  got  a  knife ^? 

Edith.  Look  to  him,  captain ; 
For  now  be  will  be  mischievous. 

Ham.  Do  you  smile,  sir? 
Does  it  so  tickle  you  ?  Have  at  you  once  more ! 

Edith.  Oh,  bravely  thrust.    Take  heed  he 
come  not  in,  sir. 
To  him  again ;  you  give  him  too  much  respite. 

RciUo.  Yet  wilt  thou  save  my  life  ?  and  1*11 
forgive  thee,  [merits, 

And  give  thee  qjl,  all  honours,  all  advance- 
Call  thee  my  friend ! 

Edith.  Strike,  strike,  and  hear  him  not ! 
il\%  tongue  will  tempt  a  saint. 

JRolio.  Oh,  for  my  soul  sake ! 

Edith.  Save  nothiug  of  him  ! 

Ham.  Now  for  your  farewell ! 
Are  you  so  wary  ?  take  you  that ! 

RiUlo.  Thou  that  too  I 
Oh,  tliou  hast  kill'd  me  basely,  basely,  basely  ! 

[D'us. 

Edith.  The  just  reward  of  murder  falls 
upon  thee ! 
How  do  you,  sir?  has  he  not  hurt  you? 

Ham.  No; 
I  feel  not  any  thinrr. 

Aub.  hoLithin.^  I  charge  you  let  us  pass ! 

Guard  \within\.  You  cannot  yet,  sir. 

Aub.  rll  make  way  then. 

Guard.  We  arc  sworn  to  our  captain; 
And,  'till  he  give  the  word 

Ham.  Now  let  them  in  there. 

Enter  Sophia,  Matilda,  Aubrcj/,  Lords  and 

Attenduuts. 

Soph.  Oh,  there  he  lies !  Sorrow  on  sorrow 
seeks  mc ! 
Oh,  in  his  blood  he  lies  ! 

Aub.  Had  you  spoke  sooner. 
This  might  have  been  prevented.     Take  the 

duchess. 
And  lead  her  off;  this  is  no  si^ht  for  her  eyes. 
Mat.  Oh,  bravely  done,  wench  I 
Edith.  There  stands  the  noble  doer. 
Mat.  May  honour  ever  bCck  thee  for  thy 
justice  ! 
Oh,  'twasadeed  of  high  and  brave  .id  venture, 


A  justice  e'en  for  Heav'n  to  envy  at  ? 
Farewell,  ray  sorrows !  and,  my  tears,  take 

truce ! 
My  wishes  are  come  round  I  Oh,  bloody 

brother, 
'Till  this  hour  never  beauteous;  'till  thy  life, 
Like  a  full  sacrifice  for  ail  thy  mischiefs, 
Flow'd  from  thee  in  these  rivers,  never  ri^lv- 

teous ! 
Oh,  how  my  eyes  arc  quarried  ®  with  their 

joys  now  ! 
My  longing  heart  e  en  leaping  out  for  light- 
ness! [thee! 
But,  die  thy  black  sins  with  thee;  1  K>rgive 
Aub.  Who  did  this  deed? 
Hum.  I ;  and  I'll  answer  it !  [Dies. 
Edith.  He  faints!  Oh,  that  same  cursed 

knife  has  kill'd  him  ! 
Aub.  How? 

Edith.  He  snatch'd  it  from  my  hand  for 
whom  1  bore  it; 

And,  as  they  grappled 

Aub.  Justice  is  ever  equal !  [honest. 

Had  it  not  been  on  him,  th'  hadst  died  too 
Did  you  know  of  his  death  ? 
Edith.  Yes,  and  rejoice  iu't. 
Aub.  I'm  sorry  for  your  youth  then,  for 
tho'  the  strictness 
Of  Ijhv  shall  not  fall  on  you,  tliat  of  life 
Must  presently.   Go,  to  a  cloyster  carry  her; 
And  there  for  ever  lead  your  life  in  penitence. 
Edith.  Best  lather  to  my  soul,  I  give  you 
thanks,  sir ! 
And  now  my  fair  revenges  have  their  ends; 
My  vows  shall  be  my  kin,  my  prayers  my 
friends!  '   [Eiit. 

Enter  Laiorch  arid  Jugglers. 

Lot.  Stay  there;  Til  step  in,  imd  prepare 

th<i!  duke. 
Norb.  Wo  shall  have  brave  rewards ! 
Fiske.  That's  without  question. 
Lat.  By   this   time,  where 's  my   hufHng 

friend,  lord  Aubrey? 
Where's  that  good  gentleman  ?  Oh,  I  could 

laugh  now, 
And  burst  myself  with  mere  imagination: 
A  wise  man,  and  a.  valiant  man,  a  just  man, 
Should  suffer  himself  to  be  juggled  out  o'th' 

world, 
By   a   number   of  poor  gipsies !   Farewell, 

swash-buckler;  [time. 

For  I  know  thy  mouth  is  cold  enough  by  thig 
A  hundred  of  ye  I  can  shave  as  ntiutly, 
And  ne*cr  draw  blood  in  show,     Isow  shall 

my  honour,  '        [sure 

My  power,  and  virtue,  walk  alone ;  my  plea- 
Observ'd  by  all ;  all  knees  bend  to  my  wor- 
ship ; 
All  I'uits  to  mc,  as  saint  of  all  their  fortunes, 


•*  A  knife.]  i.  e.  A  dagger. 

**  Quarried.]  This  is  an  allusion  to  falconry.  I^thnm,  who  wrote  in  the  time  of  James  L, 
explains  the  word  qtiarrie  *  to  be  taken  for  the  fowle  which  is  flowne  at  and  slaine  at  any  time, 
*  especially  when  young  liawks  are  flowne  thereunto.'-        U. 


ir4  TIIE  TEAGEDY  OF  ROIXO,  DUKE  OF  NORMANDY,     f  Act  5.  Scene  f , 


Preferrd  and  crowded  to.    What  full  place 

of  credit. 
And  what  stile  now*??  your  lordship?  no, 

'tis  common ; 
Put  that  rU  think  tomorrow  on :  Now  for 
my  busincbs. 
Aubl  Who's  there  ? 
Lat.  Ha!  dead?  my  roaster  dead  ?  Aubrey 

alive  too  ? 
Guard,  Latorch,  sir. 
Aub,  Seize  his  body  ! 
Lai,  Oh,  my  fuituue  ! 
Idy  master  dead  ? 

Auh.  And  you,  within  this  half-hour, 
prepare  yourself,  pood  devil !  you  must  to  it; 
Jdillions  of  gold  shall  not  redeem  tliy  mis- 
chiefs. 
Behold  the  justice  of  thy  practice,  villain; 
The  mass  of  murders  thou  hast  drawn  upon 

us; 
Behold  thy  doctrine !  You  look  now  for  re- 

.ward,  sir, 
To  beadvanc'd,  Tm  sure,  for  all  your  labours ; 
And  you  shall  have  it.    Make  hi»  gallows 

lii;5her 
Py  ten  foot  at  the  least,  and  th^u  advance 
Lat,    Mercy,  mercy!  [him. 

Aub,  It  is  too  late,  fool ; 
^uch  as  you  meant  for  me.  Away  with  him ! 

[ite  ia  led  out. 
What  peepin<;  knaves  are  those  ?  Bring  'era 

in,  fellows. 
Now  what  are  you  ? 

Norb,  Mathematicians, 
An*t  like  your  lordship. 

Aub.  And  ye  drew  a  figure  ? 
Tiske,  We  have  drawn  many. 
Aub.  For  the  duke,  T  mean,  sir. 
Xatorcirs  knaves  you  are ! 

Norb.  VVe  know  the  gentleman. 
Aub,  What  did  he  promise  you  ? 
Norb.  We're  paid  already. 


■what  full  place  of  credit. 


Aub,  But  I  will  see  you  better  paid :  Go, 

whip  them ! 
Norb.  We  do  beseech  your  lordship  !  wc 

were  hir'd. 
Aub.  I  know  you  were,  and  you  shall  have 
your  hire : 
W^hip  'em  extremely ;  whip  that  doctor  there, 
'Till  he  record  himself  a  rogue, 
Norb,  I  aui  one,  sir. 

Aub.  Whip  him  for  being  one;  and  when 
they're  whipt,  [hang'd. 

Lead  'em  to  th'  gallows  to  sec  their  patron 
Away  with  them ! 

Norb.  Ah,  good  w.y  lord  ! 

[They  are  led  out, 
Aub.  Now  to  mine  own  right,  gentlemen. 

1  Lord.  You  have  the  next  indeed ;  we  all 
confess  it. 

And  here  stand  ready  to  invest  you  with  it. 

2  Lord.  Which  to  make  stronger  to  you, 
and  the  surer 

Than  blood  or  nuschicfs  dare  infringe  again^ 
Behold  this  lady,  sir,  this  noble  lady. 
Full  of  the  blood  as  you  are,  of  tliat  nearness; 
How  blessed  would  it  be — — 

Aub.  I  apprehend  you  ; 
And,  so  the  fair  Matilda  dare  accept  me^ 
Her  ever  constant  servant — r 

Mat.  In  all  pnreness, 
In  all  humility  of  heart  and  service, 
Xo  the  most  noble  Aubrey  I  submit  me. 

Aub.  Then  this  is  our  first  tie.     Now  to 
our  business ! 

1  Lord.  We're  ready  all  to  put  the  honour 
on  you. 

Aub,  These  sad  rites  must  be  done  first: 
Take  up  the  bodies; 
This,  as  he  was  a  prince,  so  princely  funeral 
Shall  wait  upon  him  ;  on  this  honest  cnptaii;^ 
The  decency  of  arms ;  a  tear  for  him  too. 
So,  sadly  on,  and,  as  we  view  his  bK)od, 
May  his  example  in  our  rule  raise  good ! 


And  what  place  mm;  fj  The  second  place  seems  to  have  been  accidentally  repeated,  in-, 
stead  of  some  word  that  implies  title,  hongur^  or  dignilj/.  Stile  seems  to  bid  fairest  of  apj 
monosyllable  that  occurs.       Sevfird. 
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THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE: 

A  COMEDY. 


The  Comtnendatory  Verses  by  Hills  ascribe  this  Comedy  wholly  to  Fletcher.  In  J 647,  Tthe 
Playhouse  Copy  having  been  lent  out  of  the  honse,  and  lost)  The  Wild-Goose  Chase 
could  not  be  inserted  among  our  Autliors*  other  Plays:  It  was,  however,  afterwards  re- 
covered, and  published  in  1G52,  by  Lowin  and  Taylor,  two  Players.  Farquhar*sTnconstanrt 
is  built  on  this  Play ;  the  mad  scene  of  Oriana,  and  others,  are  almost  transcribed ;  al 
tliough  both  the  Author  in  his  Preface,  and  Mr.  Rowe  in  the  Epilogue,  assert  that  onlj 
die  hint  was  taken  from  this  piece  of  our  Author. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


De  Gard,  a  noble  Gentleman. 

La  CanTRE,  Father  to  MirabelL    , 

MiUABKLL,  the  Wiid-Gtio$e^ 

PiNAC,  his  FtUoiC'truvcUery  Servant  to  Li^, 

iia-Bianca. 
BKXLErR,  Companion  to  hoik,  in  Uroe  with 

lUmtlura, 
Navtolet,  Father  to  Rosalura  and  Xi7//a- 

Bianca. 
LuGiER,  Tutor  to  the  Ladies. 


A  young  Factor. 
Two  Merchants. 
Singing-Boy. 

^Oriana,  bethrothed  to  MircbelL 

I'ktella,  their  Wuitinc-woman. 
Mariana,  an  English  Courtezan, 

I  agCf  Servants,  Friest,  and  four  Wtmieiu 


SCENE,  Faris. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. 

Fnter  Monsieur  De  Gard  and  a  Foothoy, 

DeGa  OIRRAII,  you   know   J  have  rid 

^  h:iid ;  stir  my  horso  well, 
And  let  hi'a  want  no  litter. 

boif.  I  am  sure  I've  run  hard ; 
^VVoulrl  somebody  would  vvuik  nn*,   and  see 

me  litter'd, 
For  I  think  my  fellow  horse  cannot  in  reason 
Dcbire  more  rest,  nor  take  up  his  chamber 

befuro  me: 
But  we  are  the  beasts  now,  and  die  beasts 
are  our  masteri>. 
Dc  Gu.  When  yo'i  have  done,  step  to  the 

ten-crown  ordinurv 

Boy,  VViih  all  my  heart,  sir;  for  I  have  a 

twenty-t Town  stomach. 
T)e  G't.  And  there  bcs[)cak  a  dinner. 
Bof/  [j^uin^ \.  ^'es,  sir,  presently. 
Dc  Gu.  For  whom,  I  beseech  you,  sir? 
i^y.  For  myself;  I  take  it^  sir. 


De  Ga,  In  truth,  vou  shall  not  take  it;  'tis 

not  meant  for  you  : 

There's  for  your  provender.  Bpspeuk  a  dinner 

For  monsieur  Mirabel],  and  his  companions; 

They'll  be  in  town  wirhm  this  hour.     VVhea 

you  have  done,  sirrah, 
Make  ready  all  things  at  my  lodging,  forme^ 
And  wait  mc  there. 

Bvt/.  The  ten-crown  ordinary.^ 
Ue  Ga.  Yes,  sir,  if  you  have  not  forgot  it. 
Boi/,  I'll  foruct  my  leet  tirst: 
Tis  the  best  part  of  a  footman's  faith. 

[Exit  Bay. 

De  Ga.  These  youtlis. 

For  all  they  have  been  in  Italy  to  learn  thrift. 

And  seem  to  wonder  at  men's  lavish  ways, 

Yet  they  can't  rub  offold  friends,  their  French 

itches;  '  [bodies 

They  must  meet  sometimes  to  disport  their 

With  £ood  wine,  and  good  women ;  and  good 

store  too*  [all  points, 

Let  'cm  be  what  tliey  will;  they  are  arm'd  at 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


And  then  han|T  saviLjj,  let  the  sea  t;row  high  ! 
This  ordiiiAry  can  fit  'em  of  all  sizes,  [toms. 
They  must  salute  their  country  with  old  cus- 

Enter  La  Cast  re  and  Oriana, 

Ori.  Brother! 
De  Ga.  My  dearest  sister ! 
Ori.  Welcome,  welcome ! 
Indeed,  you  are  welcome  home,  most  wel- 
come ! 
De  Ga.  Thank  ye  ! 
YouVe  grown  a  handsome  woman,  Orinna : 
Blush  at  your  faults.     Tm  wondrous  glad  to 

see  you  ! 
Monsieur  La  Castre,  let  not  my  affection 
To  my  fair  sister  make  me  held  unmannerly  : 
I'm  piad  to  see  you  well,  to  see  you  lusty, 
Good  health  about  you,  and  in  fair  company ; 

Believe  me,  I  am  proud 

La  Ca.  Fair  sir,  I  thank  you. 
Monsieur  De  Gurd,  youVc  welcome  from 

your journey ! 
Good  men  have  still  good  welcome  :  Give  me 

your  hand,  sir. 
Once  more,  you're  welcome  home  !  You  look 
still  youniicr.  f us ; 

De  Ga,  Time  has  no  leisure  to  look  after 
We  wander  every  whore ;  i»js;e  cannot  find  us. 
La  Ca.  And  how  does  ail? 
De  Ga,  All  well,  sir,  and  all  lusty,     ["sir, 
La  Cii,  I  hope  my  son  be  so:  I  doul)t  not. 
But  you  have  often  seen  him  in  your  journies, 
And  bring  me  some  fair  news. 

Ih  Ga,  Your  son  is  well,  sir,  " 


And  £;rown  a  proper  gentleman;  he's  well, 

and  lubty. 
Within  tliis  eio^it  hours  I  took  leave  of  him. 
And  over-rid  him  ',  having  some  slight  busi- 
ness ry^"> 

That  forc'd  me  out  o'  th'  way  :  I  can  assure 
He  will  be  here  to-nit^ht. 

La  Ca.  You  make  me  £;lad,  sir, 
For,  o'  my  failh,  1  almost  long  to  see  him! 

Methinks,  he  iias  been  away 

Dc  Ga.  Tis  but  your  tenderness; 
What  are  three  years  ?  a  love-sick  wench  will 

allow  it  *. 
His  friends,  that  went  out  with  him,  are  con»e 

buck  too,  [little, 

Belleur,  and  young  Pinac:    lie  bid  me  say 
Because  he  means  to  be  his  own  glad  mes- 

senjicr- 
La  Ca.  I  thank  you  for  this  news,  sir.   He 

shall  be  welcome,  [iKartily  ! 

And  his  friends  too;  Indeed*  I  thank  you 
And  how  (for  I  dare  say  you  will  not  flatter 

hiui) 
Has  Itnly  wrought  on  him?  has  hemew'd  yet 
His  wild  fantastic  toyfe?  They  say  thatchmate 
Ift  a  great  purger  of  those  humorous  fluxes. 
How  is  he  improved,  I  pniy  you? 

De  Ga.  No  doubt,  sir,  well.  [man ; 

H'has  borne  himself  a  fjill  and  noble  gcnilc- 

To  speak  him  further  is  beyond  my  charter. 

La  Ca.  I'm  glad  to  hear  so  much  good. 

Come,  I  &ee 
You  long  to  enjoy  your  sister ;  yet  I  must 

entreat  you, 


*  And  over-cy'd  him,  having  some  slight  business 
That  fore  d  me  out  o'  th*  way.]    Ovcr-cyd  is  plainly  a  corruption,  and  out  oUh*  way  un- 
satisfactory.    Mr.  Seward  reads  with  me, 

*  And  over-r/(/  him 


on  the  way : 


But  yet  I  have  some  doubt  whether  over^rid  is  the  true  lection,  there  being  a  reading  which 
has  occurred  to  me,  much  nearer  the  traces  of  the  letters  than  that  advanced  above,  viz. 

*  And  ovcr-1/ed  him, ' 

i.  e.  over-went  him ;  though  I  am  afraid  the  reader  will  think  this  too  obsolete  a  word  to 
stand  in  the  text,  as  fitter  for  Chaucer  or  Spenser,  than  Mr.  Fletcher,  and  therefore  I  have 
chose  to  leave  the  passage  just  as  I  found  it.        Sympson. 

The  opening  of  the  play,  *  Sirrah,  I  have  rid  hardy*  seems  to  countenance  the  conjectural 
reading  of  *  o\er-rid  bin).'  Obsolete  and  uncouth  indeed  is  Mr.  Sympson's  *  over-yed  him.' 
Were  we  to  offer  a  reading  *  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,'  w  %  would  rather  propose  *  over- 
hied  him,'  which  might,  we  think,  much  more  familiarly  express  De  Gard*s  having  gone  on 
before  his  fellow-traveller.  As  to  out  of  the  zcat/,  we  see  no  difficulty  requiring  an  alteration, 

« a  love-sick  wench  will  allow  i/.l  As  plausible  as  this  passage  may  seem  at  first 

sight,  yet  I  am  afraid  it  is  unsound ;  for  whatever  reasons  the  poor  wench  might  have  to  in- 
duce her  to  alUnc  her  lover's  absence,  yet  notwithstanding  them,  she  might  hear  it  still  with 
the  utmost  impatience.     Why  may  not  we  read,  therefore, 

< love-sick  wench  will  sualiow  it:' 

A  three-years  absence  (De  Gard  says)  is  nothing ;  it  will  ^o  easily  down,  even  with  a  love- 
sick girl.     So,  in  the  concluding  scene  of  this  play,  Mirabell  says, 

*  '  I  am  pleas'd  ye  have  deceived  me ; 

*  And  willingly  I  snmlluw  it,  and  joy  in't.'         Sympson. 

Mr.  Sympson's  conjecture,  enforced  by  the  authority  which  he  quotes,  is  not  unplausible; 
yet  he  mistakes  the  sense  of  the  word  allmo  as  here  used,  supposing  it  to  be  genuine:  *  A 
love-sick  wench  will  allow  it  '  not  meaning  that  she  will  permit  her  lover  to  be  absent  for 
three  years;  but  that  she  will  aHow^  i.  e.  agree,  that  three  years'  absence  is  no  such  great 
Blatter. 


Abt  1.  Scene  i:] 


T!I£  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


irr 


heFoT€  I  gt>,  to  sup  with  me  to-night, 
Atid  must  not  be  denied. 

De  Go,  I  am  yotir  servant. 

La  Ca.  Where  you  shall  meet  fair,  merrr, 

and  noble  company ;  [daut^hters. 

My  neighbour  Nantolet,  and  his  two  fair 

De  Ga,  Ybur  supper's  seasoned  well,  sir : 
I  £hnll  v^it  upon  yoii. 

La  Ca.  Till  then  I'll  have  ye :  And  you're 
once  more  welcome !  lExit. 

De  Ga,  1  iliank  yoU)  noble  sir !  .Now,  Ori- 
ana,  . 

How  bare  ve  done  since  t  went  ?  have  ye  had 

your  health  well? 
And  your  mind  free  ? 

Ori.  You  see,  I  am  not  bated ; 
Merry,  and  eat  my  meat. 

De  Gfc.  A  good  preservative.  [Oriana, 
And  bow  have  you  t>ecn  us'd?  You  know, 
Upon  my  going-out  at  your  request;  , 

1  left  your  portion  in  1a  Castre's  hands. 
The  main  means  you  must  stick  to:  For  that 

reason, 
A 'id  'tis  no  little  one,  I  ask  yoiij  sister. 
With  what  humanity  he  entertains  you. 
And  how  you  find  his  courtesy? 

OrL  Most  ready : 
I  can  assure  yoU,  sir,  I'm  us'd  most  nobly. 

De  Ga.  I'm  glad  to  hear  it :  But  I  prithee, 
tell  me> 
And  tell  roe  true,  what  end  had  yon,  Oriana, 
Jn  trusting  your  money  here?  He  is  nokins- 
Nor  any  tie  upon  him  of  a  guardian  ;  [man. 
Nor  dare  I  think  you  doubt  my  prodigality. 

OfT.  No,  certain,  sir;  none  ol  all  tliis  pro- 
vi)k*d  me; 
Another  private  reason. 

De  Ga.  'Tis  not  private, 
Nor  carried  so;  'tis  common, my  fair  sifter; 
Your  love  to  Mirabcll :  Your  blushes  tell  it. 
^is   ti»o  much  known,  and  spoken  of  too 

largely ; 
And  with  no  little  siiamc  T  wonder  at  it. 

Ori.  Is  it  a  shame  to  love? 

De  Ga.  To  love  uiidiscretely: 
A  virgin  should  be  tender  of  her  honour, 
Close,  and  secure. 

Ori,  I  am  as  close  as  can  be,  [too ; 

And  ^tand  upon  as  strong  and  honest  guards 
Unless  tliisi  warlike  dge  need  a  portcullis. 
Yet,  I  confess,  f  love  him. 

De  Ga.  Hear  the  people;  [dares 

Ori.  Now  I  say,  Hang  the  people !  he  that 
Believe  what  they  say,  daresbc  mad,  ttnd  give 


Ilis  mother,  nay,  his  own  wife,  up  to  rumour. 
All  grounds  of  truths  they  build  on,  is  a  tavern) 
And  their  best  censure's  sack,  sack  in  abun- 
dance ; 
For  as  they  drink,  they  think:  They  ne'er 

^peak  modestly. 
Unless  the  wine  be  poor,  or  they  want  monej. 
Believe  them  ?  Believe  Amadis  de  Gaul* 
The  Ktiight  o'  th*  Sun>  or  Palmeriu  of  Eng* 
land ;  [ries ! 

For  these,  to  them,  are  modest  and  true  sto* 
'Pray  underbtiind  me;  if  their  tongues  be  trutby 
And  if  In  vino  Veritas  be  an  oracle, 
S\'hat  woman  is,  or  has  been  ever  honest? 
Give  'em  but  ten  round  cups,  they'll  swea^ 

Lucrefia 
Died  not  for  want  of  power  to  resist  Tarquin, 
But  want  of  pleasure,  that  he  stay'd  no  longer; 
Aiid  Portia,  that  was  famous  for  her  piety 
To  her  Ibv'd  lord,  they'll  face  ye  out,  died 
o*  th*  pox. 
De  Ga.  Well,  there  is  something,  sister; 
Ori.  If  there  be,  brother,  ^  [stroUss 

Tis  none  of  their  things ;  'tis  not  yet  so  moo* 
ISly  thihg  is  marriage ;  and,  at  his  return, 
I  £iopc  to  put  their  sauint  eyes  right  again. 
Dc  Ga.  Marriage?  HTis  true,  ms  father  is 
a  rich  man^ 
Rich  both  in  land  and  money ;  he  his  heir, 
A  young  and  handsome  man,  I  must  confess 

too; 
But  of  such  qualities,  and  such  wild  flings^ 
Snch  admirable  imperfections,  sister^ 
(For  all  his  travels,  and  bought  experience) 
I  should  be  loth  to  own  him  fdf  my  brother* 
IMcthinks,  a  rich  mind  in  a  state  indifferent 
Would  prove  the  better  fortune. 

Ori.  If  he  be  wildj  [tber^ 

The  reclaiming  him  to  good  and  honest,  brof 
Will  make  much  for  my  honour;  Ivhicfi,  if  I 

prosper. 
Shall  be  the  study  of  my  love,  and  life  too. 
De  Ga.  You  say  well;  'would  he  thought 
as  well,  and  lov'd  too  ! 
ITe  marry?  he'll  be  hang'd  first ;  he  knows  no 

more 
What  the  conditions  and  the  ties  of  love  arej 
The  honest  purposes  and  grounds  of  mar^ 
riage,  [dcavour* 

Nor  will  know,  nor  be  ever  brouglit  to  en* 
Than  I  do  how  to  build  a  church :  lie  was  ever 
.  A  loose  and  strong  defierofall  order;  [door; 

ill  is  loves  are  wanderers,  they  knock  at  cacb 
Aiui  taste  each  dish,  but  are  no  residvhts. 


3  AU  his  travel,  and  tn)iig,ht  experience.]  Mr.  Theobald  fdls  up  the  measure  thus, 

* ami  his  bought  experience ; ' 

ilr.  Seward  thus, 

' and  dear-hou^ht  experience;' 

Ivbich  he  thinks  is  not  duly  a  completion  of  the  measure,  but  an  improvement  of  the  sensew 

Sj/mpson. 
Theobald's /?//mg  up  the  measure,  and  Seward's  completion  of  the  meoaurc,  and  improvement 
of  the  sense,  are  both  unntce>5ary.      The  measure  and  sense  are  eacli  suthciently  perfect  j 
4^spe<'ially  i^upposinc  the  \>ord  experience,  after  the  manner  of  our  Authors^  to  be  resolftil 
into  distinct  syllables. 

Vou  II.  «  A 


Hi 
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[Act  1.  Scene  2. 


Or  say,  he  may  be  brought  to  think  of  mar- 
nage,  [strangers : 

(As  'twUl  be  no  small  labour)  thy  hopes  arc 
I  know,  there  is  a  laboured  match  now  fol- 
lowed,    ; 
Now  Rt  this  time,  for  which  he  was  sent  for 
home  too:  [ters, 

be  not  abus*d ;  Nantolct  has  two  fair  daugh- 
And  he  must  take  his  choice. 

OrL  Let  him  take  freely: 
For  all  this  I  despair  not;  my  mind  tells  me 
That  I,  and  only  I,  must  make  him  perfect ; 
And  in  tliat  hope  I  rest. 

be  Ga,  Since  you're  so  confident, 
Prosper  your  hope !  1*11  be  no  adversary ! 
Keep  yourself  lair  and  right,  he  shall  not 
wrong  you. 
J      OrL   When  I  forget  my  virtue,  no  man 
^"         know  me !  [Eseunt, 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Mirabelly  Pinac,  Belleur,and  Servants, 
Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more,  gen- 
tlemen! 

We  have  had  a  merry  and  a  lusty  ordinary, 

And  wine,  and  good  meat,  and  a  bouncmg 
reckoning!         ^  . 

And  let  it  go  for  once ;  'tis  a  good  physick : 

Only  the  wenches  are  not  for  my  diet; 

They  are  too  lean  and  thin,  their  embraces 
brawn-fain. 

Give  me  the  plump  Venetian,  fat,  and  lusty, 

That  meets  me  sort  and  supple;  smiles  upon 
me. 

As  i  f  a  cup  of  full  wine  kap'd  to  kiss  me ; 

These  slignt  things  1  affect  not. 
Pinac.  ITiey're  ill  built! 

Pin-buttock'd,  like  your  dainty  Barbaries, 

And  weak  i*  th*  paslems;   they'll  endure  no 
hardness. 
Mir,  There's  nothing  good  or  handsome 
bred  amongst  us : 

^ill  we  are  travell'd,  and  live  abroad,  we're 
coxcombs. 

You  talk  of  France;  a  slight  unseason'dcoun- 
try,  J[blockheads ! 

Abundance  of  gross  food,  |vhich  makes  us 

We're  fair  set  out  indeed,  and  so  arc  fore- 
horses:  [us! 

Men  say,  we  are  great  courtiers;  men  abuse 

Wc  are  wise,  and  valiant  too|  twn  credo, 
signior !  [rots ; 

Our  women  the  best  linguists;  they  are  par* 

O*  riiis  side  the  Alps  they're  nothing  but  mere 
drolleries*. 

Ha !  Roma  la  Santa,  Italy  for  my  money ! 

Their  policies^  their  customs,  their  frugalities. 

Their  courtesies  so  open,  yet  so  reserv'd  too, 

4  Mere  drolleries.]  This  countenances,  and  perhaps  confirms,  our  conjectural  reading  of 
drolleries  for  dralkries  in  the  Tragedy  of  Valefitinian.  It  is  there  as  well  as  here  npplied  ta 
women :  Drolleries  too  is,  as  far  as  we  can  discover,  absolute  nonsense ;  ami  tlie  cirruptioir 
is  easy.  If  the  reader  has  any  curiosity  to  refer  to  the  passage  in  quosdon,  he  will  find  it 
so  p.  43. 

*  You'rt  known  btst,}  i.  c,  are  most  acquainted  with  Ihem. 


As,  when  you  think  you're  known  best,  you're 
a  stranger*;  [we  do,. 

Their  very  pick-teeth  speak  more  man  dian 
And  season  of  more  salt ! 

Pifutc.  'Tis  a  brave  country;  [p^^h 

Not  pesterM  with  your  stubborn  precise  pup- 

Thatturn  all  useful  and allow'd  contentments 

To  scabs  and  scruples:   Hang  'em,  cap(m- 

worshippers ! 

Bel,  I  like  that  freedom  well,  and  like  their 

women  too,  [bashful. 

And  would  fain  do  as  others  do;  but  Vm  so 

So  naturally  an  ass — Look  ye,  1  can  look  upon 

And  very  willingly  I  go  to  see  'em,        [*ein, 

(There's  no  man  w  il linger)  and  I  can  kiss  'em. 

And  make  a  shift 

Mir,  But  if  tliey  chance  to  flout  you. 
Or  say,  *  You  are  too  hold !  £y,  sir,  reinem- 

*  I  pray,  sit  further  off [ber  ! 

JBel.  Tis  true — I'm  liuinblcd,  JlcncM  ; 
I  mn  gone ;  I  confess  ingenuously,  I  am  si- 
The  spirit  of  amber  cannot  force  me  answer. 

Pinac.  Then  would  I  sing  and  dance 

Bel.  You  have  wherewithal,  sir. 
Pinac.  And  charge  her  up  again. 
Bel,  I  can  be  hang'd  first ; 
Yet,  where  I  fasten  well,  I  am  a  tyrant. 
Mir.  Why,  thou  dar'st  fight? 
Bel.  Yes,  certainly,  I  dare  fight. 
And  fight  with  any  man  at  any  weapon ; 
'Would,  the  other  were  no  more  1  but  a  pox 

on*t. 
When  I  am  sometimes  in  my  height  of  hope. 
And  reasonable  valiant  that  way,  my  heart 

harden'd. 
Some  scornful  jest  or  other  cliops  between  me 
And  my  desire :  What  would  you  have  me  lo 
do  then,  treutlemen  ? 
Mir,  Bel leur,  you  must  be  bolder:  Travel 
three  years. 
And  bring  home  such  a  baby  to  betray  you 
As  bashfulness?  a  great  fellow,  and  a  soldier  f 
Bel.  You  have  tlie  gift  of  impudence ;  be- 
thankful ;  [study. 

Every  man  has  not  the  like  talent,     i  will 

And  if  it  may  be  reveal'd  to  me 

JlfiV.  Learn  of  me,  [ment; 

And  of  Pinac :  No  doubt  youll  find  employ- 
Ladies  will  look  for  courtship. 

Pinac.  'Tis  but  fleshing. 
But  standing  one  good  brunt  or  two.    Hast 

thou  any  mind  to  marriage  ? 
We^l  provide  thee  some  soft-natur'd  weMcb, 
that's  dumb  too. 
Mir.  Or  an  oM  woman  that  cannot  refuse > 

thee  in  charity. 
Bel.   A  dumb  woman,  or  an  old  womao^ 
tliat  were  eager, 


i 
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And  car*d  notfordiscourse;  I  were  excellent 
at. 

Mir.  Yon  must  now  put  on  boldness  (there's 
no  avoiding  it) 
And  stand  all  hazards,  fly  at  all  games  bravely; 
They'll  say,  you  went  out  like  an  ox,  and  re- 
tnni'd  like  an  ass  else. 

Bel.  I  shall  make  danger  sure. 

Mir.  I  am  sent  for  home  now,  [pardon  me: 
I  know  it  is  to  marry ;  but  my  lather  shall 
Altho'  it  be  a  weighty. ceremony®, 
And  may  concern  mo  hereafter  in  my  gravity, 
I  will  not  lose  the  freedom  of  a  traveller; 
A  new  strong  lusty  bark  cannot  ride  at  one 
anchor.  [cyes.^ 

Shall  1  make  divers  suits  to  shew  to  the  same 
'lis  dull  and  home-spun  !  study  several  plea- 
sures, [first ! 
And  want  employments  for 'em?  Pllbehang'd 
Tie  me  to  one  smock  ^  make  my  travels  fruit- 
less ? 
I'll  none  of  that ;  for  every  fresh  behaviour, 
By  your  leave,  father,  I  must  have  a  fresh 
And  a  fresh  favour  too.                   [mistress, 

BeL  I  like  that  passingly ; 
As  many  as  you  will,  so  they  be  willing, 
Willing,  and  gentle,  gentle  ! 

Pinac.  There's  no  reason  [up, 

A  gentleman,  and  a  traveller,  should  ba  plapt 
(For  'tis  a  kind  of  bilboes"  to  be  married) 
liefore  he  manifest  to  the  world  his  good  parts: 
Tug  ever,  like  a  rascal,  at  one  oar? 
Give  mc  the  Italian  liberty  ! 

Mir.  That  I  study,  [men ; 

And  that  I  will  enjoy.    Come,  go  in,  gentle- 
There  mark  how  I  behave  myself,  and  fol- 
low. [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  La  Cast  re,  Nantolety  Lugier,  Rosalura, 
and  JJiiiu'Bianca. 

La  Ca,  You  and  your  beauteous  daughters 
are  most  welcome ! 


Beslirew  my  blood  they're  fair  ones !  Wd* 

come,  beauties, 
Welcome,  sweet  birds ! 

Nant.  They're  bound  much  to  your  couiv 

tesies.  [ed. 

La  Ca.  I  hope  we  shall  be  nearer  acquaint- 

Nant.  That  s  my  hope  too  ; 

For,  certain,  sir,  I  much  desire  your  alliance. 

You  see  'em  ;  they're  no  gypsies ;   for  theif 

breeding. 
It  has  not  been  so  coarse,  but  they  are  able 
To  nink  themselves  with   women   of  fair 

fashion. 
Indeed,  tliey  have  been  trained  well*. 
Ltig,  Thank  me ! 

Nant.  Fit  for  the  heirs  of  that  state  I  shall 

leave  'em ;  [so»l# 

To  say  more,  is  to  sell  'em.  They  say,  your 

Now  he  has  travcil'd,  must  be  wondrous  cur 

rious. 
And  choice  in  what  he  takes;  these  are  no 

coarse  ones. 
Sir,  here's  a  merry  wench — let  him  look  to 

himself; 
All  heart,  i'  faith! — may  chance  to  startle  him; 
For  all  his  care,  and  ttavell'd  caution. 
May  creep  into  his  eye:  If  he  love  gravity,' 
Aifect  a  solemn  face,  there's  one  will  fit  him. 
La  Ca.  So  young  and  so  demure  ? 
Nan^.  She  IS  my  daughter, 
Else  I  would  tell  you,  sir,  she  is  t^  mistress 
Both  of  those  manners,  and  that  modesty, 
Ypu  would  wonder  at.  Mie  is  no  often-speaker, 
But,  when  she  does,  she  speaks  well;  nor  no 

reveller, 
Ypt  she  can  dance,  and  has  studied  the  court 

elements, 
And  sings,  as  some  say,  handsomely;  if  a 
woman,  [lar. 

With  the  decency  of  her  sex,  may  be  a  scho- 
I  can  assure  you,  sir,  she  understands  too. 
La  Ca.  These  are  fit  garments,  sir. 
Litg.  Thank  tliem  tl>at  cut  em  { 


•  A  witty  ceremoni/.]  Where  the  wit  of  tlie  matrimonial  ceremony  lies,  will,  I  believe,  pqzzle, 
at  this  time  of  the  day,  any  of  our  wits  to  discover.  Mr.  Seward  saw  with  ipe  that  the  true 
reading  ought  to  be,  ' a  weight  if  ceremony.'        Suntpson. 

The  old  reading,  however,  is  not  entirely  indefensible :  WU  and  wisdom,  as  tbe  late  learned 
Editor  of  Evelyn's  Silva  observes,  were,  at  the  time  wlien  his  Autbqr  wrote,  and  long  before, 

synonymous  terms,  of  which  he  gives  the  follqwing  instance :  * then  might  I  by 

*  couucell  help  my  trouthj  which  by  nunc  own  witt  I  am  not  able  agaiuste  such  a  prepared 
'  thynge.'        Sir  Thomas  Wyatt's  Defence,  No.  ii.  Walpole's  Miscell.  Ant.  22. 

Mr.  Evelyn's  words  are,  •  liather,  therefore,  we  should  take  notice  how  many  great  wits 
'  and  ingenious  persons,  who  have  leisure,  and  faculty,  are  in  pain  fqr  improvements  of  their 
^heaths  and  barren  hills, tVc'  ^ 

Other  examples  might  be  produced.         R. 

''A  kind  of  bisboefi  to  be  married.]  As  this  is  a  word  I  do  not  remember  any  where  t« 
be  found,  1  have  altered  it,  with  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Theobald,  into  one,  which,  as  it  is 
congruous  to  the  sense  of  the  place,  might  very  prabably  have  been  the  original. 

* hilbocs  to  l>e  married.'        Sj/mpsan, 

'  To  rank  themselves  Kith  women  of  fair  fashion  ; 
Indeed^  thei/  have  been  trained  we'll.]  Nantolet  had  expressed  himself  modestly  and  gen- 
teelly of  his  daugliters'  education,  in  the  former  part  of  his  speech,  and  the  last  hne  will  be 
equally  proper  and  genteel  when  given  to  La  Castre,  to  whom  it  seems  therefore  eviclently- 
to  belong.         Seward.  / 

We  think  the  ojd  readin^r  best. 

^A2 
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[Act  1.  Sc^c  3« 


Yefly  they  are  handsome  women,  tbcy  have 

handsome  parts  too, 
Pretty  becoming  parts. 

La  Ca.  Tis  like  they  have,  sir. 
Lvg,  Yes,  yes,  and  handsome  education 
they  have  had  too. 
Had  it  abundantly  ;  they  need  not  blush  at  it: 
I  taught  itj  ri'l  avouch  it. 
Jm  Qa.  You  sav  welj,  Jjir. 
Lu^,  I  know  what  I  say,  sir,  and  I  say  but 
right,  sir : 
•I  am  no  tf  umprt  of  their  commendations 
Before  their  father;  clsel  should  say  further. 
La  Ca,  Tray  you,  what's  this  gentleman  ? 
'Nant.  One  that  lives  with  me,  sir; 
A  man  well  bred  and  (carn*d,  but  blunt  and 
bitter;  [in't : 

Yet  it  ofTcnds  no  lyisc  man ;  I  take  pleasure 
Many  fair  gifts  he  has,  in  some  of  which, 
That  lie  most  easy  to  their  understandings, 
}!'  has  handsomely  bred  up  my  girls,  I  thank 
him. 
Lug.  I  have  put  it  to  *em,  that*s  my  part, 
I  have  urg*d  it ; 
It  seems,  tlicy  arc  of  years  now  to  take  hold 
on'ts. 
Nant,  H^*s  wondrous  blunt. 
La  Ca,  By  my  faith  I  was  afraid  of  him : 
poes  he  not  fall  out  witli  the  gentlewomen 
SQpie  times  ? 
Nant.  N  o,  no ;  he's  that  way  moderate  and 
discrete,  sir.  [him. 

JRos.  If  he  did,  we  should  be  too  hara  for 
Xt/^.  Well  said,  sulphur! 
!f  00  hard  for  thy  husband's  head^  if  he  wear 
not  armour. 

Enter  Mirabeli,  Finac,  BeUcur,  Be  Card, 
and  Orianu, 

Nant.  Many  of  these  bickVings,  sir. 


La  Ca.  I*m  glad,  they  are  no  oracles ! 
Sure  as  I  live,  he  beats  them,  hc*s  so  puissant. 

Ori.  Well,  if  you  do  forget 

Mir.  Trithee,  hold  thy  peace ! 
Il^now  thou ^rt  a  pretty  wench;  I  know  thoii 
lov*st  me ;  [onK, 

Prescr\'e  it  till  we  have  a  fit  time  to  discourse 
And  a  fit  place;  J'll  ease  thy  heart,  1  war- 
rant thee: 
Thou  seest,  I  have  much  to  do  now. 

OrL  I  am  auswer'd,  sir:  [ditions. 

Witii  me  you  shall  have  notliingon  these  cou* 

X)c  Ou,  Your  father  and  your  friends. 

La  Ca.  Ypu're  welcome  home,  sir ! 
'Bless  you,  youVe  very  welcome !  Tray  know 

this  gentleman, 
And  these  fair  ladies. 

Nant.  Monsieur  Mirabeli, 
I  am  much  affected  with  your  fair  return,  sir; 
You  bring  a  general  joy. 

Mir.  1  bring  you  service. 
And  these  bright  bcautes,  sir. 

Nant,  Welcome  home,  gentlemen .' 
Welcome,  with  all  myheart! 

Bel.  Finac.  We  thank  you,  sir.  [tooi. 

La  Ca.  Your  friends  will  Ivaye  their  share, 

Bei.  Sir,  we  hope  [gcrs^ 

TheyMl  look  upon  us,  tho'weshew  likestranr 

Na7it.  Monsieur  De  Card,  I  must  salute 
you  also, 
And  thi;  fair  gentlewoman:  You're  welcome 

from  your  travel  too ! 
All  welcome,  all ! 

jPe  Ga.  We  render  you  our  love?,  sir. 
The  best  wealth  we  bring  home*°.    By  your 

favours,  beauties ! 
One  of  these  two*» :  You  know  my  meaning. 

Orj,  Well,  sir;  [fess  it; 

ThcyVe  fair  and  handsome,  I  must  needs  con- 
Anci,  let  it  prove  the  worst,!  shall  live  after  \u 


•  I  hate  put  it  to  *em,  that's  wy  part,  I  have  vrg*d  it, 
It  seemt,  they  are  of' years  nmo  (o  take  hold  on  t. 

He's  wondrous  blunt^  A  small  degree  of  attention  will  shew  us  tliat  the  two  first  lines 
^n  properly  belong  to  no  ode  but  Lugier.         SynipSfHj. 

••  The  best  wealthy  &c.]  Mr.  Symp^n  has  made  a  strange  piece  of  work  here;  he  puts  nc^ 
part  of  this  line  into  the  tc\t  of  his  edition;^  and  yet  ha$  quoted  the  latter  piirt  of  it  in  the 
(bllowin^  note. 

•  »*  One  of  these  trco:  You  knoto  my  meaning,  &c.]  This  Do  Gard  speaks  aside  ^o  his  sister^ 
as  the  text  stands  at  present,  and  bcen\iugly  her  answer  tiiat  follows  fixes  it  here;  but  what; 
is  tliere  left  then  to  introduce  and  make  way  for  Miiabell's 

*To  marry,  sir?* 
Tq  remove  all  difficulties,  it  would  perhaps  be  the  best  to  make  the  whole  run  thus ; 

'  *  — by  your  favours,  beauties. 

La  Ca.  *  One  of  these  two:  You  know  my  meaning.     [Aside  to  Mir, 
Oriana.  *  Well- [Aside  to  herself. 

*  They  are  fair  and  handsome,  I  m\LS%  needs  confess  it; 

*  And  let  it  prove  the  worst,  1  shall  live  after  it ; 

*  Whilst  [  have  meat  and  drinl^,  love  cannot  starve  me; 

*  For  if  I  die  o'  th*  ijrst  fit  I  am  unhappy, 

*  And  "Worthy  to  be  biiried  with  mj  =beeis  upward. 
Mirqt.     *  To  niarry,  sir  ? '  Sympson* 

During  the  dialogue  in  the  text,  La  Castre  has  been  talking  apart  to  Mirabeli,  and  it  i^ 
their  supposed  conversation  which  is  to  *  introduce  and  liiake  way  for  Mirabeirs 

*  To  marry,  sir  ? ' 
Wq  do  not  see  how  Sympsoirs  arrangement  removes  the  dif^culty  he  has  created. 


^ct  1.  Scene  3.] 
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Whilst  I  have  meat  and  drijik,  love  cannot 

stanre  me ;  * 

For,  if  I  die  o*  th'  first  fit,  I*m  unhappy, 
And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  heels  up- 
Jlfir.  To  marry,  sir  ?  [ward. 

Jja  Ca.  You  know,  I  am  an  old  man, 
And  every  hour  declining  to  my  s^rnve, 
One  foot  already  in :  more  suns  1  have  not, 
r4or  more  I  dare  not  seek  whilst  you  arc 

worthy; 
Jn  you  lies  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  uamc. 
The  making  good  or  wretched  of  my  memory. 
The  safety  of  my  state. 

Alir*  And  youVe  provided. 
Out  of  this  tenderness,  these  handsome  gen- 
tlewomen, [of? 
daughters  to  this  rich  man,  to  take  my  choice 
La  Ca.  1  have,  dear  son. 
Jifir,  Tis  true,  you're  old,  and  fccbled  ; 
HYould  you  were  young  ag^in,  and  in  full 

vigour ! 
I  love  a  bounteous  father's  life,  n  long  one; 
I'm  none  of  tliosc^  that,  when  they  shoot  to 

ripeness,  [grew  on; 

Do  what  they  can  to  break  the  boughs  they 
I  wish  you  many  years,  and  many  nches. 
And  pleasures  to  enjoy  *em :  But  for  marriage, 
I  neither  yet  believe  in*t,  nor  afiect  it, 
Nor  tliink  it  fit. 

La  Ca.  Vou'll  render  me  your  reasons  ? 
AGr,  Yes,  sir,  both  short  and  pipliy^  and 

these  they  are : 
You  would  have  me  marry  a  maid  ? 
La  Ca.  A  maid  ?  whtit  else  ^ 
Mir.  Yes,  th^re  be  thiugi>  called  widows^ 

dead  men's  wills, 
I  never  lov'd  to  prove  those ;  nor  never  long*d 

yet  [monument. 

^o  be  bufied  ^ive  in  another  man's  cold 
And  there  be  maids  appearing,  and  maids 

being:  [dows; 

Tlie  appearing  are  fantastic  things,  mere  slia-!- 
And,  if  you  mark  'cm  vvell,  they  want  £hcir 

heads  too ; 
Only  the  world,  to  cozen  misty  e}es, 
lias  clapt  'cm  on  new  faces.   The  m{iids  being 
A  man  may  venture  on,  if  he  be  so  mad  to 

marry,  [fortune ; 

Jf  he  have  neither  fear  before  his  eyes,  nor 
And  let  him' take  heed  how  he  gather  these 

too ;  [Ions, 

For  look  you,  father,  they  j^re  just  like  me- 
Musk-meionsaretheeiublcnisof  these  maids; 
Now  they  are  ripe,  now  cut  'em  they  taste 

pleasantly, 
And  are  a  dainty  fruit,  digested  easily ; 
Neglect  this  present  time,  and  come  tomor- 
row. 
They  are  so  ripe,  they're  rotten —gone  *« ! 

their  sweetness 
Kun  into  humour,  and  their  taste  to  surfeit ! 


La  Ca.  Why,  these  arc  now  ripe,  son. 

Mir.  rU  try  them  presently. 
And,  if  I  like  their  taste 

Im  Ca.  -I'ray  you  please  yourself,  sir. 

Mir.  That  liberty  is  my  due,  and  I'll  main-t 

tain  it.  [now? 

Lady,  what  think  you  of  a  handsom;^  man 

Jf<w.  A  wholesome  too,  sir? 

Mir.  That's  as  you  make  your  bargain. 
A  handsome,  wholesome  mtui  fhen,  and  % 

kind  man. 
To  cheer  your  heart  up,  to  rejoice  you,  lady  } 

Rns.  Yes,  sir,  I  love  rejoicing. 

Alir.  To  lie  close  to  you  ? 
Close  as  a  cockle?  keep  tlic  cold  nights  from 
you  ?  [ask  it, 

jR'x.  That  will  be  look'd  for  too ;  our  bodies 

Mtr.  And  get  two  boys  at  every  birth? 

Has.  That's  nothinc ; 
I've  known  a  cobler  do  it,  a  poor  thin  cobler^ 
A  cobler  out  of  mouldy  cheese  perform  it, 
Cablnige,  and  coarse  black  bread  ;  metliinks, 

a  gentleman 
Should  take  foul  scorn  to  have  an  awl  outt 

name  him. 
Two  at  a  birth  ?  Why,  every  house-dove  hat 
it:  [too. 

That  man  that  feeds  well,  promises  as  well 
I  ;>liould  expect  indeed  something  of  worth 
You  talk  of  two  ?  [from. 

Mir.  She  would  have  me  get  two  dozen, 
Like  butt  ns,  at  a  birth. 

JRi'S.  Yjju  love  to  brag,  sir ; 
If  you  proclaim  these  offers  at  your  marriage, 
(You  are  a  pretty-tiraber'd  man  ;  take  heed  !) 
They  may  be  taken  hold  of,  and  expected, 
Yes,  if  not  hop'd  for  at  a  higher  rate  too. 

Mir.  I  will  take  heed,  and  thank  you  foe 
your  counsel. — 
Father,  what  think  you  ? 

La  Ca.  'Tis  a  merry  gentlewoman ; 
Will  make,  no  doubt,  a  good  wife. 

Mir.  bi  ot  for  mfj : 
I  marry  her,  and,  happily,  get  nothing; 
In  what  a  state  am  I  then,  father?  I  shall 

suffer,  \ 

For  any  thing  I  hear  to  th'  contrary,  rm/re 

majorum ; 
I  were  as  sure  to  be  a  cuckold,  father, 
A  gentleman  of  antler 

La  Ca.  Away,  away,  fool ! 

Mir.  As  I  am  sure  to  fail  her  expectation. 
I  had  rather  get  the  pox  than  get  her  babies ! 

Iji  Ca.  Y'ou're  jnuch  to  blame!  If  this  do 
not  affect  you, 
'Pray  try  the  otljcr;  she's  of  a  ntore  demure 
way.  [thus ! 

Bel.  That  I  had  hot  the  audacity  to  talk 
I  love  tliat  pl^iu-spokcn  (gentlewoman  admi- 
rably ; 
And,  certain,  I  could  go  as  near  to  please  hcr^ 


"  They  are  rotten  gone.]  Probably,  *  rotten  f^rown.*        Sympson. 
We  think  *  rotten  ^one '  better  than  *  rotten  groron ;'  but  a  stop  renders  it  still  better : 

'  They  are  so  ripe,  they  are  rotten — gone  !'  &c. 
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If  down-right  doing — Sh'  has  a  perilous  coun- 
tenance ! 
If  r  couhJ  meet  one  that  would  believe  me, 
And  take  n\\  huaest  meaning  vvithoutcircum- 

stance 

Mir,  You  shall  have  your  will,  sir;  Twill 
try  the  other'; 
But  'twill  be  to  small  use. — I  hope,  fair  lady, 
<For,  methinks,  in  your  eyes  I  see  more  mercy) 
You  will  enjoin  your  lover  a  less  penance ; 
And  tho'  1 11  pr9mise  much,  as  men  arp  li- 
beral. 
And  vow  an  ample  sacrifice  of  scrvicci 
Yet  your  discretion,  and  your  t&nderness. 
And  tliriftiness  in  love,  good  huswife's  care- 
To  keep  the  stock  entire [fulness 

Lil.  Good  sir,  speak  louder,  [thing : 

That  these  may  wjiness  too,  you  talk  of  no- 
I  should  be  lotti  alone  to  b^r  tlie  burthen 
Of  so  much  indiscretion. 

Mir.  Hark  ye,  hark  ye  ! 
Ods-bobs,  youVe  an^ry,  lady ! 

JUL  Angry  ?  no,  sir ; 
I  never  own'd  an  anger  to  lose  poorly. 
Mir,  But  you  can  love,  for  all  tliis ;  and 
delight  too. 
For  all  your  set  austerity,  to  hear 
Of  a  good  husband,  lady  ? 

Lil.  You  say  true,  sir ;  [years, 

For,  by  my  troth,  I've  heard  of  none  these  ten 
They  are  so  ntre;  and  there  are  so  many,  sir, 
So  many  longing  women  on  tlieir  knees  too, 
That  pray  the  dropping-down  of  these  good 

busttfuids— 
The  dropping-down  from  Heav'n;  for  they're 

not  bred  here— 
That  you  may  guess  at  all  my  hope,  but 
hearing — 
Mir,  W  by  may  not  I  be  one  ? 
Lit,  You  were  near  'em  once,  sir, 
When  ye  came  o'er  the  Alps;  those  are  near 

Heaven : 
But  since  you  miss'd  that  happiness,  ^re  is 
no  hope  of  you. 
Mir.  Can  ye  love  a  man? 
Ul,  Yes,  if  the  man  be  lovely ; 
That  is,  be  honest,  rooden.     1  would  have 

him  valiant. 
His  an^r  slow,  but  certain  for  his  honour; 
Travelrd  he  should  be,  but  thro*  himself  ex- 
actly, [countries; 
For  'tis  fairer  to  know  manners  well  than 
He  must  Ik;  no  vain  talker,  nor  no  lover 
To  hear  himself  talk;  they  are  brags  of  a 

wanderer. 
Of  one  finds  no  retreat  for  fair  beliaviour. 
Would  you  learn  more  ? 


.  Mir,  Yes. 
Li/.  Learn  to  hold  your  peace  then : 
Fond  girls  are  got  with  tongues,  women  with 

teni|)ers. 
Mir.  Women,  with  I  know  what;  but  let 

that  vanish :  [baiid 

Go  thy  way,  good  wife  Bias !  Sure,  thy  hut- 
Must  have  a  strong  philosopher's  stone,  be 

will  ne'er  please  thee  else. 
Here's  a  starcht  piece  of  austerity  1  Do  yoa 

hear,  father? 
Do  you  hear  this  moral  lecture? 
Iju  Ca.  Yes,  and  like  it. 
Mir.  Why,  tliere's  your  judgment  now; 

there's  an  old  bolt  shot ! 
ThistliingmusthavethestrangestobservatioRi 
(Do  you  mark  me,  father  0  ^^'hen  she  is  mar* 

ried  once, 
Tlie  strangest  custom  too  of  admiration 
On  all  she  does  and  speaks,  'twill  be  past 

sufferance ; 
I  must  not  lie  with  her  in  common  language^ 
Nor  cry,  *  Have  at  thee,  Kate !'  I  shall  be 

hiss'd  then ; 
Nor  eat  my  meat  without  the  sauce  of  senr 

tence^,  [diet! 

Your  powder'd  beef  and  problems,  a  rare 
My  first  son  monsieur  Aristotle,  I  know  it. 
Great  master  of  the  metaphysicks,  or  so ; 
The  second,  Solon,  and  the  best  law-sctter; 
And  I  must  look  Egyptian  god-fathers. 
Which  will  be  no  small  trouble  :  Aly  eldest; 

daughter 
Sappho,  or  such  a  (idling  kind  of  poetess. 
Ana   brought  up,   invitd  Minerva,  at  her 

needle ; 
My  dogs  must  look  their  names  toQ,  and  all 

Spartan, 
Lelaps,  Melampus !  oo  paore  Fox  and  Bau- 

diface. 
I  married  to  a  sullen  set  of  sentences? 
To  one  that  weii'hs  her  words  and  her  bcha- 

viours 
In   the  gold  weights  of  discretion?  I'll  hp 

hang'd  first. 
Lu  Ca.  Prithee  reclaim  thyself. 
Alir.  'Pray  ye,  give  me  time  then  : 
If  tlicy  can  set  lue  any  thing  to  play  at. 
That  seems  fit  for  a  gamester,  have  at  tha 

fairest  ! 
Till  then  see  more,  and  try  more  '^ ! 

La  Ca.  Take  your  time  then; 
I'll  bar  you  no  fair  liberty.  Come,  gentlemen « 
And,  ladies,  con.e ;  to  all,  once  more  a  wel- 
come ! 
And  now  let's  in  to  supper.  [Exit. 

Mir.  How  dost  like  'em? 


»•  ^Till  I  see  morCy  and  try  more-^  The  sense  here  seems  to  indicate  a  slight  corruption  j 
which^  hovf€Vcr,  makes  a  material  difference:  We  would  read, 

*  'Pray  ye,  give  me  time  tiien  : 

*  If  they  can  set  me  any  thing  to  play  at, 

'  That  seems  fit  for  a  gamester,  have  at  the  fairest ! 

*  Till  ^A^Ji  Me  more,  and  try  wore ! 
La  Ca^  *  Take  your  time  then.' 


Act  9.  Scene  t.] 
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Pinac,  They're  fuir  enough,  but  of  so  strange 

behariours-^ 

Mir.  Too  strange  for  me :  I  must  have 
those  have  mettle. 
And  mettle  to  my  niiud.    Come,  let's  be 
merry. 


Bel.  Bless  me  from  this  woman !  I  would 
stand  the  cannon, 
Before  ten  words  of  hen, 

De  G\'.  Do  you  find  him  now  ? 
Do  you  think  he  will  be  ever  firm  ? 

Ori,  I  fear  not.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II- 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Mirahell^  Pimic,  and  Belieur, 
Ifir.  VTE'ER  tell  me  of  this  happiness;  'tis 
-l-^    nothing!  [scurvy! 

The  state  they  bring  with  being  sought-to, 
I  had  rathcnnake  mine  own  play, and  I  will  do. 
My  happiness  is  in  mine  own  content, 
And  the  despising;  of  such  glorious  trifles*, 
As  I  have  done  a  thousand  more.    For  my 

humour. 
Give  me  a  good  free  fellow,  that  sticks  tome, 
A  jovial  fair  companion  ;  there's  a  beauty ! 
For  women,  I  can  have  too  many  of  them ; 
Good  women  too,  as  the  age  reckons  'em. 
More  than  I  have  employment  for. 
Finac,  You're  happy. 
Mir.  My  only  fear  is  tliat  I  must  be  forc'd. 
Against  my  nature,  to  conceal  myself: 
Health  and  an  able  body  are  two  jewels. 
Pinttc.  If  either  of  these  two  women  were 
offer'd  to  me  now, 
I  would  think  otherwise,  and  do  accordingly; 
Yes,  and  recant  my  herrsicis,  I  w<)uld,  sir, 
And  he  more  tender  of  opinion. 
And  p'lt  a  little  of  my  tnivell'd  liberty 
Out  of  the  way,  and  look  upon  Vin  seriously. 

Methinks,  this  grave-carrii'd  wcndi 

Bel.  Methinks,  the  other,i 
The  iiomc-spoken  gentlewoman,  tliat  desires 

to  be  fruitful, 
Tbat  treats  ot  the  full  manni^e  of  the  mutter, 
(For  there  lies  all  my  aim)  that  wench,  mo- 
thinks,  y 
If  I  were  but  well  srt  on,  for  she  is  a  fable  »*, 
If  I  were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach 
me:  [th' point! 
Slie  speaks  to  th'  matter,  and  comes  home  to 


Now  do  I  know  I  have  such  a  body  to  pleas* 

her,  [sure  on't. 

As  all  the  kingdom  cannot  fit  her  with,  I'm 

If  I  could  but  talk  myself  into  her  favour. 

Mir.  Thai's  easily  done. 

Bel.  That*s  easily  said ;  'would  'twere  done ! 

You  should  see  then  how  I  would  lay  about 

me. 
If  I  were  virtuous,  it  would  never  grieve  me, 
Or  any  thing  that  mi^ht  justify  my  modesty; 
But  when  my  nature  is  prone  to  do  a  charity. 

And  my  cal^s  tongue  will  not  help  me ''" 

Mir.  Will  you  go  to  'cm  ? 
Tliey  can't  but  take  it  courteously. 

Pinac.  I'll  do  my  part, 

Tho'  I  am  sure  'twill  be  the  hardest  I  e'er 

play'd  yet ;  [me ; 

A  way  I  never  tried  too,  which  will  stagger 

And,  if  it  do  not  shame  me,  I  am  happy. 

Mir.  Win 'em  and  wear  *em;  I  give  up  my 

interest. 
Pinac.  What  say  you,  monsieur  Bglleur? 
,    Bel.  'Would  I  could  say. 
Or  sin*:,  or  any  thing  that  were  but  handsome ! 
1  would  he  with  her  presently ! 
Pinnc.  Yours  is  no  venture ; 
A  merry,  ready  wench. 

Bel.  A  vengeance  si^uibber  ! 
She'll  fleer  me  out  of  faith  too. 

Mir.  I'll  be  near  thee ; 
Pluck  up  thy  heart;  I'll  second  thee  at  all 
brunts.  [little; 

Be  angry,  if  she  abuse  thee,  and  beat  her  a. 
Some  women  are  won  that  way. 

Bel.  'Pray  be  quiet. 
And  let  me  think :  I  am  resolv'd  to  go  on ; 
But  how  I  shall  get  oflf  ixgaiu— 
Mir.  I  am  persuaded 


*  Glorious  trifles.']  i.  e.  Vain  trifles.    The  word  occurs  twice  again, tin  the  same  sense,  in 
this  act,  p.  ISO.    So  the  French  often  use  gloire  and  glorieux. 

>4  -for  she  is  a  fable.]  The  glaring  nonsense  of  this  passage  strikes  at  first  sight.     I 

shall  give  the  rqader  what  1  imagine  was  the  original  lection,  and  leave  it  to  him  whether  ic 
must  stand  or  fall : 

' for  she  is  affable,*        Sifmpso.u, 

Sym^pson's  conjecture  is  ingenious,  though  we  cannot  think  the  Resent  rciKiVm^  glaring  ntm- 
tentc;  and  die  next  line  seems  to  enforce  it.  The  whole  passage  should  be  in  a  parenthesis, 
ihus,  * —that  wench,  methinks, 

*  If  I  were  but  well  set  on — (for  she  is  afahU^ 

*  If  I  were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach  me  ) — 

*  She  speaks,'  &c. 

>5  And  my  calfs  tongue.]  And  o\\^\\t  evidently  to  he  changed  into  Then.        Sj/mpson. 
Leaving  the  iGntcnce  bruken;|  as  it  ought  to  he,  And  is  right^  and  most  spirited. 


1B4 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


[Act  S.  Scene  1. 


Thou  wilt  so  please  her,  sheMl  go  near  to  ra- 
vish thcc. 
Bel.  I  would  'twere  come  to  that  once  I 

Let  me  pray  a  little. 
Mir.  Npw  tor  ihine  honour,  Pinac !  Board 
me  this  modestj,  [conquest 

Wai*m  but  this  frozen  snow-ball,  'twill  be  a 
(Altlio'  I  know  thou  arta  fortunntc  wc ncher, 
And  liast  dune  rarely  in  thy  days)  above  all 
thv  ventures. 
Bel.  You  will  be  ever  near  ? 
AJir.  At  all  nrrcbsitirs; 
And  take  thee  off,  and  set  thee  oft  again,  boy, 
And  cherish  thcc,  and  stroke  thee. 

Bel.  Help  hie  out  too ; 
For  I  know  i  shall  stick  i'th*  tnire.    If  ^e  see 
us  close  once,  [denly, 

Be  pone,  and  lef»ve  me  to  my  fortune,  sud- 
For  I  am  then  deic-rmin'd  to  do  wonders. 
Farewell,  and  tlingan  old  shoe '^4     How  my 

heart  throbs ! 
'Would    I    were    drunk !   Farewell,  Pinac ! 

Heat'n  send  us 
A  jovful  and  a  merry  meeting,  man  ! 

Pinac.  Fdrewell, 
And  chear  thy  heart  up!  und  remetnbcr, 

Belleur,    - 
They  are  but  womeri. 

&L  I  had  r;^thcr  they  were  lions. 

\ Exeunt  Bel.  if  Piiiac, 
Mir.  About  it ;  I'll  be  with  ye  instantly. 

Pinter  Oriuna, 

Shall  t  ^eW  be  at  rest?  no  peace  of  cdn- 

science  ? 
No  quiet  for  these  creatures  ?  am  I  ordain'd 
To  be  devour'd  quick  by  these  she-cannibals  ? 
Here's  another  they  call  handsome;  I  care 

not  for  her, 
I  ne'er  look  after  her :.  When  T  am  half  tippled. 
It  may  l)e  1  should  turn  her,  and  peruse  her; 
Or^  in  my  want  of  women,  I  m»ghc  call  for 

her; 
But  to  be  haunted  when  T  have  no  fancy, 
^o  maw  to  th'  matter — Now  !  why  do  you 

follow  me  ? 
Ori.  I  hope,  sir,  'tis  no  blemish  to  my  vir- 
tue ; 
Nor  need  you,  out  of  scruple,  ask  that  quc8>- 

tion, 
Jf  you  remember  you,  before  your  travel, 
Tlie  contract  you  lied  to  me  :  Tis  my  love, 

bir, 


That  makes  me  seek  you,  to  confirm  your  me« 

mory ; 
And  that  being  fair  and  goo<I,  t  ^rainnot  suffer* 
I  come  to  give  you  thanks  too. 
Mir.  Fof  what,  prithee  ? 
Ori.  For  that  fair  piece  of  honesty  yoil 

shew'd,  sir. 
That  constant  nobleness. 

jl /ir.  How  ?  for  I  am  short-headed. 

Ori.  I'll  tell  ye  then ;  for  refusing  that  frdi 

offer 
Of  monsieur  Nantolet's,   tliose    handsome 

beauties, 
Tliose  two  prime  ladies*  that  might  well  have 

piest  ye. 
If  not  to  have  broken  *^,  yet  to  have  bow'd 

your  promise. 
I  know  it  Was  for  my  sake,  for  your  faith  * 

sake. 
You  slipt  'em  off;  your  honesty  comprll'd  ye  ; 
And  let  me  tell  ye,  sir,  it  shcw'd  most  hand- 
somely. 
Mir.  And  let  me  tell  thee,  there  was  no 

such  matter; 
Nothing  intended  that  way,  of  that  nature  s 
I  have  more  io  do  with  my  honesty  tlian  to' 

fool  it. 
Or  venture  it  in  such  leak  barks  as  women. . 
T  put  *em  off  because  I  lov'd  'em  not. 
Because  they  are  too  queasy  for  my  temper, 
And  not  for  thy  sake,  nor  the  contract  sake. 
Nor  vows  nor  ouths ;  I  have  tnade  a  thousanci 

of  'em  ; 
They  are  things  indifferent,  whether  kept  or 

broken ; 
Mere  venial  slips,  that  grow  not  near  the  coi>- 

science : 
Nothing  concerns  tliose  tender  parts ;  they 

are  trifles : 
For,  as  T  think,  there  was  never  man  yet 

hop'd  for 
Either  constancy  or  secrecy,  from  a  woman, 
Unless  it  were  an  ass  ordainM  for  sufferance ; 
Nor  to  contract  with  such  can  be  a  tial »' ; 
So  let  them  know  a^ain ;  for  'tis  a  justice, 
And  a  main  point  of  civil  policy, 
Whate'er  we  say  or  swear,  they  being  repn>- 

bntes,  [sides. 

Out  of  the  state  of  faith,  we're  clear  of  aU 
And  'tis  a  curious  blindness  to  believe  us. 
Ori.  You  do  not  mean  this,  sure  ? 
Mir.  Yes,  sure,  and  certain  ; 
And  ho!d  it  positively,  as  a  principle, 

»•  Plins  an  old  shot!."]  1.  e.  In  order  to  produce  good  luck.  It  is  k  saying  not  yet  obso- 
lete,      ii. 

*'  ]/  not  to  hare  broken,  yet  io  have  bow*d  your  promise.]  Butler  probably  had  this  place 
in  his  head  when  he  wrote  tHese  lines  : 

*  Marriage,  at  best,  is  but  a  vow, 

*  Which  all  men  either  break  or  bow.*        Symvsofn. 

^  Can  be  a  tial.]  Mr.  Theobnld  makes  a  ^uen/  about  tial  in  his  margin  :  as  it  is  a  word  I 
do  not  know  any  where  to  be  found,  I  have,  with  Mr.  Seward,  taken  the  freedom  to  alter 
it.        Sympson. 

Mr.  Sympson  chanj»cs  tial  to  tie  :  We  have  retained  tlie  oM  word,  and  think  it  is  int«lli* 
gible,  though  there  bo  no  other  authority  for  it. 


Act  S.  Scene  1.] 

As  ye  ate  strange  things^  and  made  of  strange 

fires  and  fluxes, 
So  we're  allowed  as  strange  ways  to  obtain  ye, 
Bot  not  to  hold ;  we*re  all  created  errant. 
Ori,  You  told  me  other  tales. 
Mir,  I  not  deny  it; 
I've  tales  of  all  sorts  for  all  sorts  of  women^ 
v\nd  protestations  likewise  of  all  sizes, 
As  they  have  vanities  to  make  us  coxcombs: 
If  I  obtain  a  pood  turn,  so  it  is, 
Vm  thankful  for  it;  if  I  be  made  an  ass, 
Ihe  'mends  are  in  mine  own  hands,  or  the 

snrgefjn's,    - 
And  there's  an  end  on't. 

Ori.  Do  not  you  love  me /hen  ? 

Mir,  As  I  love  others;  heartily  I  love 

thee;  '  [eUy : 

When  I  am  high  and  lusty,  I  love  thee  cru*» 
After  I've  made  a  plenteous  meal,  and  satis- 
fied 
My  senses  with  all  delicates^  come  to  me, 
And  thou  shalt  see  how  1  love  thee. 
Ori.  Will  not  you  marry  me  ? 
Mir.  No,  certain,  no,  for  any   thing  I 

know  yet ; 
I  must  not  lose  my  liberty,  dear  lady> 
And,  like  a  wanton  slave,  cry  for  more  shac^ 

kies. 
What  should  I  marry  for?  do  I  want  any 

thing  ? 
Am  I  an  inch  the  further  from  my  pleasure? 
Why  sliould  I  be  at  charge  to  keep  a  wife  of 

mine  own. 
When  other  honestmarried  men's  willcase me. 
And  thank  me  too,  and  he  beholden  to  me  ? 
Thou  think'st  I'm  mad  for  a  maidenhead; 

thou  art  cozenVl : 
Or,  if  I  were  addicted  to  that  diet. 
Can  you  tell  me  where  I  siiuuld  have  one? 

Thou  art  eighteen  now, 
And  if  thou  hast  tliy  maidenhead  yet  extant. 
Sure,  'tis  as  big  as  codt-liead ;  unci  those  grave 

dibhes 
1  never  love  to  deal  withal.     Dost  thou  see 

this  book  here? 
Look  overall  thest:  ranks ;  all  tlicseare  women, 
Maids,  and  preteruhis  to  lujiideii  heads;  these 

are  my  conquosis; 
All  these  1  swore  to  uuirry,  as  I  swore  to  thee. 
With  the  same  reservation,  and  most  riglite- 

ously : 
Which  I  need  not  have  done  neither;  for, 

alai,  they  made  no  scruple. 
And  I  enjoy'd  'cm  v.t  my  will,  and  left  'em : 
Some  oi'  em  are  married  since,  and  wore  as 

pure  maids  again, 
Nay,  o'  my  conbcicnce,  better  than  they  were 

bred  for; 
The  rest,  fine  sober  women. 
Ori.  Are  you  not  asham'd,  sir? 
Mir.  No,  by   my  troth,  sir;    there*s  no 

shaiiic  belongs  to  it ; 
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I  bold  it  as  commendable  to  be  wealthy  19 

pleasure. 
As  others  do  in  rotten  sheep  ^nd  pasture ! 

UnUr  l)e  Gard. 

Ori.  Are  all  my  hopes  come  to  this?  Is 
there  no  faith, 
No  troth,  nor  modesty,  in  men  ? 

De  G&.  How  now,  sister? 
Why  weeping  thus  ?  Did  I  not  prophesy? 
Come,  tell  me  why — «- 

Ori,  i  am  not  well  j  'pray  ye  pardon  ipe. 

•  [Exit. 
Dt  Gtt.  Now,  monsieur  Mirabell^  what 
ails  my  sister? 
You  have  been  playing  the  wag  with  her. 

Mir,  As  I  take  it, 
She  is  crying  for  a  cod-piece,    ts  she  gone  f 
Lord,  what  an  age  is  this !  i  was  calling  for 

For,  as  I  live,  I  thought  she  would  have  ra* 

vish'd  me. 
De  Ga.  You're  merry,  sir. 
Mir.  Thou  know'st  this  bookj  De  Gard^ 

this  inventory  ? 
De  Ga.  The  debt-bookof  your  mistresses; 

I  remember  it. 
Mir,  Why,  this  was  it  that  anger*d  her; 

she  was  stark  mad  [down-right. 

She  found  not  her  name  here;  and  cried 
Because  I  would  not  pity  her  immediately^ 
And  put  her  in  my  list. 

De  Ga.  Sure  she  had  more  modesty. 
Alir.  Their  modesty  is  auger  to  be  ovep* 

done; 
They'll  quarrel  sooner  for  precedence  here^' 
And  take  it  in  more  dudgeon  to  be  slighted^ 
Tiian  they  will  in  publick  meetings;  'tis  thei^ 

imti^res: 
And,  alas,  I  have  so  many  to  dispatch  yet^ 
And  to  provide  myself  for  my  aflairs  too. 

That,  in  good  faiili 

De  Ga.  Be  not  too  glorious-foolish; 
.Sum  not  your  travels  up  with  vanities  j 
It  ill  beconjes  your  expectation  '^ ! 
Temper   your  speech,  sir  !    Whether  yom 

loose  story 
Be  true  or  false,  (for  you're  so  free,  I  fear  it) 
Name  not  my  sister  in't,  I  must  not  hear  it; 
Upon  your  danger,  name  her  nok!  I  hold  hef 
A  gentlewoman  of  thos»e  happy   parts  and 

carnage, 
A  good  man's  tongue  may  be  right  proud  tQ 

speak  her. 
Mir.  Your  sist<;r,  sir?  d'ye  blench  at  that  f 

d'ye  cavil  ? 
D*ye  hold  her  stich  a  piece  she  mayn't  be 

play*d  withal  ? 
iVe  had  an  hundred  handsomer  and  nobler, 
Have  sued  to  me  too,  for  such  a  courtesy 
Your  sister  comes  i'th'  rear.    Since  ye're  w> 

angry, 


V 


*9  Your  expectation']  <*.  c  The  expectation  the  world  has  of  you.        Sij/mpson* 
Vol,  II.  «  B 


Ida 
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[Act  Sl»  Scene  f . 


And  hold  your  sister  such  a  strong  Recusant, 
I  tell  ye,  I  may  do  it;  and,  it  may  be,  will 
too ;  [sion  i 

It  may  be,  have  too;  there's  ray  free  confes- 
Work  upon  that  now ! 

De  Ga.  If  I  thought  yc  had,  T  would  work. 
And  work  such  stubborn  work  should  make 

/our  heart  ake ! 
believe  ve,  as  I  ever  knew  ye, 
A  glorious  talker,  and  a  legend-maker 
Of  idle  tales,  and  trifles;  a  depraver 
Of  your  own  truth  :  Their  honours  fly  above 
ye**!  [tion, 

And  so  I  take  my  leave ;  but  with  this  cau- 
Your  sword  be  surer  than  your  tongue !  you'll 
smart  else.  [thee ! 

Mir.  I  laugh  at  thee,  so  Ihtle  I  respect 
And  I'll  talk  louder,  and  despise  thy  sister ; 
8et  up  a  chamber-maid  that  shall  out-shine 

her, 
And  carry  her  in  my  coach  too,  and  that  will 

kill  her. 

Go,  get  thy  rents  up,  go ! 

De  Ga,  You  arc  a  nne  gentleman !  J  Exit. 

Mir.  Now  have  at  my  two  youtlis ;  I'll  see 

how  they  do ;  [stud V 

How  they  behave  themselves;  and  then  Til 

What  wench  shall  love  me  next,  and  when 

111  loose  her".  [Exit. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Pinac  and  a  Servant, 

Pinac.  Art  thou  bcr  servant,  say'st  thou? 

Serv.  Her  poor  creature; 
fiut  servant  to  her  horse,  sir. 

Pinac.  Canst  thou  shew  me 
The  way  to  her  chamber,  or  where  I  may 

conveniently 
See  her,  or  come  to  talk  to  her  ? 

Serv.  That  I  can,  sir; 
But  the  question  is,  whether  I  will  or  no. 

Pinac.  Why,  I'll  content  thee. 

Serv,  Why,  TU  content  thee  then;  now 
you  come  to  me. 

Ptnac.  There's  for  yoirr  diligence. 

Serv.  There's  her  chamber,  sir. 
And  tliis  way  she  comes  out ;  stand  you  b>it 
hitrc,  sir,  [sure. 

You  have  her  at  your  prospect,  or  your  plea- 

Pinac.  Is  she  not  very  antiry  ? 

Serv.  You'll  find  that  quickly : 


May-be  she'll  call  you  saOcy  scurvy  fellow. 
Or  some  such  familiar  name^  may'^be  she 

knows  you. 
And  will  flin^  a  piss-pot  at  you,  or  a  pintofle. 
According;  as  you  are  in  actjuaintance  :  If  she 

like  you. 
May-be  slie'll  look  upon  you ;  may-be  no  ; 
And  two  mouths  hence  call  for  you. 

Pinac.  This  is  fine. 
She's  monstrous  proud  then  ? 

Serv.  She's  a  little  haughty  ; 
Of  a  small  hody,shc  has  a  mind  well  mounted* 
Can  you  speak  Greek  ? 
Pmac.  No,  certain. 
Serv.  Get  you  gone  then  ! 
And  talk  of  stars,  and  firmaments,  and  finv 

drakes.^  [master. 

Do  you  remember  who  was  Adam's  school- 
And  who  taught  Eve  to  spin  ?  She  knows  all 

these,  [world 

And  will  run  you  over  the  beginning  o'  tb' 
As  familiar  as  a  fidlcr.     Can  yon 
Sit  seven  hours  togethcV,  and  sny  nothing  ? 
Which  she  will  do,  and,  when  she  speaks, 

speak  oracles, 
Speak  thinss  that  no  man  understands,  nor 

herself  neither. 
Pinac.  Thou  mak'st  me  wonder ! 
Serv.  Can  you  smile  ? 
Pinac.  Yes,  willingly ; 
For  naturally  I  bear  a  mirth  about  me. 
Serv.  She'll  ne'er  endure  you  then;  she't 

never  merry ; 
If  she  see  one  laugh,  she'll  swoon  past  aqua 

vita. 
Never  come  near  her,  sir;  if  you  chance  to 

venture,  [too. 

And  talk  nut  like  a  doctor,  vou  are  damn'd 
I  ve  told  you  enouoli  for  your  crown,  and  sa 

good  speed  you  !  [Exit, 

Pinac.  I  have  a  pretty  task,  if  she  be  thus 

curious, 
As,  sure,  it  scerps  she  is !  If  I  fall  off  now, 
I  shall  be  Inugh'd  at  fearfully ;  if  I  po  forward, 
I  can  hut  be  abusM,  and  that  I  look  for; 
And  yet  I  may  hit  rii:ht,  but  'tis  unlikely. 
Stay !  in  what  mood  and  figure  shall  t  at* 

tempt  her? 
A  careless  way  ?  No,  no,  that  will  not  wa- 
ken her; 
Besides,  her  gravity  will  give  me  line  still. 
And  let  me  lose  myself;  yet  this  way  often 


•• their  honours  fy  about  ye.]  But  for  what?  We  have  here  a  manifest  corruption, 

and  the  true  reading  is, 

'  '  — honours  fly  abirce  ye  ;' 

t.  e.  are  out  of  the  reach  of  your  tongue,  cS  c.        Sympson. 

Mr.  Syrapson,  we  think,  has  suggested  tho  right  reading,  (which  we  have  placed  in  th% 
text,)  but  he  has  not  rightly  explained  his  own 'emendation : 

*  Their  honours  fly  above  you ;' 
{.  e.  (not  *  out  of  the  reach  of  your  tongue,'  but)  beyond  your  malice  to  impeach,  or  power 
to  subdue. 

and  when  Pll  lose  her.^  Edit,  1652  reads,  *  and  when  I'll  loose  her/  which  wt 


Lave  followed* 


Attit,  Scene  9-.] 
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Has  hit,  and  handsomely.  A  wanton  method  ? 

# 

Ay,  if  i»he  ^ive  it  leave  to  sink  into  her  con- 
sideration ;  [once, 
9ut  therc*h  the  donbt :  Tf  it  but  stir  her  ulood 
And  creep  into  the  crannies  of  her  fancy. 
Set  her  a-(;o^— But  it  she  chance  to  slight  it, 
And  by  the  powVot  her  modesty  flinji  it  back, 
I  shall  appear  the  arniat*st  rascal  to  her. 
The  most  licentious  knave — for  X  shall  talk 

lewdly. 
To  bear  myself  auslere'.y  ?  rate  my  words? 
And  flin<i  a  general  gravity  about  me. 
As  if  I  meant  to  give  laws  ?  But  this  I  can- 
not do, 
This  is  a  way  above  my  understanding;: 
Or,  if  I  could,  'tis  odds  she'll  thinW  I  mock  her; 
For  serious  and  sad  things^rcever  still  suspi- 
Well,  ril  say  sometliinir  s  [cious. 

But  learning  I  have  none,  and  less  good  man- 
nt-rs,  [face. 

Especially  for  ladies.  Well;  I'll  set  mj  best 

Enter  LiUia  and  Feteila* 
I  bear  some  coming.  This  is  tlic  first  woman 
I  ever  fear'd  yet,  the  Hrst  face  that  shakes  roe. 

Lit.  Give  me  my  hat,  Petella  ;   take  this 
veil  off. 
This  sullen  cloud;  it  darkens  my  delights. 
Come,  wencli,  be  free,  and  let  the  musick 
Play  me  some  lusty  measure.  [warble; 

Pinac.  This  is  siie,  sure. 
The  very  same  I  saw,  the  very  woman. 
The  gravity  I  wonder'd  at.    JJtay,  stiiy  ; 
Let  me  be  sure.    Ne'er  trust  me,   but  she 

d^nceth  ! 
Summer  is  iu  her  face  now,  and  she  skippeth. 
I'll  go  a  little  nearer. 

in.  Quicker  time,  fellows  ! 
I  cannot  tind  my  legs  yet.     Now,  Petella  ! 

Enter  Mirabell, 

Vinac,  I  am  amaz'd !  I'm  founder'd  in  my 
fancy ! 

Mir,  lla !  say  you  so  ?  Is  this  your  gravity  ? 
This  the  austerity  you  put  upon  you? 
I'll  see  more  o'  this  sport. 

Ul.  A  song  now ! 
Call  in  for  a  mcrrv,  and  a  light  song: 
And  sing  it  with  a  liberal  spirit. 

Enter  a  Man, 
Man,  Yes,  madam. 

IaL  And  be  not  amaz*d,  sirrah,  but  take 
us  fur  your  own  company. 
Let's  walk  ourselves:  Come,  wench.  'VVould 
we  had  a  man  or  two  !  ^ 

Pinac,  Sure,  she  has  spied  me,  and  will 
abuse  me  dreadfully;  / 

She  has  put  on  this  for  the  purpose ;  yet  I 

will  try  her. 

Madam,  I  would  be  loth  my  rude  intrusion, 
Which  I  must  crave  a  pardon  for— 

LU,  Oh,  yoQ  are  welcome, 
Yoji  are  very  welcome,  sir !  we  want  such  a 
one. 
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Strike  up  again.  I  dare  presume  yon  danc« 

well. 
Quick,  quick,  sir,  quick !  the  time  steals  on* 
Pinac,  I  would  talk  with  you. 
Lit,  Talk  as  you  dance. 
Mir.  She'll  beat  htm  off  his  legs  6rst. 
Thiii  is  the  6nest  mask ! 
Ul,  Now,  how  do  ^on,  sir? 
Pinac,  You  have  given  me  a  shrewd  heat» 
Ul.  I'll  give  you  a  hundred. 
Come,  sing  now,  sing;  for  I  know  you  Binf 

well; 
I  see  you  have  a  singing  face. 

Pinac.  A  fine  modesty  I 
If  I  coiild,  she'd  never  give  roe  breath,— 
Madam,  'woidd  I  might  sit  and  recover. 

Ul,  Sit  here,  and  siug  now; 
Let's  do  things  quickly,  sir,  and  handsomely, 
bit  close,  wench,  close.  Begin, begin!  [Songp 
Pinac,  I'mlessou'd, 
Ul,  Tis  very  pretty,  i'faitL  Give  me  soma 

wine  now. 
Pinac.  I  would  f:|in  speak  to  you. 
UL  You  shall  drink  nrst,  believe  me. 
Here's  to  you  a  lusty  health. 

Pinac.  I  thank  you,  lady.— - 
'Would  I  were  off  a;;ain !  I  smell  my  misery : 
1  was  never  put  to  this  rack  1 1  shall  be  drunk 
too. 
Mir,  If  thou  be'st  not  a  right  one,  I  have 
lost  mine  aim  much: 
I  thank  Heav'n,  that  I  have'scap'd  thee !  To 

her,  Pinac ; 
For  thou'rt  as  sure  to  have  her,  and  to  groan 

for  her [trimiy, 

I'll  see  how  my  other  you^  does ;  this  speeds 
A  fine  grave  gentlewoman,  and  worth  much 
honour ! 
UL  Now,  how  do  you  like  me,  sir? 

[JSj:*^  JMir, 
Pinac,  I  like  you  rarely. 
I47.Y0U  see,  sir,  tho' sometimes  we're  graye 
and  silent. 
And  put  on  sadder  dispositions^ 
Yet  we're  compounded  of  frep  parts,  and 

sometimes  coo 
Our  lighter,  airy,  and  our  fiery  mettles 
Break  out,  and  shew  themielvcs:  And  what 
think  you  of  that,  sir? 
Pinac.  Cfood  lady,  sit,  (for  I  am  very  w:eary) 
And  then  I'll  tell  you. 

Ul.  Fv !  a  young  ntan  idle? 
Up,  and  walk ;  be  still  in  action  ; 
The  motions  of  the  body  are  fair  beauties  % 
Besides,  'tis  cold.     OddV-me,  sir,  let's  walk 

faster! 
What  think  you  now  of  the  lady  Felicia? 
And  Bella-Fronte,  the  duke's  fair  daughter? 
ha  ?  [arta. 

Are  they  not  handsome  things  ?  There  is  Du- 

And  brown  Olivia 

Pinac,  I  know  none  of  'cm. 
Ul,  But  brown  must  not  be  cast  away, 
sir.     If  young  Lelia 
Had  kept  berbelf  till  this  day  from  a  husband. 


***: 
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[Act  3.  Scene  $• 


Why,  what  a  beauty,  sir!  You  know  Ismena, 
The  fair  gem  of  Saint  Germans? 

Pinac,  By  nty  troth,  I  do  not,       [Brisac, 
Ldl,  And  then,  I  know,  you  must  hear  of 

How  unlike  a  gentleman 

Pinac,  As  I  live,  1  have  hoard  nothing. 
IaL  Strike  me  anotlier  piliiard  !        _ 
Pinac.  By  this  li.^ht,  I  caimot ! 
In  troth,  I  have  sprain*d  my  leg,  madam. 

Lil.  Now  sit  you  down,  sir, 
And  tell  me  why  you  came  hither  ^  why  you 

chose  me  out? 
What  is  your  business?  your  errand?  Dis- 
patch, dispatch  I 
May-be  you  are  some  gentleman's  man,  (and 

I  mistook  you) 
Tliat  have  brought  me  a  letter,  or  a  haunch 

of  venison. 
Sent  me  from  some  friend  of  mine. 
Pinac.  Do  i  look  like  a  carrier? 
You  might  allow  me,  what  I  am,  a  gentleman. 
LiL  Cry  you  mercy,  sir !  1  saw  you  yester- 
day :  [you. 
You're  new  come  out  of  travel ;  I  mistook 
And  how  do  all  our  impudent  friends  in  Italy? 
Pinac,  Madam,!  came  with  duty^ and  fair 
courtesy, 
Ser\'ice,  and  honour  to  you. 

IaL  You  came  to  jeer  me ! 
You  see  I'm  merry,  sir ;  Tve chang*d  my  copy : 
None  of  tlic  sages  now^and  *pray  you  proclaun 
it;  *  [sir. 

Fling  on  me  what  aspersion  you  shall  please, 
Of  wantonness,  or  wildness;  I  look  for  it; 
And  tell  the  v.orld,  1  am  an  hypocrite. 
Mask  in  a  forc'd  and  borrow'd  shape,  I  ex- 
pect it ;  [sir. 
But  not  to  have  you  believ'd  s  For,  mark  you, 
J  have  won  a  nobler  estimation, 
A  stronger  tie  by  my  discretion 
Upon  opinion  (howe'er  you  think  J  forc'd  it) 
Than  either  tongue  or  acl*^  of  yours  can  slub- 
ber,                                                    [sir, 
And,  when  I  please,  I  will  be  what  I  please, 
3o  1  exceed  not  mean  ^3;  and  none  shall 
brand  it,                                    [slighted. 
Either  with  scorn  or  shame,  but  shall  be 
Pinac,  I-ady,  I  come  to  love  you. 
LiL  Love  yourself,  sir; 


And  when  I  want  observers,  Til  send  for  you. 
Heigh-ho !  my  fit's  almost  off ;  for  we  do  all 

by  fits,  sir. 
If  you  be  weary,  sit  till  I  come  again  to  yoo. 

Pinac.  This  is  a  wench  of  a  dainty  spi- 
rit; but 
Hang  me  if  I  know  yet  either  what  to  think 
Or  make  of  her !  She  had  her  will  of  me. 
And  baited  me  abundantly,  I  thank  her ; 
And,  1  confess,  I  never  was  so  blurted  *♦, 
Nor  ever  so  abusM :  1  must  bear  my  own  sins. 
You  talk  of  travels;  here's  a  curious  country ! 
Yet  I  will  find  her  out,  or  forswear  my  faculty^ 

[Exit. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Rosalura  and  Oriana, 
Bos.  Ne'er  vex  yourself, -nor  grieve ;  you 

are  a  fool  then.  [suffer 

Ori,  I'm  sure  I'm  made  so :  Yet,  before  I 

Thus  like  a  girl,  and  give  him  leave  to  tri« 

umph— - — 
Km.  You  say  right ;  for  as  long  as  he  per*: 

ceives  you  [y^^  • 

Sink  under  (ns  proud  scornings,  he'll  laugh  at 
For  nic,  secure  yourself;  and  for  my  sij>ter, . 
I  partly  know  her  mind  too :  Howsoever, 
To  obey  my  father,  we  liave  made  a  tender 
(Jf  our  poor  beauties  ro  the  travell'd  monsieur,, 
Yet  two  words  to  a  bargain  !  He  slights  us 
As  skittish  things,  and  weshun  him  as  curious. 
JV]  ay-be,  my  free  behaviour  turns  his  stomach. 
And  makes  him  seem  todoubt  a  loose  opinion: 
I  must  be  so  sometimes,  tho*  all  the  world  saw 

it. 
Ori.  Why  should  not  you  ?  Are  not  *  minds 

only  measur'd  ? 
As  long  as  here  you  stand  secure 

Ros,  You  say  true; 
As  long  as  mine  own  conscience  makes  no 

question,  [rable. 

What  care  I  for  report  ?  that  woman's  mise-t 
That's  good  or  bad  for  their  tongues'  sake. 

Come,  let's  retire. 
And  get  my  veil,  wench.    By  my  troth,  your 

sorrow,  [maddings,, 

And  tiie  consideration  of  men's  humoious 
Have  put  me  into  a  serious  contemplation.. 


•«  Tongue  or  art  of  yours.y  The  sense  is,  *  than  either  what  yon  can  say  or  do  can  sully.' 
3ut  huply  this  cannot  be  made  out  of  the  words  as  they  stand,  and  therefore  I  would  read, 

*  Tongue  or  act  of  yours.' 
So  Mr.  Theobald  had  wrote  in  his  margin.    Act  and  art,  through  Qur  Authors'  plays,  are 
frequently  confounded.        Sympson. 

•3  Exceed  not  mean.]  i,  c.  moderation,  discretion. 

•*  1  never  was  so  blurred, 

^or  ever  so  abiis'd.]  Edit.  1652  reads,  blurted.  Mr.  Sympson,  disliking  both  words,  ii 
inclined  to  substitute^7iWe(f ;  but  blurted  is  certainly  die  right  word.  It  is  used  in  the  Siuuc 
sense  ^n  Ed w.  Hi.  See  Capell's  Prolusions,  p.  81.  ^  ^ 

*  Oh,  that  I  were  some  other  countryman  ! 
'  This  day  hath  set  derision  on  the  French, 

*  And  all  the  world  will  blurt  and  scorn  at  us/        H^ 
•  4r«  our  minds  only  measured  ?]  The  sense  seems  to  require, 

*  Are  m*t  minds  only  meosur'd  ?' 


Acts.  Scene  8.] 
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Enter  MiraMl  and  Belleur, 

Ori.  Come,  'faith,  lct*s  sit,  and  think. 

Rnt.  That's  all  my  business. 

Afir.    Why   stand*st  thou  peeping  here? 
Tliou  great  slug,  forward ! 

BrL  She  is  there ;  peace ! 

Mir.  Wh?  stand'st  thou  Jiere  then, 
Saeakins,  and  peaking,  as  thou  wouldst  steal 

linen  ? 
Hast  thou  not  place  and  time  ? 

Bel.  I  had  a  rare  speech 
Studied,  and  almost  ready;  and  your  violence 
Has  beat  it  out  of  my  brains. 

Mir.  Hang  your  rare  speeches ! 
Go  me  on  like  a  man. 

BeL  Let  me  set  my  b(  ard  up. 
How  has  Pinac  performed  ? 

Mir,  IV  has  won  already : 
lie  stands  not  thrumming  of  caps  thus. 

BeL  Lord,  what  should  I  ail ! 
What  a  cold  i  liavc  over  my  stomach !  Vould 

I  had  some  hum*5j  ^ 
Certain  1  have  a  great  mind  to  be  at  her, 
A  mif^hty  mind. 

Mir.  On,  fool ! 

BeL  Good  words,  I  beseech  you ; 
For  I  will  not  be  abused  by  both. 

Mir,  Adieu,  then, 
(I  will  not  trouble  you ;  I  sec  you  are  valiant) 
And  work  your  own  way. 

BeL  Hist,  hist !  1  will  be  ruPd : 
I  will,  i*  faitli;  1  will  go  presently:      [suds? 
Will  you  forsake  me  now,  and  leave  me  i'  th' 
You  know,  I  am  false-hearted  this  way ;  I 

beseech  you. 
Good  sweet  Mirabell  (I'll  cut  your  throat  if 

you  leave  me. 
Indeed  I  will !)  sweet-heart ! 

Mir.  I  will  be  ready. 
Still  at  thine  el  bow ;  take  a  man's  heart  to  thee. 
And  speak  thy  mind;  the  plainer  still  ^hc 

better. 
She  is  a  woman  of  that  free  behaviour. 
Indeed,  that  common  courtesy,  she  cannot 

deny  thee; 
Go  bravely  on. 

BeL  Madam— keep  close  about  me, 
Still  at  ray  back.— Madam,  sweet  madam — 

Rus.  Ha!  fbleme? 

What  noise  is  that  ?  what  saucy  sound  to  trou- 

Mir,  What  said  slic? 

BeL  I  am  saucy. 

Mir.  Tis  tijc  better. 

BfL  She  com«:s ;  must  I  be  saucy  still  ? 

Mir.  More  saucy. 

Rat.  Still   troubled  with  these  vanities.^ 
Heaven  bless  us ! 


What  are  we  born  to  ?  Would  you  speak  with 

any  of  my  people.^ 
Go  in,  sir;  I  am  busy. 

BeL  This  is  not  she,  sure !  [then ! 

Is  tlii^  two  children  at  a  birth  ?  1*11  be  bang'd 
Mine  was  a  merry  gentlewoman,  talk'd  dain- 
tily, 
Talk'd  of  those  matters  that  befitted  women  ; 
This  is  a  parcel-prayer-book ;    Tm  scrv'd 

sweetly ! 
And  now  I  am  to  look  too ;  I  was  prepared 
for  tir  other  way. 
Bos.  Do  you  know  that  man.? 
Ori.  Sure,  I  have  seen  liiin,  lady. 
Bos.    Mcthinks  'tis  pity  such  a  lusty  fet« 
low  [ployment. 

Should  wander  up  and  downj  una  want  em 
BeL  She  takes  me  for  a  ftigde ! — You  may 
do  well,  madam,  [forsooth ; 

To  stay  this  wanderer,  and  set  him  at  work. 
He  can  do  somcihin:;  tliat  may  please  your 
ladyship;  [i"gS 

[  have  heard  of  women  that  desire  good  breed- 
Two  at  a  birth,  or  so. 

Hot.  The  fellow's  impudent. 

Ori.  Sure,  he  is  craz'd. 

Ros.  I  have  heard  of  men  too  that  have  had 

jijood  manners ;  [p'^J 

Sure,  this  is  want  of  grace !  Indeed,  'tis  great 

The  young  man  has  been»bred  so  ill ;  bAt  this 

Is  full  of  such  examples.  [lewd  age 

Bef.  I  am  "nnider'J, 
And  some  siiall  rue  the  setting  of  me  on  ! 

Mir.  Ha  !  so  bookish,  lady  f  is  it  possible  f 
Turn'd  holy  at  the  heart  too  ?  I'll  be  hang'd 

then. 
Why,  this  is  such  a  feat,  such  an  activity, 

Enter  Servant,  with  u  veiL 

Such  fast   and  loose — A  veil  too  for  your 

0  Dio,  Dio  I  [knavery? 
R'n.  What  do  vou  take  me  for,  s'r? 

Mir.  An  hypocrite,  a  wanton,  a  dissembler,  ' 
Howe'er  you  seem,  and  thus  you're  to  be 
handled ;  [it, 

(Mark  me,  IJelleur)  and  this  you  love,  I  know 

lio&.  Stand  off,  bold  sir  I 

Mir.  You  wear  good  clothes  to  this  end. 
Jewels ;  love  feasts,  and  masks. 

Rjo%.  Ye'rc  monstrous  saucv  ! 

Mir.  All  this  to  draw  on  fools;  and  thus, 
Yc're  to  be  lull'd.  [thus,  la«ly, 

B^i.  I^t  her  alone,  I'll  swiu'^c  ye  else, 

1  will,  i' faith!  for  tho'  1  cannot  skill  o'thit 

matter  [me. 

Myself,  I  will  not  see  another  do  it  Ijefore 
And  do  it  worse. 


*»'iro7/WJ  Ao</wOT«  bum.]  Mr.  Theobald,  doubtful  of  this  term,  queries  whether  rum 
onght  not  to  supply  its  place.  I  once  thought  mum  was  the  more  likely  to  be  the  true  read- 
ing, but  am  convinced  (so  precarious,  however  likely,  are  all  conjectural  emendations)  that 
Itie  text  is  right  upon  credit  of  Ben  Jonson  in  his  Devil's  an  Ass,  vol.  iv.  p.  366. 

•  Chimney-sweepers  and  carmen,  are  got, 
'  To  their  tobacco,  strong-waters,  Awjw, 
'  Meath,  and  obarni.'  Sj/mptonM 

Pum,  the  commoD  cant  for  fttrong  liquor.    See  Beggars'  Bu^k 
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[Act  d.  Scene.  1. 


Ros.  Away !  you're  a  vain  thing ! 
YouVe  travell'd  tar,  sir,  to  return  again 
A  windy  and  poor  bladder!  You  talk  of 

women,  [oue, 

That  are  not  worth  the  favour  of  a  common 
The  j^race  of  her  grew  in  an  hospital? 
Against  a  thousand  such  blown  fooleries, 
Tm  iible  to  maintain  «:ond  women's  honours. 
Their  freedoms,  and  tlieir  fames,  and  I  will 

do  it — 
Mir,  SW  has  almost  struck  me  dumb  too. 
Ros.  And  declaim 
Againsf  your  base  malicious  tongues,  your 

noises,  [viours? 

For  they  are  nothing  else.   You  teach  bclia- 
Or  touch  us  for  our  freedoms^?  Teach youf- 

selves  manners, 
Truth  and  sobriety,  and  live  so  clearly 
That  our  lives  may  shine  in  yc ;  and  then 

task  us.  [yc: 

It  seems,  ye'rc  hot ;  Uie  suburbs  will  supply 
Good  women  scorn  such  gamesters,  so  Til 

leave  ye ! 
I  am  sorry  to  see  this :  'Faitli,  sir,  live  fairly. 

[Rri't, 
Mir,  This  woman,  if  she  hold  on,  may  be 

virtuous; 
rris  almost  possible  :  We'll  have  a  new  day. 
Bel.  Ye  brought  me  on,  ye  forc'd  me  to 

this  foolery : 
I'm  sham*d,  I'm  scorn'd,  I'm  flurtcd  !  yes,  I 

am  so !  [ship, 

Tho'  1  cannot  talk  to  a  woman  like  your  wor- 
And  use  my  phrases,  and  my  learned  tigures, 
Yet  i  can  right  with  any  man. 


Mir.  Fy  ! 

Bel,  I  can,  sir ; 
And  1  will  fight. 

Mir.  With  whom  ?     , 

Bel.  With  you,  with  any  man ; 
For  all  men  now  will  laugh  nt  me. 

Mir.  Prithee  be  moderate. 

Bel.  And  I'll  bent  all  men.    Come  ! 

Mir.  I  love  thee  dearly. 

Bel.  I  will  beat  all  that  love;  love  has 
undone  me ! 
Never  tell  me!  I  will  not  be  a  history. 

Mir.  Thou  art  not. 

Bel.  'Sfoot,  I  will  not!  Give  me  room,* 
And  let  me  see  the  proudest  of  ye  jeer  rac  ; 
And  J '11  becin  with  vou  first. 

Mir.  Prithee,  Beilcur ! 
If  I  do  not  satisfy  thee 

Bel.  Well,  look  you  do. 
But,  now  I  think  on't  better,  'tis  impossible ! 
I  must  beat  somebody ;  I  am  maul'd  myself. 
And  I  ouj^ht  in  justice 

Mir.  No,  no,  no ;  ye're  cozen'd  : 
But  walk,  and  let  me  talk  to  thee. 

Bel.  Talk  wisely. 
And  see  that  no  man  laugh,  upon  no  occa« 

sion  ; 
For  I  shall  think  then  'tis  at  me, 

Mir.  1  warrant  thee. 

Bel.  Nor  no  more  talk  of  this. 

Mir.'  Dost  think  I'm  maddish  ? 

Bel.  I  must  needs  fight  yet ;  for  I  find  it 
concerns  me ; 
A  pox  on't !  I  must  fight. 

Mir.  V  faith,  thou  shalt  not.       [Exeunt* 


*  Or  touch  us/or  tmr freedoms.^  On  considering  the  turn  of  this  speech,  it  seems  probable 
we  should  substitute  tusk  for  touch :  '  You  teach,  or  tuik  ¥ ' — *  Teach  yourselvcsj,  and  tlieu 
ituk  us.' 


ACT    IIL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  De  Gard  and  Lugier. 

De  Ga.  1  KNOW  you  are  a  scholar,  and 
-■■  can  do  wonders. 
Lug.  There's  no  great  scholarship  belongs 
to  tliis,  sir; 


What  I  am,  I  am :  I  pity  your  poor  sister. 
And  heartily  I  hate  these  travellers. 
These  gini-cracks,  made  of  mops  *  and  mo-» 
tions :  [mings  ; 

There's  nothing  in  their  houses  here  but  hum- 
A  bee  has  more  brains.  I  grieve  and  vex  too  ^^ 
The  insolent  licentious  carriage 


*  Mops.]  Mopping  and  mowing,  and  mopi  and  fmnot,  are  used  by  Shakespeare  for  wild  and 
extravajiaiit  lichaviiiur. 

t7  — , 1  grieve  and  vex  ton 

The  iiiioleut  iuentious  carriage^  Vex  here  is  a  neutral  verb,  and  is  used  so  a  little  lower: 
Mir.  * now  per,  ladies, 

*  Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail.' 

The  text  here  I  have  not  altered  either  as  to  pointing  or  reading,  though  I  oucc  thought  the 
*whole  should  thus  have  run, 

* I  grieve  and  •nex  too. 

*  The  insolent  licentious  carriage 

*  Of  this  oui-facing  fellow,  Mirabell, 

\  Fm  mad  to  see ;  to  see  hint  prick  hi^  plumes  up.'        Sympsoiu 
Our  Authors  often  use  neutral  verbs  activtlif^    Y^x  here  signifies  to  vtx  at. 


Act  S.  Scene  1.] 
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t^l 


Of  this  out-facing  fellow,  Miraheli ; 

And  r  am  mad  to  see  him  prick  his  plumes  up. 

De  Ga.  His  wrongs  you  partly  know. 

Lug,  Do  not  you  stir,  sir; 
Since  lie  has  begun  with  wit,  let  wit  revenge  it: 
Keep  your  sword  closte;  wc*ii  cut  his  throat  a 

new  way. 
I  am  asham*d  the  gentlewoman  should  suH'er 
Snch  base  lewd  wrongs. 

I>c  Ga.  J  will  be  rul'd ;'  he  shall  live. 
And  left  to  your  revenge. 

iMg,  Ay,  ay,  I'll  lit  him :  ["men; 

He  makes  a  common  !»corn  of  handsome  wo- 
Modesty  and  good  manners  are  his  may- 
games;  [mission; 
He  takes  up  maidenlieads  with  a  new  com- 
The  churcK-warrant's  out  of  date.    Follow 

my  counsel, 
For  I  am  zealous  in  tlie  cause. 

DeGa.  I  will,  sir. 
And  will  be  still  directed ;  for  the  truth  is. 
My  sword  will  make  my  sister  s^um  more 

monstrous : 
Besides,  there  is  no  honour  won  on  reprobates. 

Lug.  You  are  i* th* right.  The  slight irhas 
shew'd  my  pupils 
Sets  roe  a-fi  re  too.  Go;  1*11 
And,  as  I  told  you- 


prepare  your  sister. 


De  Ga.  Yes;  all  shall  be  fit,  sir. 

Lug.  And  seriously,  and  handsomely. 

J)e  Ga,  I  warrant  you. 

Lug.  A  little  counsel  more.       [^Whitpcrs. 

De  Ga.  Tis  well. 

Lug.  Most  stately ! 

Uiat  observM ;  aufl  then  ! 
De  Ga.  I  have  you  every  wuv. 
Lug.  Away  then,  and  be  ready. 
De  Ga.  With  all  speed,  sir.  [Exit. 

JEater  Lillia,  Rosaiuta,  and  Oriana, 

Lug.  WeMl  learn  to  travel  too,  may-be, 
beyond  him. 
Good  day.  fair  beauties ! 

Lit.  You  have  beautiHed  us. 
We  thank  you,  sir;  you  have  set  us  off  most 

gallantly 
Witli  your  grave  precepts. 

Bm.  Wc  exacted  husbands 
Oat  of  your  documents  and  taught  behaviours, 
Excellent  husbands;  thought  men  would  run 

stark  mad 'on  us, 
Men  of  all  a<;es,  and  all  states;  we  expected 
An  inundation  of  desires  and  offers, ' 
A  torrent  of  trim  suitors ;  ail  we  did. 
Or  said,  or  purpos'd,  to  be  spells  about  us, 
Spells  to  provoke 

LiL  You  have  provoked  us  finely  ! 
We  followed  your  directions,  we  did  rnrelv. 


We  were  stately,  coy,  demure,  careless,  light, 

giddy, 
And  play'd  at  all  points:  This,  you  swore, 
would  carry, 
Ro$.  We  made  love,  and  contemn*d  love; 
now  sccTuM  holv. 
With  such  a  reverent  put-on  reser\'ation 
Which  couid  not  miss,  according  to  your 
principles ;  [public, 

Now  gave  more  hope  ai;ain ;  now  close,  now 
Still  up  and  down,  we  beat  it  lilie  a  billow; 
And  ever  tbose  behaviours  you  read  to  us. 
Subtle,  anil  new:  But  all  this  will  not  help  us! 
Lit.  Till  y  lielp  to  hinder  us  of  all  acquaint- 
ance, [better 
TheyVe  frighted  off  all  friends  !  What  am  I 
For  all  my  learning,  if  I  love  a  dunce, 
A  handsome  dunce?  to  what  use  serves  my 
readin?  ?                                      [horse?. 
You  should  have  taught  me  what  belongs  to 
Dogs,  (lice,  hawks,  banquets,  masks,  free  and 

fair  mectinj>,s, 
To  have  studied  gowns  and  dressings. 

Lug.  YcVe  not  mad,  sure  !      [agements: 
liiix.  We  shall  be,  if  we  follow  yourencour- 
ril  take  mine  own  way  now ! 

Lil.  And  I  my  fortune; 

Wc  may  live  maids  else  till  the  moon  drop 

niiil-stones.  [sters; 

I  see,  your  modest  women  are  taken  for  mon- 

A  dowry  of  g<»cd  breeding  is  worth  nothing. 

Lug.  Since  ye  :ake  it  so  to  th*  heart,  'pniy 

ye  give  nic  leave  yet,  [tic : 

And  you  shall  see  how  Til  convert  this  here- 

Mark  how  Jiis  Miralicll 

Lil.  Name  him  no  more; 
For,  tlio*  1  loni;  for  a  husband,  I  hate  him, 
And  would  be  marrit'd  sooi;cr  to  a  monkey. 
Or  to  a  Jack  of  Straw  ••*,  than  such  a  juggler. 
Rt^s    I  am  of  that  mind  too;  he  is  tooiiim- 
blc, 
And  plays  at  fast  and  loose  tr)o  learnedly. 
For  a  plain-meaning  woman;  tliat's  the  truth 

on't. 
Here's  one  too,  that  we  love  well,  would  be 
anj;ry  ;  [  Pointing  to  Oriana. 

And  reason  why.     No,  no,  we  w  ill  not  trou- 
ble you,    '  [happy! 
Nor  him  at  this  time:  May  he  make  you 
We'll  turn  ourselves  loo*e  now,  to  our  fair 

fortunes; 
And  the  down-right  way        ■ 

Lii.  The  wimii'iir  way  we'll  follow; 
We'll  bait  that  men  may  bite  fair,  and  not 

be  frighted ; 
Yet  we'll  not  be  carried  so  cheap  neither; 
we*ll  have  some  sjiort,  [tutor. 

Some  mad-morris  or  other  for  our  money. 


produce*:  tins  p.»!»sage 

A  man  afttraw  is  a  phrase  in  use  at  this  day. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  i$ 


Lug,  *Tis  like  enough :  Prosper  your  own 
devires ! 
YeVe  old  enough  to  chuse :  But,  fur  this 

gentlewoman,  - 
So  please  her  give  me  leave  *  ■■■ 

Ori.  1  shall  be  glad,  sir. 
To  find  a  friend  whose  pity  may  direct  me. 

Lug.  rU  do  my  best,  and  faithfully  deal 
for  ye ; 
But  then  ye  must  be  rulM. 

Ori,  In  all,  I  vow  to  you. 

llog.  Po,  (!o :  lie  has  a  lucky  hand  some- 
times, 1*11  assure  you; 
And  hunts  the  recovery  of  a  lost  lover  deadly. 

Lug.  You  njubt  away  stiai^ht. 

Ori,  Yes. 

Lug.  And  ni  instruct  you : 
Here  you  can  know  no  more. 

Ori.  By  your  leave,  sweet  ladies; 
And  all  our  fortunes  arrive  at  our  own  wiUies ! 

Lii.  Amen,  amen! 

l.ug.  I  must  borrow  your  man. 

Lii.  'Pray  take  him ; 
He  is  within  :  To  io  her  good,  take  any  thing, 
Take  us  and  all. 

Lug,  No  doubt,  ye  may  find  takers; 
And  so  we'll  leave  ye  to  your  own  dispose s» 

Lii,  Now,  which  way,  wench? 

[Estuut  Lug.  4*  Ori, 

2^)#.  We'll  go  a  brave  way,  fear  not; 
A  safe  and  sure  way  too;  and  yet  a  bye-way. 
I  must  contlsss,  1  have  a  great  mind  to  be 
married. 

Lii,  So  have  I  too  a  grudging  of  good-will 
that  way ; 
And  would  as  fain  be  dispatched.     But  this 
monsieur  Quicksilver 

Jlox.  Nt»,  no ;  we'll  bar  him,  bye  and  main : 
Let  him  trample; 
There  is  no  safety  in  his  surqucdry 'S: 
Au  army-royal  of  wonun  are  too  few  for  him; 
lie  keeps  a  journal  of  his  centicucss, 
And  will  go  near  to  print  his  ftiir  dispatches, 
And  call  it  his  triumph  over  time  and  w6n;eii : 
Let  him  pass  out  of  memory  !  What  think  you 
Of  his  two  compapions? 

Li/.  Pinac,  methinks,  is  reasonable ; 
A  Uttle  modesty  he  has  brought  home  with 

him. 
And  mi^ht  be  taught,  in  time,  ^me  hand- 
some duty.  ' 

J^«f.  They  say,  he  is  a  wencher  too. 

LU,  I  like  him  better  ;  [tlcman, 

A  free  light  touch  or  two  becomes  a  gen- 
And  bets  him  seemly  o(?:  So  he  exceed  not. 
But  keep  his  compass  clear,  he  may  be  look'd 

at. 
I  wo'ild  not  marry  a  man  that  must  be  taught, 
And  conjur'd  up  with  kis>es;  the  best  game 
Is  plny'd  still  by  the  bej>t  game&ters. 

ilot.  Fy  upon  thee  ! 
What  talk  hast  thou ? 

JM.  Arc  not  we  alone,  and  merry  ? 


Why  should  we  be  asham*d  to  speak  what  w^ 

thiuk?  Thy  s;entleman,  [thee ' 

The  tall  fat  fellow,  he   that  came  to  set 
flos,  Is't  not  a  goodly  man? 
Lii.  A  w-ondrous  goodly ! 
H*has  weiiiht  enough,  I  warrant  thee :  M«rcj 

upon  me, 
What  a  serpent  wilt  thou  >eem  hnder  such  a 

St.  George ! 
R(fs.  Ihou  art  a  fool!  Give  me  a  man 

brines  mettle, 
Brings  substance  with  him^  needs  no  broths 

to  lore  him. 
These  little  fellows  shew  like  fleas -in  boxes. 
Hop  up  and  down,  and  keep  a  stir  to  vex  us  J 
Give  me  the  puissant   pike !  take  you  the 

small  shot.  [duller; 

Lii.  Of  a  j;r€at  thin{r,  1  have  not  seen  ii 
Therefore,  methinks,  sweet  sister— 

Ros.  Pence,  he's  modest; 
A  bashfuhiess;  which  is  ii  point  of  grace, 

wench :  [sister| 

But,  when  these  fellows  come  to  n^ouldin^^ 
To  heat,  and  handling — As  J  live,  I  like  him; 
And,  methiiiks,  I  coukl  form  lum. 

Enter  MirabeU. 
Lii.  Peace  I  the  fire-drake* 
Alir.  Bless  ve,  sweet  beauties,  sweet  in* 
comparable  ladies, 
Sweet  wits,  sweet  humours !  Bless  you,  learn<* 
ed  lady  !  [tions  ! 

And  you,  hiost  holy  nun  !  Bless  your  devo- 
Lii.  And  ble^syour  brains, -sir,  your  mosC 
prcenani  brains,  sir ! 
They  are  in  travail;  may  they  be  deliver'd 
Of  a  most  hopeful  Wild-Goosel 

lias.  Bless  yuur  nianhood  ! 
They  say  you  are  a  gentleman  of  action, 
A  fair-HCcomplish'd  man,  and  urate eni^ineer  j 
You  have  a  trick  to  blow  up  maidenheads, 
A  subtle  trick,  they  say  abroad. 
j\Ur.  I  have,  lady. 
l^'ts    Ami  often  glory  in  their  ruins. 
21ir.  \ebf  forsooth ; 
r  have  a  speedy  trick,  please  you  to  try  it.* 
My  engine  will  dispatch  you  instantly. 
lifts.  1  would  I  were  a  woman,  sir,  fit  for 
you,  [too; 

As  there  be  such,  no  doubt,  may  engine  you 
May,  with   a  counter-mine,  blow   up  your 
valour,  [nest ; 

But,  in  good  faith,  sir,  we  are  both  t(»o  ho- 
And,  the  plague  is,  we  cannot  be  persuaded  t 
For,  look  you,  if  we  thought  it  were  a  glory 

To  be  the  hijt  o{  all  your  lovely  hidies 

Mir.  Come,  come ;   leave   prating :  This 
1ms  spoilM  your  market! 
This  pride,  and  puft-up  heart,  will  make  y« 

fast,  ladies, 
Fa^t,  when  ye're  hunpry  too. 
Hot.  The  more  our  pnin,  sir. 
Lii.  The  more  our  health,  I  hope  too^ 


Surquedry.]  See  note  62  ou  Monsieur  Thomas. 
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;    Mir,  Your  behaviours 

Have  made  men  stand  amaz*d;  those  men 

thatlov'd  ye; 
Men  or  fair  states  and  parts.    Your  strange 
conversions  3*  [fore; 

Into  1  know  not  what,  nor  how,  nor  wherc- 
Your  bcorns  of  those  that  came  to  visit  ye ; 
Your  studied  whim-whams,  and  your  fine  set 

faces : 
What  have  these  got  yc  ?  Proud  and  harsh 
opinions !  [ture, 

A  traveird  monsieur  was  the  strangest  crea- 
Tlie  wildest  monster  to  be  worider'a  at ; 
His  person  made  a  public  scofiF,  his  knowledge 
(As  if  he  had   been  bred  'moiigst  bears  or 

bandogs) 
Shunn'd  and  avoided;  his  conversation  snufTd 
What  harvest  brinj;s  all  this?  [at: 

Rta.  I  pray  you  proceed,  sir. 
Mir.  Nnw  ye  shall  see  in  what  esteem  a 
traveller, 
Anundefbtanding gentleman,  and  a  monsieur, 
is  to  be  held  ;  and  to  your  grids  confess  it, 
Both  to  your  griefs  and  unlls  ! 

Lil.  In  what,  1  pray  y<s  sir? 
We  would  be  glad  to  understand  your  excel- 
lence, [rarely ! 
Mir,  Go  on,  sweet  ladies  ;  it  becomes  ye 
For  me,  I  have  ble^t  me  from  ye ;  scoff  on 
scriou:jly,                                   [Learning, 
And  note  the  man  ye  mock'd.    Von,  lady 
Note  the  poor  traicllor,  tluit  came  to  visit  ye, 
That    Hat    unfurnibhi'd    tVlluw;    note    him 

throughly  ! 
You  nmy  chance  to  see  him  anon. 
Lil.  ^Ih  verv  like! v. 

Mir.  And  see  him  courted  by  a  travell'd 
lady,  f^in ; 

Held  dear,  an  I  honour'd,  by  a  virtuous  vir- 
May-hc,  a  b<'auty  not  far  short  of  yours  nci- 
It  niay  be,  clearer.  [ther; 

LU.  Not  iiniikely. 
Mir.  Younger; 
As  killing  eyes  as  yours,  a  wit  as  poignant; 
May-be,  a  state  to  ihat  any  top  your  fortnrje: 
Knquire  how  she  ihinkb  ot*  hini,  iit>\v  she  holds 

him ; 
His  good  parts,  in  what  precious  price  already ; 
Being  a  stranger  to  hiu;,  how  •^hc  coiirt>  him  ; 
A  stranger  to  his  nation  lou,  how  she  dotes 

on  him; 
£nquire  of  thi*^ ;  be  sick  to  kno^- :  (hirse,  lady, 
And  keep  your  chamber  !  cry,  and  curse  !  A 

swtct  one, 
A  thousand  in  yearly  land,  well  bred,  well 

friended. 
Traveled,  and  highly  follow'd  for  her  fashions! 
-L<7.  Hiess  hij>  jiood  f  »rtune,  sir* 
Alir.  Tliis  scurvy  fellow, 


I  think  they  call  his  name  Pinac,  this  serving- 
man  [dam. 
That  brought  you  venison,  as  1  take  it,  ma-  ^ 
Note  hut  this  scab!  'Tis  strange,  that  this 

coarse  creature, 
That  has  no  more  set-off  but  his  jugglings« 
Hi^  traveird  tricks 

Lil.  Good  sir,  I  grieve  not  at  him, 
Nor  envy  not  his  fortune  :  Yet  I  wonder ! 
lie's  handiiome,  yet  I  see  no  such  perfection. 

Mir.  'Would  I  had  his  fortune  !  for  it  is  a 

woman  [ment. 

Of  that  sweet-teraper'd  nature,  and  that  judg- 

Besides  her  state,  tliat  care,  clear  undeiy 

standing, 
And  buch  a  wife  to  bless  him 

Ros.  'Pray  you  whence  is  she  ?        fl^'^yi 

Alir,  Of  England,  and  amostaccomplish'd 
So  modest  that  men's  eyes  are  frighted  at  her, 
And  such  a  noble  carriage — How  now,  sirrah  r 

Enter  a  Btn/, 

Bay.  Sir,  the  great  English  lady 

Mir,  What  of  her,  sir  ? 

Boy.  Has  newly  left  her  coach,  and  coming 
this  vvay,  [Pinac 

Where  you  may  see  her  plain :  Monsieut 
The  only  man  that  leads  her. 

Enter  Pinac^  Marianoy  and  attendanti. 

Mir.  lie's  much  honour'd  ; 
'Would  I  hid  such  a  favour !  Now  vex,  ladiei^ 
Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail ! 

Ros.  You  are  short  of  us,  sir. 

Mir.  Bless  your  fair  fortune,  sir! 

I'inac.  1  nobly  tharik  you. 

al//r.  Is  she  married,  friend? 

Pinac.  No,  no. 

Jdir.  A  goodly  lady; 
.  A  sweet  and  ilclicate  aspect!  Mark^  mark^ 
and  wonder ! 
Hast  thou  any  hope  of  her? 

Pinac.  A  little. 

]\Iir.  Follow  close  then; 
Lose  not  that  hope. 

Pinac.  To  you,  sir. 

[Mariana  courtesiei  to  him, 

Mir.  Gentle:  ladv  ! 

Ros.  She's  fair,  mdeed. 

Lil.  I've  seen  a  fairer ;  yet 
She's  well. 

Rns.  Her  cloaths  sit  handsome  too. 

Lil.  She  dresses  prettily. 

Ros.  And,  by  my   faith,  She's  rich ;  sht 
looks  still  sweeter. 
A  well-bred  woman,  I  warrant  her, 

Lil.  Do  you  hear,  sir? 
May  1  crave  this  gentlewoman's  name? 

Pinac.  Mariana,  lady. 


s« 


"Sfrannc  conventions 


Into  I  knot/-  nol  what,  c^c  ]  Mr.  Theobald  too  here  has  affixed  his  query  in  the  marcin, 
Imake  no  doubt  but  our  Authois  have  suti'crcd  only  at  the  press,  and  that  the  original  reading 


%as. 

Vol.  II. 


■stranse  conversions.*         Sytnpson* 
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[Act  8.  Sc'cnc  U 


IaL  I  will  not  say,  I  owe  you  a  quarrel, 
monsieur, 
For  making  mc  your  stale !  A  noble  gentle- 
man 
Would  have  had  more  courtesy,  at  least  more 

fuith, 
Than  to  turn  off  his  mistress  at  first  trial: 
You  know  not  what  respect  1  might  have 
1  shewM  you ; 

I  find  you  hu\'e  worth. 

Vinuc.  I  cannot  stay  to  answer  you ; 
You  see  my  charge.    J  am  bi?holdmg  to  you 
For  all  your  merry  tricks  yuu  put  upon  nie, 
Your  bobs,  and  base  accounts:  I  cuinc  to 

love  you, 
To  wooe  you,  and  to  serve  you  ;  I  am  much 

indebted  to  you 
For  dancing  me  olF  my  legs,  and  then  fur 

walking  me. 
For  telling  me  strange  tales  I  never  heard  of, 
More  to  abuse  me ;  for  mistaking  me. 
When  you  both  knew  I  was  a  gentleman. 
And  one  deserved  us  rich  a  match  as  you  are ! 
LiL  Be  not  so  bitter,  sir. 
Pinac.  You  see  this  lady  : 
She's  young  enough,  and   fair  enough,  to 

please  me ; 
A  woman  of  a  loving  mind,  a  quiet. 
And  one  that  weighs  the  worth  of  him  that 

loves  her ; 
I  am  content  with  this,  and  bless  my  fortune : 

Your  curious  wits,  and  beauties 

IaL  'Faith,  see  me  once  more. 
Pinac,  I  dare  not  trouble  you. 
ZiV.  May  I  speak  to  your  lady  ? 
Pinac,  I  pray   you   content  yourself:  I 
know  youVe  bitter. 
And,  in  your  bitterness,  you  may  abuse  her ; 
Which  if  she  comes  to  know,  (for  she  un- 
derstands you  not,) 
It  may  breed  such  a  quarrel  to  your  kindred, 
And  such  an  indiscretion  fling  on  you  too 
(For  she  is  nobly  friended^ — -^ 
JaL  1  could  eat  her  ! 
Pinac,  llest  as  ye  are,  a  modest  noble 
gentlewoman. 
And  afford  your  honest  neighbours  some  of 
your  prayers. 

(Exeunt  Pin.  Mar.  and  attendants. 
Mir.  What  think  you  now  ? 
Li/.  'Faitli,  she's  a  pretty  whiting  j 
Sh'  hsis  got  a  pretty  catch  too  ! 

Mir.  You  arc  angry, 
llonslrous  angry  now,  grievously  angry ; 
And  the  pretty  heart  does  swell  now  i 
Li/.  No,  in  troth,  sir.     • 
Mir.  And  it  will  cry  anon,  *  A  pox  upon  it  I' 
And  it  will  curse  itself,  and  eat  no  meat,  lady; 
'Audit  will  fight  3>! 


Li/.  Indeed,  you  are  mistaken  ; 
It  will  be  very  merry. 

Ros.  Why,  sir,  do  you  think 

There  are  no  more  men  living,  nor  no  hand' 

soiucr,  [chtmsandy 

Than  he,  or  you  ?  By  this  light,  there  be  ten 

Ten  thousand  thou'iand  !  Comfort  yourself, 

dear  iiu)nbieur  ! 
Faces,  and  bodies,  wits,  and  all  abiliments  3> : 
1  ijtre  are  so  many  we  regard  *em  not. 

Enter  Bcileur  and  two  Gnit/emen, 

Mir.  Tliat  such  a  noble  lady-*-I  could 
burst  now  ! 
So  far  above  such  tridos 

Jkl.  You  did  lau^h  at  mc; 
And  I  know  why  ye  laugh'd ! 

1  Gertt.  I  pray  ye  be  satii>tied  ! 

If  we  dill  laugh,  we  had  some  private  reasoD, 
And  not  at  you. 

2  Gait.  Alas,  we  know  you  not,  sir. 
Be/.  I'll  make  you  know  me!  Set  vour 

faces  soberly ; 
Stand  this  way,  and  look  sad;  I'll  be  no  may- 

jiainc ! 
Sadder,  demurer  yet ! 

Ros.  What's  the  matter  ? 
What  ails  this  gentleman? 

Be/.  Go  utl'now  backward,  that  I  may  be- 
ho'.d  ve: 
And  not  a  simper,  on  your  lives ! 

[Eatunt  Gentlemen, 
Li/.  He's  mad,  sure. 
Bel.  Do  you  observe  me  too  } 
Mtr.  1  iiuiy  look  on  you. 
Bet.  Why  do  you  grin  ?  1  know  your  mind. 
Mir.  You  do  not. 
You're  strangely  humorous :  Is  there  no  mirth, 

,nor  pleasure, 
But  you  must  he  the  object? 

Be/.  Mark,  and  observe  mc:  Where-cver 

1  am  nam'd. 

The  very  word  hiiall  raise  a  g<^neral  sadness, 

For  the  disurare  this  scurvy  woman  did  iiic- 

I  hid  proud  pert  thing !  Take  heed  you  lau^ii 

not  at  me; 
Provoke  me  nt)t;  take  heed  ! 

Bos.  I  would  fain  j/lease  you  ; 
Do  any  thing  to  keep  you  quiet. 

Bel.  Hear  me  : 
Till  I  receive  a  satisfa(ti<*ii 
ICqual  to  the  disgrace  and  scorn  you  gave  m<», 
You  are  a  wretched  woman;  till  tlum  woo*sc 

me, 
And  I  scorn  thee  as  much,  as  seriously 
Jeer  and  abuse  thie;  ask,  what (jill  ihouart, 
Or  any  baser  name;  1  will  ]>ioclaim  thee, 
I  will  bo  ^ing  thy  virtue,  so  br-paint  rhee 
Bos.  iNav,  good  sir,  Le  more  modest. 


*>  And  it  vi/l  fight.]  Mr.  Symplon  {or  fig/it  sub^ti^utes  sig/i,  because  the  word  vtcrry 
occurs  in  LilMa's  answer ;  and  thus  *  the  >enteiice,'  says  he,  *  is  set  sound  by  restoring  of  the 
mntit/itsis*     We  have  not  adopted  his  variation,  b(  caube  liie  text  is  seiirjc,*  and  spirited. 

3*  Abi/iments.]  Probably  we  should  read,  /labUuntnts;  unless «Z»i7«At7«/s  formerly  signified 
capucitt/,  or  accomiflishmtnti* 
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Bel.  Do  you  Ijiui»h  aj;nin?— 
Because  vou  are  a  woman,  vou  are  lawless, 
^Dd  out  of  compass  of  an  honest  antjer. 
Kns.  Gooil  sir,  have  a  better  belief  of  me. 
IM.  Away,  dear  MSter.       [Exeunt  lad'ws. 
Mir.  Is  not  this  better  now,  this  seeming 
madness, 
Than  failins;  out  with  your  friends? 
Bef.  Have  I  not  frighted  her? 
Jilir.  Into  hor  rii^lit  wits,  I  warrant  thee: 
Follow  this  humour, 
And  thou  shait  see  how  prosperously  'twill 
guide  thee. 
Bel.  I'm  glad  I've  found  a  way  to  wooe 
yet;  1  was  afraid  once 
I  never  should  have  made  a  civil  suitor. 
Well,  ni  about  it  still.  [Krit. 

Utir,  Do,  do,  and  prosper. 
What  sport  do  I  make  with  these  fools;  what 

pleasure  feeds  m**, 
And  fats  my  sides  at  their  poor  innocence ! 

Enter  Lugier. 

Wooing  and  wiving !  h:ing  it !  jiiveme  mirth, 
Witty  and  dainty  mirth !  1  shall  };row  in  love, 

sure. 
With  mine  own  happy  head.    Who's  this? 

To  me,  sir? 
What  youth  is  this  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  sir,  I  would  speak  with  you, 
If  vo'jr  name  be  monsieur  Mirabell. 

Mir,  You  have  hit  it : 
Your  business,  I  beseech  you  ? 

Lug.  This  it  is,  sir; 
There  is  a  centlewomun  hath  long  time  af- 
fected you. 
And  lov'd  vou  tlearlv. 

Mir,  Turn  over,  and  end  uv\t  f>tory; 
Tis  long  enou<;h :  I  have  no  faiili  in  women, 
sir. 

Lug.  It  seems  so,  sir :  I  do  not  come  to 
wor^)  for  hor, 
Or  sing  her  praises,  tho'she  well  deserve  'em  ; 
I  come  to  tell  y(ni,  you've  been  cruel  to  her. 
Unkind  and  cruol,  false  of  fair  jj,  and  cari^lcss; 
Takinj;  more  pleasure  in  abusing  her. 
Wresting  her  honour  to  your  wild  d!  -poses, 
Than  noble  in  requiting  her  affection  : 
Which,  as  vou  are  a  man,  I  nmst  desire  you 
(A  gentleman  of  rank)  ni>t  to  persist  in, 
No  more  to  load  Pier  fair  name  with  your  in- 
.juries. 

Mir.  Why,  T  beserch  vou,  sir? 

Lug.  Good  sir,  1*11  tell  you. 
And  ril  be  short;  I'll  IlH  you,  'cause  I  love 

—  you  ;  [follow. 

Because  I'd  have  you   shun  the  sliame  may 
There  is  a  nobleman,  new  come  to  town,  sir, 
A  noble  and  a  great  man,  that  atfccts  her, 
(A  countrytnau  of  mine,  a  brave  Savoyan, 
Ncphe^v  to  tir  duke)  and  so  much  honours 
her,  '  [way, 

Tliat  'twill  be  dangerous  to  pursue  your  old 
To  touch  at  any  tliini:  concerns  her  Iionour, 
^lievc^  most  d;ui^erous :  licruamc  isOriana, 


And  this  great  man  will  raarry  her.    Tak« 

heed,  sir; 
For  howsoe  er  her  brother,  a  staid  gentleman. 
Lets  things  pass  upon  better  hopes,  this  lord, 

sir. 
Is  of  that  fiery  and  that  poignant  mettle, 
(Kspccially  provok'd  on  by  atfection) 
That  'twili  be  hard — But  you  are  wise. 
]\[tr.  A  lord,  sir  ? 
Lug.  Yes,  and  a  noble  lord. 
Mir.  'Send  her  good  fortune ! 
This  will  not  stir  her  lord  ? — A  baroness? 
Say  you  so,  say  you  so  ?  ByV  lady,  a  bravt 

title ! 
Top,  and  top-gallant  now  !  'Save  her  great 

ladyship  I  [sir, 

I  was  a  poor  servant  of  hers,  I  must  confess. 
And  in  those  days  I  thought  1  might  be jovy. 
And  make  a  little  bold  to  call  in  to  her; 
But,  lujsfa  /  now,  I  know  my  rules  and  di- 
stance : 
Yet,  if  she  want  an  usher,  such  an  implement, 
One  that  is  throughly  pac'd,  a  clean-made 

gentleman. 
Can  hold  a  hanging  up  with  approbation. 
Plant  his  hut  formally,  and  wait  with  patience, 

I  do  beseech  you,  sir 

Liig.  Sir,  leave  your  scoffing. 
And,  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  deal  fairly: 
1  ha\e  given  you  a  friend's  counsel ;  so  I'll 

leave  you.  [possible 

Mtr.  f  Jut,   hark  ye,   hark  ye,   sir !    Is'l 
I  may  !)elieve  what  you  say? 
Lug.  You  may  choose,  sir. 
Mtr.  No  bait"*  ?  no  fish-hooks,  sir  ?  no  gins  ? 

no  nooses  ? 
No  pitfalls  to  catch  puppies? 

iMg.  I  tell  you  certiiin : 
You  may  believe ;  if  not,  stand  to  the  danger ! 

[Exit. 
Mir^  A  lord  of  Savoy,  savs  he  ?  the  duke's 

nephew  ?  [riage  ! 

A  man  so  mighty  ?  By*r  lady,  a  fair  mar- 
Hy  my  faith,  a  handsome  fortune  !  I  must 

leave  prating; 
For,  to  confess  the  truth,  I  liave  abus'd  her. 
For  which  I  should  be  sorry,  but  that  will 

sc^m  scurvy. 
I  mu"»c  confess  she  was,  ever  since  I  kneiv 

her. 
As  modest  as  she  was  fair;  I  am  sure  she 

lov'd  me; 
Her  means  good,  and  her  breeding  excellent; 
A  ud  for  my  sake  she  hits  refus'd  lair  matches  i 
I  may  play  the  fool  finely. — btay  !  who  are 

the^e  ? 

Enter  J)e  Gard,  Oriana,  and  attendants. 
*ris  she,  I  am  sure ;  and  that  the  lord,  it 

should  *eem  : 
llecarries  a  fair  port,  is  a  handsome  man  too, 
1  do  begin  to  feel  1  am  a  coxcomb. 

Ori.  Good  my  lord,  cliuse  a  nobler ;  for 
I  know 
T  am  so  far  below  your  rank  and  honour, 
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That  what  you  can  say  this  way,  I  must  credit 
But  spoken  to  beget  yourself  sport.   Alas,  sir, 
I  nni  so  far  off  from  deserving  you, 
My  beauty  so  uniit  for  your  affection, 
That  I  am  grown  the  scorn  of  common  railers, 
Of  such  injurious  things,  that,  when   they 

cannot 
Reach  at  my  person,  lie  with  my  reputation. 
J  m  poor,  besides. 

Ve  Ga,  You  are  all  wealth  and  goodness ; 
And  none  but  such  as  are  the  scum  of  men, 
The  ulcers  of  an  honest  state,  spile-weavers, 
That  live  on  poison  only,  like  swoln  spiders. 
Dare  once  profane  such  excellence,  such 
sweetness. 
Mir.  This  man  speaks  loud  indeed. 
De  Ga.  Name  but  the  men,  lady ; 
Let  me  but  know  these  poor  and  base  de- 
pravers, 
Lay  but  to  my  revenge  their  persons  open. 
And  you  shall  see  how  suddenly,  how  fully, 
For  your  most  beauteous  sake,  how  direfully, 
I'll  handle  their  dcspites.     Is  this  thing  one  r 

JJe  what  he  will 

Mir,  Sir ! 
*!)€  Ga.  Dare    your    malicious    tongue, 

sir 

Mir.  I  know  you  not,  nor  what  you  mean. 
Ori.  Good  my  lord  ! 

De  Ga.  [fhe,  or  any  he 

Ori.  I  beseech  your  honour ! 
This  gentleman's  a  stranger  to  my  knowledge; 
And,  no  di»ubt,  sir,  a  worthy  miui. 

De  Ga.  Your  morcy  ! 
But,  had  he  been  a  tamfer  of  your  honour, 
A  blaster  of  those  beautifs  reign  within  you — 
But  we  shnll  find  a  fitter  time.     Dear  lady. 
As  soon  as  1  have  freed  you  from  your  guar- 
dian, 
And  done  some  honour'd  offices  unto  you, 
rU  take  you,  with  those  faults  the  world  flings 

on  you, 

And  cicurcr  than  the  whole  world  I'll  esteem 

you !  \KxiMnt. 

Mir.  This  is  a  thundring  lord;  Vm  glad  I 

Vap'd  him.  [lainy  ! 

How  lovingly  the  wench  disclaimed  my  vil- 

I  am  vex'd  now  heartily  that  he  shall  have 

her; 
Not  that  I  rare  to  marry,  or  to  lose  her. 
But  that  this  bilbo-lord  shall  reap  that  mai- 
denhead [her ! 
That  wa<»  my  due ;  that  he  shall  rig  and  top 
I'd  give  a  thousand  crowns  now,  he  {night 
miss  her. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Nay,  if  I  bear  your  blows,  and  keep 
your  counsel. 


You  have  good  luck,  sir:  I'll  teach  you  to 
strike  lighter. 
Mir.  Come  hither,  honest  fellow :  Canst 
thou  tell  me 
Where  this  great  lord  lies?  this  Savoy  lord  ? 

Thou  met'st  him ; 
He  now  went  by  thee,  certain. 

Scrv,  Yes,  he  did,  sir; 
I  know  him,  and  I  know  you're  fool'd. 

Mir.  Come  hither ; 
Here's  all  this,  give  me  truth.       \ 

Serv.  Not  for  your  money,  [beaten, 

(And  yet  that  may  domuch)  but  I  have  been 
And  bv  the  worshipful  contrivers  beaten,  and 

I'll  tell  you. 
This  is  no  lord,  no  Savoy  lord. 

Mir.  Go  forward.  [grosly 

Serv.  'Hiis  is  a  trick,  and  put  upon  you 

By  one  Lugier :  The  lord  is  monsieur  De 

Gard,  sir. 
An  honest  geutleman,  and  a  neighbour  here : 
Their  ends  you  understand  better  than  I,  sure. 

Mir.  Now  I  know  him; 
Know  him  now  plain  ! 

Serv.  I  have  discharg'd  my  choleras;  so 

God  be  wi*  yon,  sir !  [Exit. 

Mir.  What  a  purblind  puppy  was  I !  Now 

I  remember  him ; 

All  the  whole  cast  on'sface,  tho*  it  were  um- 

ber'd,  [whelp. 

And  mask'd  with  patclies.     What  a  nunder- 

To  let  him  domineer  thus  !  How  he  strutted. 

And  what  a  load  of  lord  he  clapt  upon  him  ! 

^  Would  I'd  him  here  again !  I  would  so  bounce 

him,  [plot ■ 

I  would  so  thank  his  lordship  for  his  lewd 
Do  they  think  to  carry  it  away,  with  a  great 

band  made  of  bird-pots. 
And  a  pair  of  pin-buttock'd  breeches.' — Ha  I 

'tis  he 
Again ;  he  comes,  he  comes,  he  comes !  have 
at  him. 

Entrr  Dc  Gard,  Oriana^  SfC. 

My  Savoy  lord,  \$inging.^  v^hy  dost  thou 

frown  on  me? 
And  wii;  that  favour  never  sweeter  be  } 
Wilt  thou,  1  say,  for  ever  play  the  fool .' 
De  Gard,  be  wise,  and,  Savoy,  uo  to  school  \ 
My  h»rd  De  Gard,  1  thank  }u'u  for  your  an- 
tick ;  •  [tick ; 

Mv  ladv  bright,  that  will  be  sometimes  fran-' 
You  worthy  train  that  wait  upon  this  piur, 
'Send  you  more  wit,  and  them  a  bouncing 

baire  34 ! 
And  so  1  take  my  humble  leave  of  your  ho- 
nours. [Exit. 
Dc  Ga.  We  are  discover'd,  there's  no  re- 
medy. 


33  1  have  discharged  my  colours.]  As  it  appears  that  the  Servant  betrays  the  plot  out  of 
resentment  from  having  been  beaten,  Mr.  Sympson  properly  reads,  *  1  have  discharged  my 

3t  And  they  a  bouncing  baire.]  It  is  clear  that  for  they  we  should  read  them  ;  but  we  know 
not  w  liat  to  make  of  the  word  baire. 
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LiliiarBiunca's  man,  upon  my  life, 

In  stubbornness,  because  Lugier  corrected 

hini [cal ! 

A  shameless  slave  ^ !  plague  on  him  for  a  ras- 
OrL  I  was  in  a  perfect  hope.    The  bane 

on't  i'i  now, 
He  will  make  mirth  on  mirth,  to  persecute  us. 


De  Ga.  We  must  be  patient;  I  am  yex*d 

to  til'  proof  too.  [speaks. 

I'll  try  once  more ;  then  if  I  fail,  here's  ont 

On.  let  me  be  lost,  and  scorn'd  first ! 

De  Ga.  Well,  we'll  consider. 

Away,  and  let  me  shift ;   J  shall  be  hooted 

else.  \^EiT€Uut. 


35  A  shamelens  slave's  plngue  an  him  for  a  rascal.^  What  a  shameless  slave's  plague  means, 
is  possibly  as  much  unknown  to  the  reader  as  myself.  I  dispute  not  but  the  Poet  gave  tlie 
kne  timsy 

*  A  shameless  slave  !  plague  on  him  for  a  rascal.'        Sjfmpson, 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lugiery  Lillia,  and  Servants, 
L«g.  "PLAINT  not,  but  do  as  I  direct  ye; 
-■-     trust  me.  f^^dy, 

Believe  me  too,   for  what  I  have  tolcJ  you, 
As  true  as  you  arc  Lillia,  is  authentic  ; 
1  know  it,  I  have  found  it:  'lis  a  poor  cou- 
rage 
Flies  off  for  one  repulse.     These  travellers 
Shall  find,  before  we  have  djne,  a  home-spun 
wit,  [eni. 

A  plain  French  understanding:,  may  cope  with 
They've  had  the  better  yet,  thank  your  sweet 

squire  here  ! 
And  let  *em  brap.    You  would  be  reveng'd  ? 
Lil.  Yes,  surely. 
Jjig;.  And  married  too  ? 
Lil.  I  think  so. 
Lug,  Then  be  counsell'd; 
You  know  how  to  proceed.     I've  other  irons 
Heating  as  well  as  yours,  and  I  will  strike 
Three  blows  with  one  stone  home.  Be  rul'd, 

and  happy; 
And  so  I  leave  you.  Now's  the  time.  [Exit. 

Lil.  I'm  ready. 
If  he  do  come  to  do  me  ^. 

Srrv.  Will  you  stand  here, 
And  let  the  people  think  you're  God  knows 

what,  mistress? 
Jjet  boys  and  'prentices  presume  upon  you  ? 
Lil.  'Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 
Serv.  Stand  air  his  door  that  hates  you? 
IJl.  'Prithee  leave  prating. 
iSi"rr.  'Pray  you  go  to  th'  tavern :  111  give 
you  a  pint  of  wine  there. 


If  any  of  the  mad-cap  gentlemen  should  come 

by, 

That  take  up  women  upon  special  warrant. 
You  were  in  a  wise  case  now. 

,  Enter  Mirabell^  Pinac,  Mariana,  Priest,  and 

attendants. 

Lil.  Give  me  the  garland  : 
And  wait  you  here. 

ATir.  She  is  here  to  seek  thee,  sirrah: 
I  told  thee  what  would  follow ;   she  is  mad 

for  thee ! 
Shew,  and  advance. — So  early  stirrinir,  lady  f 
It  shews  a  busy  mind,  a  fancy  troubled. 
A  willow  garland  too?  Js't  pOhsiblt? 
Tis  pity  so  much  beauty  should  lie  musty  ; 
But  'lis  not  to  be  help*di  now. 
Lil.  The  more's  my  misery. 
Good  fortune  to  you,  lady,  you  deserve  it; 
To  me,  too-late  repentance,  I  have  sought  it. 
I  do  not  envy,  tho'  I  grieve  a  little. 
You  are  mistress  of  that  happiness,  those  joys, 
That  mi^ht  have  been,  had  I  been  wise — But 

fortune 

Pinac,  She  understands  you  not ;  'pray  you 
do  not  trouble  her! 
And  do  not  cross  me  liUe  a  hare  thus;  'tis  as 
onjinous. 
Lil.  I  come  not  to  upbraid  your  levity, 
(Tho'  you  made  show  of  love,  and  tho'  I  lik'd 
you)  [gers ; 

To  claim  an  interest,  (we  are  yet  both  stran- 
But  what  we  might  have  been,  had  you  per- 
severed, sir !) 
To  be  an  eye-sore  to  your  loving  lady  : 
This  garland  shews,  J  give  myself  forsaken. 


>• do  come  to  do  me.^  This  unmeaning  place  I  would  reform  thus, 

*  1  f  he  do  come  to  dor  me.' 
The  dor  and  to  dor  are  common  in  our  Authors'  and  Ben  Jonson's  writings.      Thus  in  Th€ 
Lover's  Progress,  the  second  play  after  this,  act  i.  scene  1,  Malfort  says  to  Leon, 

* I  would  not 


Receive  the  dor 


Si/mpson, 


Possibly  do  is  an  accidental  interpolation  of  the  printer  or  transcriber:  The  measure,  at 
well  as  sense,  is  better  without  it;  and  Sympson's  alteration  is  hard  and  unp'.ausible.  The 
dor,  as  a  substantive,  is  common ;  but  we  remember  no  instance  of  its  being  used  as  a  yerbj 
^odor. 


in 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1, 


(Yet  fdtc  mast  pardon  me,  'tis  most  tin  wil- 
lingly !) 
And  all  tlie  power  and  intfrest  I  had  in  you 
(As,  1  persuade  uiysclf,  sonicwliat  you  lov'd 
'J'hus  pjiiiently  J  render  up,  I  offer        [me!; 
To  her  that  must  enjoy  you,  and  so  hlessyou  ! 
Only,  I  heartily  desire  this  courtesy, 
Aiici  would  not  he  denied,  to  wait  upon  you 
This  dav,  to  see  vou  tied,  then  no  more  trou- 
ble  you. 
Phtac.  It  needs  not,  lady. 
JJK  Good  ^ir,  fi;rantnic  so  much. 
Pinac,  'Tis  private,  and  we  make  no  in- 
vitation, [puhhr. 
X«V.  My  presence,  sir,  shall  not  proclaim  it 
Pinac,  May-be,  'tis  not  in  town. 
LiL  I  have  a  coach,  sir. 
And  a  most  readv  will  to  do  vou  service. 
Mir.  Strike,  now  or  never !  make  it  sure  ! 
I  tell  thee. 
She'll  linni:  herself,  if  she  have  thee  not. 

Pi7iac.  'Pray  you,  sir,  [two 

Entertain  my  nohle  mistress:  Only  a  word  or 
With  this  importunate  woman,  and  I'll  re- 
lieve you —  [fancies, 
Now  you  see  what  your  flinps  arc,  and  your 
Your  states,   and  your  wild  stubbornness; 
•     DOW  you  find  [vices, 
^Vhat  'tis  lo  gird  and  kick  at  men's  fair  ser- 
To  raise  your  pride  to  such  a  pitch  and  ulory, 
That  cjoodness  siie^^s  like  gnats,  scorn'd  un- 
der you,                                        • 
Tis  ugly,  naught;  a  self-will  in  a  woman, 
Chained*  to  an  over-weening  thought,  is  pes- 
tilent, 
Murders  fair  Fortune  first,  then  fair  Opinion : 
There  stands  n  pattern,  a  true  patient  pattern, 
Ilumble,  and  sweet. 

LiL  I  can  but  jrrieve  my  i.snorance. 
ftepentance,  sunic  say  too,  is  the  best  sacri- 
fice; 
For  sure,  sir,  ifray  chance  had  been  sohnppy 
(Asl  confess  1  wa*i  mine  own  destroyer;  jby, 
As  to  have  arrived  at  \ou,  ( I  w  ill  not  prophe- 
t^ut  certain,  as  I  think  j  I  siiuuld  have  pit  as'd 
you ;  [tesy. 

Have  made  you  as  much  wonder  at  my  c»)ur- 
My  h)ve,  nn(\  duty,  as  1  have  disheartcn'd  you. 
Some  hours  we  iiave  of  youth,  and  fome  of 

folly; 
And  heiiij*  free-born  maids,  we  ts^ke  a  liberty, 
And,  to  maintain  ciiat,  boiuctnnes  wc  stram 
highly. 
Pinuc.  Now  you  talk  reason. 
LiL  But  beini;  youk'd  and  povern'd,   [us, 
Married,  and  those  slight  vaniJie:>  purjj'd  from 
How  fair  we  grow !    how  gentle,  and  how 
tender,  [us! 

We  twine  about  those  loves  that  shoot  up  with 
A  sullen  woman  fear,  that  talks  not  to  you ; 


She  has  a  sad  and  darkcn'd  W)ul,  loves  dully ; 
A  merry  and  a  free  wench,  give  her  liberty, 
ISelieve  her,  in  the  lightest  form  she  appear^ 

to  you, 
Believ*;  her  excellent,  tho'  she  despise  yon; 
Let  but  these  tits  and  flashes  pass,  she*ll  shew 
10  you  [nish*d : 

As  jewels  rubbM  from  dust,  or  gold  new  bur- 
Such  had  1  been,  had  you  believ'd ! 

Pntac.  Is't  possible?  [y^tit 

LiL  And  to  your  happiness  I  dare  assure 
If  I  rue  love  be  accounted  so,  Y^our  pleasure. 
Your  will,  and  your  command,  had  tied  my 

niQtious: 
But  that  hope's  gone.  I  know  you  are  young 
and  giddy,  [yo"t 

And,  'till  you  have  a  wife  can  govern  with 
You  sail  upon  this  world's  sea^^^  light  anc) 
empty ;  pieitlier 

Your  hark  ip  danger  daily.  Tis  not  the  name 
Of  wife  can  steer  you,  but  the  noble  nature. 
The  diligence,  the  care,  ihe  love,  the  patience; 
She  makes  the  pilot,  and  preserves  the  hus- 
band, [on. 
That  knows  and  reckons  every  rib  he's  built 
But  this  I  tell  you,  to  my  shame. 

Pinac,  I  admire  vou; 
And  now  am  sorry  that  I  aim  beyond  you. 

Mir,  So,  so,  so  1  tair  Uiid  j^oVtiy !  5ihe  i% 
thiiie  own,  boy; 
Sfic  comes  now  without  lure, 

Pinac,  But  that  it  must  we^iU 
Be  reckon'd  to  me  as  a  wantonness, 
Or  worse,  a  madness,  to  forsake  a  blessing, 
A  blessing  of  that  hope 

LiL  i  dare  not  urge  you : 
And  yet,  dear  sir 

Pinac.  Tis  most  certain,  I  had  rather. 
If  'twere  in  my  own  choice— for  you're  my 
country-woman,  {^.^'K 

A  neiiihbour,  here  born  by  me;  she  a  stran- 
And  who  knows  how  hrr  friends 

LiL  Do  as  you  please,  ^ir; 
Jf  vou  be  fast,  not  all  the  world — I  love  vou. 
It  IS  most  true,  and  cl^^-ar,  1  would  persuade 
And  1  shall  lovo  vou  still.  fvou  ; 

Piuac.  Go,  get  before  me :  [scntly  ; 

So  much  you  have  won  upon  me — do  it  pre- 
liere's  a  priest  ready — I'll  have  you. 

LiL  Notnow,  hir;  ['*»  H' ; 

No,  you  shall  pardon  me! — Advance  your 
J  dare  not  hinder  you  most  high  preferment ; 
Tis  houuur  enon^'h  for  me  I  have  unmask'd 

Pinac,  How's  tliat?  [you. 

LiL  I've  caught  you,  sir !  Alas,  I  am  no 

states-woman, 

Norno  wrcat  traveller,  vet  I  have  found  you  : 

I've  found  your  lady  too,  your  beauteou>  lady; 

I've  found  her  birlh  und  breeding  too,  hcr^ 

discipline, 


w  You  sail  upon  this  wold-sefl.]  The  reader,  T  dare  say,  will  be  pleasefl  to  see  this  dark 
place  so  well  cleared  up.  The  text,  with  only  the  trifling  addition  of  a  letter,  is  from  tli^ 
copy  of  1C52^  which  represents  the  line  thus  ; 

*  You  sail  upon  this  a?or/£i-sea,  light  and  empty/        S^pton. 


Att  4.  Scene  (?.] 
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Who  brought  lier  over,  and  who  kept  your 

lady,  fnery 

And,  when  he  laid  her  by,  what  virtuous  nun- 

ReceivM  her  in;  IVe  found  all  these!  Arc 

you  blai;k  now? 
Methink^,  such  traveli'd  wisdoms  should  not 
fool  thus ; 

Such  excilleiit  indiscretions 

Alir,  How  could  she  know  tliis? 

UL  Tis  true,  she's  English  born,  but  niost 

part  Frencli  now,  [fort. 

And  so  I  hope  you'll  tiud  her,  to  your  com- 

Alas,  I  Hui  iijnorant  of  wliat  she  coit  you  ! 

The  price  of  iliese  liirM  clothes  I  do  not  know, 

gcntlciiien ! 
Tliose  jewels  are  the  broker's,  how  you  stand 
bound  for  Vin  ! 
Finac^  Will  you  make  this  jj(M»d? 
LiL  Yes,  yes;  and  to  her  t'\xcCy  sir, 
That  she\  an  Euglisli  wliore  !  a  kind  of  fling- 
dusl,  [one! 

One  of  your  London  light  o'  love<,  a  ri^ht 
Cameoverin  thin  pumps,  and  Imlia  petticoat, 
One  faith  ^,  and  one  smock,  with  a  broken 

haberdasher : 
I  know  all  this  v%ithout  a  conjurer. 
Her  name  is  Jumpin«;-Joan,  an  ancient  sin- 
weaver;  [slipp'd. 
She  was  lirst  a  lady's  chambermaid,  there 
And  broke  her  leg  above  the  knee;  depart;  d, 
And  set  up  shop  herself;  stood  tlie  tierce 
conllicts  [lours, 
Of  many  a  furious  term ;  there  lost  her  co- 
And  last  sliipp'd  over  hither. 

Mir.  We're  betray 'd  !  [mystery? 

Lit.  Do  vou  come  to  fright  me  with  tliis 
To  stir  me  with  a  stiuk  none  can  endure, sir? 
I  pray  you  proceed;  tlie  wedding  will  become 
you  !  [tl»er ! 

Wht/^ives  the  lady?  you?  An  excellent  fa- 
A  careful  man,  ami  one  tiurt  knows  a  beauty  I 
Seud  you  fair  shipping,  sir !  and  so  I'll  leave 

you. 

Be  wise  and  manly,  then  I  may  chance  to 

love  you  !  [  tldit. 

Mir,    As  I  live,  I'm  asham'd  this  wench 

has  reach'd  me, 

Monstrous  ashaa'd  !  but  tlif  re's  no  remedy. 

This  ^kevv'd-ey*.l  carrion 

Fiuuc.  This  I  suspectetl  ever.  [of  you ; 
Come,  come,  uncase ;  we  have  no  more  use 
Your  cloaths  muat  back  aa;uin. 

Mariami.  Sir,  you  shall  pardon  me ; 
Tis  not  our  En::lish  u^e  to  be  degraded. 
If  you  wi'l  visit  me,  and  take  your  venture, 
You  shall  have  j.leasure  for  your  properties: 

And  so,  sweetheari [Exit. 

Mir.  Let  her  1:0,  and  the  devil  «;8  w  ith  ber  ! 

We  hai-e  never  better  luck  witli  these  prelu- 

diums.  [woman. 

Come,   be   not  daunted ;  think  she's  but  a 

And.  let  her  have  the  devil's  vv it,  we'll  reach 

[Extunl. 


ler! 


SCENE  II. 
Enter  Rosulura  and  Lugier. 

Ros.   You  have  now  rcdeem'd  my  good 
opinion,  tutor^ 
And  you  sta;jd  fair  again. 

Lt/g.  I  can  but  labour, 
And  sweat  in  your  atfairs.  I  am  SurcBcIleuif 
Will  be  here  instantly,  and  use  his  anger, 
His  wonted  harshness. 

Ros.  I  hope  he  will  not  beat  me. 

Lug.  No,  sure,  he  has  more  manners.  B6 
you  ready?  [him, 

lt(fs.  Yes,  yes,  lam;  and  ara'resolv'd  to6t 
With  patience  to  out-do  all  he  can  otl'er. 
But  how  does  Oriana? 

Lug.  \Vorse,  and  worse  still ; 
There  is  a  sad  house  for  her;  she  is  now,- 
Poor  ludy,  utterly  distracted. 

Ros.  Pity  ! 
Intiiiite  pity  !  Tis  a  handsome  lady.      [ster^ 
ll):it  i^lnabeirsa  bcaftt,  worse  than  a  mou-< 
if  this  altliction  work  not. 

Enter  Lillia-Jiianca, 

lAL  Are  you  ready? 
Belieur  is  coming  on,  here,  hard  behind  me: 
I  have  no  leisure  to  relate  my  fortune; 
Only  I  wish  you  may  come  off  as  hsmddomely/ 
Upon  the  si^n,  you  know  what.  \Esit4 

Ros.  Well,  well ;  leave  me ! 

Enter  BcUcurt 
lid.  How  now  ? 
Ros.  You're  welcome,  sir. 
Ikt.  'Tis  well  ye  have  manners ! 
That  court'sy  again,   and  hold  your  counte-* 

nance  staidly  ! 
That  look's  too  light;  take  heed!  so,  sit  ye 

down  now ; 
And,  to  conlirm  me  that  your  gall  is  gone, 
Your  bitterness  dispers'd,  (for  so  1*11  have  it) 
Look  on  me  steadfastly,  and  whatsoe'er  I  say 
to  you,  [then ! 

Move  not,  nor  alter  in  your  face ;  you're  gone 
For  if  you  dt»  express  the  least  distaste, 
Or  shew  an  an^jry  \vrmkle,(Hmrk  me,  woman! 
VVe  are  now  alone;  I  will  so  coiijure  thee, 
The  third  part  of  my  execution 
Cannot  be  spoke. 

Ros.  I  am  at  your  dispose,  sir. 
Ik'l.  Now  rise,  and  wooe  me  a  little;  let 
mohear  that  faculty:  [you! 

But  touch  me  not ;  nor  do  not  lie,  I  charge 
Boiiin  now. 

Riis.  If  so  mean  and  poor  a  beauty 

May  ever  hope  the  grace 

iiel.  You  cog.  you  flatter! 
Like  a  lewd  thing,  you  lie !  *  May  hope  that 

grace? ' 
Why,  what  grace  canst  thou  hope  for?    An- 
swer not ;  [thee ! 
Tor  if  thou  dost,  and  licst  again,  I'll  sivuige 


3»  Ouc  faith,  and  one  smock.]  The  vford/ailh  seems  a  corruptiou  here. 


koo 


Do  not  I  know  tJie e  for  a  pestilent  woman  ? 
A  proud  at  both  ends?  Be  not  angry, 
Nor  stir  not,  o'  your  life ! 

Ros,  I  am  counselled,  sir. 

Bel.  Art  thou  not  no\y  (confess,  for  Til 
have  the  truth  out) 
As  much  unworthy  of  a  man  of  merit. 
Or  any  of  ye  all,  nay,  of  mere  man, 
Tho'  fie  were  crooked,  cold,  all  wants  upon 
him,  [figurt'j 

Nay,  of  any  dishonest  thing  that  bears  that 
As  devils  are  of  mercy? 

Ros.  We  are  unworthy. 

BcL  Stick  to  that  truth,  and  it  may  chance 
to  save  tlicc. 
And  is  it  not  our  bounty  that  we  take  ye? 
That  wc  are  troubled,  vex'd,or  tortured  with 
Our  mere  and  special  bounty  ?  [ye, 

Ros.  Yes. 

Bel.  Our  pity,  \\y  ; 

That  for  your  wickedness  we  swin<j;e  ye  souikI- 
Your  stubbornness,  and  your  stout  hcuiis, 

we  belabour  ye  ? 
Answer  to  timt ! 

Ros.  I  do  confess  your  pity. 

Bel.  And  dost  not  thou  deserve  in  thine 
own  person. 
Thou  impudent,  thou  pert — Do  not  change 
countenance ! 

Ros.  1  dare  not,  sir. 

Bel,  For  if  you  do 

Ros.  Tni  settled. 

Bel.  Thou  wagtail,  peacock,  puppy,  look 
on  me; 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

Ros.  It  seems  no  less,  sir. 

BeL  And  darest  thou  in  thy  surquedry — 

Ros.  1  beseech  you  ! 
It  was  my  weakness,  sir,  I  did  not  view  you, 
I  took  not  notice  of  your  noble  parts. 
Nor  caird  your  person  as,  uor  your  proper 
fasliioi). 

Bel.  This  is  some  amends  yet. 

Ros.  I  shall  mend,  sir,  daily. 
And  studjr  to  dcicrve. 

Bel.  Come  a  little  nearer ! 
Canst  thou  repent  thy  villainy? 

Ros.  Most  seriously. 

BcL  And  he  asham'd? 

Ros.  I  au]  ashanu^d. 

BeL  Cry ! 

R(ts.  It  will  be  hard  to  do,  sir. 

BeL  Cry  now  instantly ; 
Cry  monstrously,  that  alf  the  town  may  licar 
thee;  [key; 

Cry  seriously,  as  if  thou  hadst  lost  thy  raon- 
And,  ns  1  like  thy  tears 

Ros,  r\ow  ! 


TII£  WILD-GOOSJE  CHASE.  ^\ct  4,  Scene  f •' 

Enter  Lilliay  and  four  women  laughing,  ' 
BeL  How  !  how  !  do  you  jef  r  me  ? 


Have  you  broke  your  bounds  again,  dame  ? 
yr  Ros.  Yes,  and  lauj^h  at  you, 

And  laugh  most  heartily. 

BeL  What  are  these?  whirlwinds? 

Is  hell  broke  loose,  and  all  the  furies?  flut- 

Am  I  greas'd  once  again  ?  [ter*d  ! 

Ros.  Yes,  indeed  are  you ; 

And  once  again  you  shall  be,  if  you  quarrel ! 
^Do  you  come  to  vent  your  fury  on  a  virgin? 

Is  this  your  manhood,  sir? 

1  Worn.  Jjet  him  do  his  best ; 

Let's  see  the  utmost  of  his  indignation  ; 
>i  long  to  see  him  angry.     Come ;  proceed, 
sir.  [ber  I 

Ilang  him,   he  dares  not  stir ;  a  man  ot  tim- 

2  Worn.  Come  hither  to  fright  maids  with 
thy  bull-faces  ?  [may-pole  ! 

To  threaten  c;entiewomen  ?   Thou  a  man  ?  a 
A  fjrci\\  dry  pudding  ! 

ii  \Vo7fi.  Ctmie,  come,  do  your  worst,  sir; 
>/IJe  angry  if  thou  dar*st. 

BcL  The  liord  deliver  me  ! 

4  Worn.  Do  but  look  scurvily  upon  this 

lady,  [taken ; 

Or  give  us  one  fnnl  word— We  are  ail  mis- 

This   is  some  mighty  duiry-maid  in  man's 

cloaths. 

LiL  1  am  of  that  mind  too. 

BeL  What  will  they  do  to  rac? 

LiL  And  hirM  to  come  aud  abuse  us:  A 
man  has  manners; 
A  gentleman,  civility  and  breeding. 
Some  tmkcr's  trull,  with  a  beard  glew'd  on. 

1  Worn.  I^'t's  search  hi»n. 
And  as  we  lind  bim 

BcL  Let  me  but  d<  part  from  ye, 
Sweet  Christian  women ! 

LiL  iJcur  the  tiling  speak,  neighbours. 

Bel,  'Tis  but  a  siuall  request:  h'  e'er  I 
trouble  ye, 
If  e'er  1  talk  again  of  l>eating  women, 
Orbeatiuii;  any  thing  that  can  but  turn  to  me; 
Of  ever  thinking  of  a  hai.dsonie  lady 
But  virtuously  and  well,  of  ever  speaking 
But  to  her  honour — Tliis  III  promise  ye, 
I  will  take  rhubarb,  and  purge  choler  mainly. 
Abundantly  Til  purge. 

LiL  I'll  send  you  broths,  sir.     [patiently; 

BcL   I  will  be  laugii'd  at,  uid  endure  it 
I  will  do  any  thing  ! 

Ros.  Til  lie  your  bail  then. 
When  you  cou»e  next  to  wooe,  'pray  you 

come  not  boisterously. 
And  furnish'd  like  a  bear-ward. 

BeL  No,  in  trutli,  forsooth. 

Res.  I  scent«fd  you  long  since. 


39  Kor  call'd  your  person,  nor  yonr  proper  fashion. 1  U  the  passage  was  designed  to  be  im* 
perfect  by  the  Poet,  it  is  to  no  purpose  to  undertake  the  correction  of  it;  if  not,  prol  abljr 
we  should  alter  caird  into  something  like  skilCd,  t.  e.  had  no  knowledge  of,  or  did  not 
know  vour  person,  &c.  was  so  proper.         Sj/mpson. 

CalVd  seems  erroneous;  yet  we  do  not  like  skilled,  MarWd  would  come  nearer  to  tb« 
sense  of  the  passage. 


Act  4.  Sonne  3:] 
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Bef.  I  was  to  blame  sure; 
I  will  appear  a  gentleman. 

Rm.  Tis  the  best  for  you. 
For  a  true  noble  gentleman's  a  brave  thing. 
Upon  that  hope,  we  quit  you.     You  fear  se- 
riously ? 
Bei,  Yes,  truly  do  I ;  I  confess  I  fear  you, 
And  honour  you,  and  any  thing! 
Ros,  FarL'wcll  then ! 

Worn,  And  when  yoii  come  to  wooe  next, 
bring  more  mercy ! 

[Extunt  Ru8,  and  Women. 

"Enter  two  Gentlemen. 
Bel.  A  dairy-maid!  a  tinker's  trull!  Ueav*n 
bltss  me  1 
Sure,  if  I  had  provok'd  'em,  they  had  quar- 
tered lue. 
I  am  a  most  ridiculous  ass,  now  I  perceive  it; 
A  Toward,  and  a  knave  too. 

1  Gent,  Tis  the  mad  gentleman ; 
lj6t*s  set  (»iir  faces' ri;;ht. 

Bel.  No,  no;  laugh  at  me, 
And  laugh  aloud. 

2  Gent.  We  are  better  m  mner'd,  sir. 
Bel,  I  do  dc2>erve  it ;  call  me  patcli>  and 

puppy, 
And  beat  me^  if  you  please. 

1  Gent.  No,  indeed  ;  we  knoiv  you. 

Be/,  Death,  do  as  I  Vvould  have  ye! 

U  Gent.  You  arc  an  ass  then, 
A  Coxcomb,  and  a  calf ! 

Bel.  I  am  a  great  calf. 
Kick  me  a  little  now :  Why,  when  ?  Sufficient. 
Now  laugh  aloud,  and  scorn  aie;  so  God  b'ye! 
And  ever  when  ye  meet  me,  laugh* 

1  Gent,  We  will,  sir.  [Ejceunt. 

SCENE  III. 

£nter  Nantolcly  Ltt  Castrc,  De  Gurd,  Lugier, 
and  Mirubelt, 

Mir.  Your  patience,  gentlemen  !  W^hy  do 

,yc  bait  nic  ? 
Nant.   Js't  not  a  shame  you  are  so  stub- 
born-hearted, • 
So  stony  and  so  dull,  to  such  a  ladv^ 
Of  her  perfections,  and  her  mii-ery  ? 

Lvi(.  Does  slic  not  love  vou  r  Does  not  her 
distraction 
For  your  sake  only,  her  most-pitied  lunacy 
Of  all  but  you,  shew  ye  ?  Does  it  not  compel 
yc? 
Jijir.  Soft  and  fair,  gentlemen ;  *pray  ye 

proceed  temperately. 
Lug,  ifyouha\eany  feeling,  any  sense 
in  you, 
The  least  touch  of  a  no))Ic  heart 

Ln  Ca.  Let  him  alone  ; 
It  is  his  glory  that  he  can  kill  beauty. 
You  bear  my  stamp,  but  not  my  tenderness ; 
Your  wild  unsavoury  courses  set  tliat  in  you  ! 


For  shame,  be  sorry,  the'  you  cannot  cure  her  ; 
Shew  something  of  a  man,  of  a  fair  nature. 

Mir.  You  make  me  mad ! 

De  Ga.  Let  me  pmnounce  this  to  you; 
You  take  a  strange  felicit)r  in  slighting 
And  wronging  women,  wliich  my  poor  sister 
feels  now;  [sir, 

Tfeav'n's  hand  be  gentle  on  her !    Mark  me. 
That  very  hour  she  dies,  (there's  small  hope 

otherwise) 
Tliat  minute,  you  and  I  must  grapple  for  it ; 
Either  yotir  lilt  or  mine  ! 

Mir,  Be  not  so  hot,  sir ; 
I  am  not  to  be  wrought  on  by  these  policies. 
In  truth,  I  am  not!  nor  do  I  fear  the  tricks. 
Or  the  high-sounding  threats,  of  a  Savoyan. 
I  glory  not  in  cruelty,  (ye  wrong  me) 
Nor  grow  up  watered  with  the  tearsof  women* 
This  let  me  tell  ye,  howsoe'er  I  shew  to  ve. 
Wild,  as  ye  please  to  call  it,  or  self-will  d, 
When  I  see  cause  1  can' both  do  and  sufier, 
Freely,  and  feelingly,  as  a  true  gentleman, 

Enter  Bosalura  and  Ullia. 

Ros.  Oh,  pity,  pity !  thousand,  cbonsand 
pitifcs! 

LiL  Alas,  poor  soul]  shell  die!  she  k 
grown  senseless; 
She  will  not  know,  nor  speak  now, 

Ros.  Die  for  love  ?  [first ! 

And  love  of  such  a  youth  ?  Td  die  for  a  doe 
lie  that  kills  me,  I'll  give  him  leave  to  eat  me! 
ril  know  men  better,  ere  I  sigh  for  any  of 'em« 

IM.  Ye  haVe  done  a  worthy  act,  sir,  a  most 

famous;  [conqueror  E 

YeVc  kili'd  a  maid  the  wrong  way;  ye*re  a 

Ros,  A  conqueror  ?  a  cobler !  Hang  him^ 

sowter  !  [mory ! 

Go  hide  thyself,  for  shame !  go  lose  thy  me* 

Live  not  'niongst  men ;  thou  art  a  beast,  a 

A  blatant  beast !  [monster^ 

Lil.  Jf  you  have  yet  any  honesty. 
Or  ever  heard  of  any,  take  my  counsel ; 
Ort"  with  your  garters,  and  seek  out  a  bough, 
A  haudsomc  bough  ;    for  I  would  have  you 

hang  like  a  gentleman ; 
And  write  some  doleful  matter  to  the  world^ 
A  warniui;  to  hard-hearted  men. 

Mir.  i  )ut,  kitlinps  I 
What  catterwauling's  here !  what  gibing ! 
D'  you  think  my  heart  is  softcu'd  with  a  black 
Shew  me  some  reason.  [santis^*P* 

Enter  Oriana  on  a  bed, 

Ros.  Here  then,  here  is  a  reason. 
.^   Nant.  Now,  if  ye  be  a  man,  let  this  sight 
shake  ye ! 
La  Ca.  Alas,  poor  gentlewoman  !  Do  you 

know  me,  lady  ? 
Lug.  How  she  looks  up,  and  stares  I 
Ori,  I  know  you  very  well;  [sieur. 

You  are  my  godfather;  and  that's  the  moo- 


«'  Black  santis.]  This  expression  also  occurs  in  The  Mad  Lover,  vol.  i.  act  iv.    It  seems 
to  mean  some  dirf^e  or  howit^i  funerals. 
Vol.  H.  S  D 
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[Act  4.  Scene  5» 


JDe  Ga.  And  who  am  I  ? 

Ori.  You  arc  Ainadis  de  Gaul,  sir. 
Oh,  oh,  my  heart !  Were  ye  never  in  love, 
sweet  lady  ?  [dens  ? 

And  do  you  never  dreain  of  flowers  and  j;ar- 
I  dreaui  of  walking  fires:  Take  heed!   It 
comes  now.  [fare,  sure. 

Who's  that?  'Pray  stand  away.  I've  seen  that 
How  light  my  head  is ! 

Ros.  Take  some  rest. 

Ori.  I  cannot ; 
For  I  must  be  up  tomorrow  to  go  to  church, 
And  I  must  dress  me,  put  my  new  gown  on, 
And  be  as  fine  to  meet  my  love !  Heigh-ho  ! 
Will  not  vou  tell  me  where  my  love  lies 
buried  ? 

Mir.  He  is  not  dead.  Beshrew  my  heart, 
she  stirs  me ! 

Ori.  He's  dead  to  mc. 

Mir.  Is't  possible  my  nature 
Should  be  so  damnable,  to  let  her  suflfcr? 
Give  me  your  hand. 

Ori.  How  soft  you  feel,  how  gentle ! 
Ill  tell  you  your  fortune,  friend. 

Mir,  How  she  stares  on  me ! 

Ori,  You  have  a  flattering  face,  but  'tis  a 
fine  oue;  [hearts. 

I  warrant  you  may  have  a  hundred  sweet- 
Will  yc  pray  for  me?  I  shall  die  tomorrow; 
And  will  ye  ring  the  bells  ? 

Hat.  Iin  most  unworthy, 
I  do  confess,  unhappy.    Do  you  know  me? 

Ori.  I  would  I  did ! 
4  Mir.  Oh,  fair  tears,  how  ye  take  me ! 

Ori.  Do  ye  weep  too?  You  have  not  lost 
your  lover? 
iTou  mock  me ;  I'll  go  home  and  pray. 

Mir,  'Pray  you  pardon  me ; 
Or,  if  it  please  you  to  consider  justly,    [me. 
Scorn  me,  for  I  deserve  it ;  scorn  and  shame 
Sweet  Oriana ! 

LiL  Let  her  alone;  she  trembles:      [her. 
Her  fits  wiU'growmore  strong,  if  ye  provoke 

La  Ca.  Certain  she  knows  you  not,  yet 
loves  to  see  you. 
How  she  smiles  now ! 

Enter  Belieur. 

Bel.  Where  are  yc  ?  Oh,  why  don't  you 
laugh  ?  Come,  laugh  at  uie ! 
Why  a  devil  aft  thou  sad,  and  such  a  subject. 
Such  a  ridiculous  subject  as  I  am 
Before  thy  face  ? 

Mir.  'Prithee  put  off  this  lightness; 
This  is  no  time  for  mirtli,  9or  place;  I've  us'd 

too  much  ou't: 
I  have  undone  myself,  and  a  sweet  lady, 
By  being  too  indulgent  to  my  foolery, 
Which  truly  I  repent.    Look  here! 

Bel.  What  ails  she  ? 

Mir.  Alas,  she's  mad. 

BeL  Mad? 

Mir.  Yes,  too  sure ;  for  me  too. 

Eel.  Dobt  thou  wonder  at  that?  By  thb 
good  li^htf  they're  all  so ; 


They're  coz'ning  mad,  they're  brawling  mad, 

they're  proud  mad; 

They're  all,  all  mad.    I  came  from  a  world 

of  road  women,  [deal  with  'em. 

Mad  as  March  hares:  Get  'em  in  chains,  then 

There's  one  that's  mad ;  she  seems  well,  but 

she  is  dot^-mad. 
Is  she  dead,  dost  think  ? 

Mir.  Dead  ?  Heav'n  forbid  ! 

Btl.  Heav'n  further  it ! 
For,  till  they  be  key-cold  dead,  there's  no 
trusting  of  *em.  [it, 

Whate'er  they  seem,  or  howsoe'er  they  carry 
Till  they  be  chap-fairn,  afld  their  tongues 
at  peace,  ['em. 

NaiI'd  in  tlieir  coflins  sure,  I'll  ne'er  believe 
Shall  I  talk  with  her? 

Afir.  No,  dear  friend,  be  quiet, 
And  be  at  peace  a  while. 

Bel.  I'll  walk  aside, 
And  come  again  anon.  But  take  heed  to  her: 
You  say  she  is  a  woman  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  Tiiiic  great  heed; 
For  if  she  do  not  cozen  thee,  then  hansj  me. 
Let  her  be  mad,  or  what  she  will,  she'll  cheat 
thee!  [Esit. 

Mir.  Away,  wild  fool !  How  vile  this  shews 
in  him  now ! 
Now  take  my  faith,  (before  ye  all  I  speak  it) 
And  with  it  my  repentant  love. 

La  Co,  This  seems  well. 

I^fir.  Were  but  this  lady  clear  again,  whose 
sorrows  [ftct, 

My  very  heart  melts  for,  were  she  but  pcr- 
(For  thus  to  marry  her  would  be  two  miseries) 
Before  the  richest  and  the  noblest  beautv, 
France,  or  the  world  could  shew  me,  I  would 
take  her:  [her. 

As  she  now  is,  ray  tears  and  prayers  shall  wed 

De  Ga.  This  makes  some  small  amends. 

B4)s.  She  beckons  to  you : 
To  us  too,  to  go  off. 

Nant.  Let's  draw  aside  all. 

\ Exeunt  omnen  prater  Oriana  and  MirahelL 

Ori.  Oh,  my  best  friend  !  I  would  fain  ■ 

Mir.  What  ?  she  speaks  well. 
And  with  another  voice. 

Ori.  But  1  am  fearful, 
And  shame  a  little  stops  my  tongue 

Mir.  Speak  boldly. 

Ori.  Tell  you,  I'm  well,  I'm  perfect  well ; 
('pray  you  mock  not) 
And  that  I  did  tU\^  to  provoke  your  nature ; 
Out  of  my  infinite  and  restless  love. 
To  win  your  pity.     Pardon  me  ! 

Afir.  Go  forward: 
Who  set  you  on  ? 

Ori.  None,  as  I  live,  no  creature ; 
Not  any  knew,  or  ever  dream'd  wlml  I  meant. 
Will  you  be  mine? 

Mir,  'Tis  true,  I  pity  you  ; 
But  when  I  mnrrv  you,  )ou  must  be  wiser. 
Nothing  but  tricks?  devices? 

Ori.  Will  you  shame  mc  ? 


Act  5.  Scene  2.] 
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Mir.  Yes,    marry,  will  T. — Come  near, 

come  near !  a  miracle  !  [marriag*'. 

The  woman's  well;  slie  was  only  mad  for 

Stark  mad  to  be  bton'd  to  death ;  give  her  good 

counsel.  [damsel? 

Will  tliis  world  never  mend  ?  Are  you  caught, 

Enter  Belltury  La  Castre,  Lugier^  Nantoiet, 
De  Gardj  Rosaluruy  and  Lillia, 
Bel.  How  u:oes  it  now? 
Altr.  Thou  art  a  kind  of  prophet ; 
The  woman's  well  again,  and  woiUd  have 
guH'd  me ;  [her. 

Well,  exci'llcnt  well,  and   not  a  taint  upon 
Bel.  Did  not  I  tell  you?  Let  'em  be  what 
can  be. 
Saints,  devils,  any  thine,  they  will  abuse  us. 
Thou  wert  an  ass  to  believe  her  so  lon^,  a 
coxcomb ;  [lions. 

Give  *em  a  minute,  they'll  abuse  whole  mil- 
Mir.  And  am  not  I  a  rare  physician,  gen- 
That  can  cure  dcsjJtTalc  mad  minds  ?  [tiemcn, 
De  Ga.  lie  not  iiibolcnt. 
Mir.  Well,  go  thy  ways:  From  this  hour 
I  disclaim  thee,  [love  thee. 

Unless  thou  hast  a  trick  above  this;  then  1*11 


You  owe  me  for  your  cure.  'Pray  bave  a  car« 

of  her, 
For  fear  she  fail  into  relapse.  Come,  Belleur; 
We'll  set  up  bills  to  cure  diseased  virginb. 

Bel.  Shall  we  be  merry? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  But  I'll  no  more  projects: 
If  we  could  make  'em  mad,  it  were  sorao 
mastery !  [Exeunt, 

Lii.  Tin  ;j:lad  she's  well  again. 

Has.  So  am  I,  certain. 
Be  not  asham'd. 

Ori.  1  shall  never  sec  a  man  more. 

De  Ga,  Come,  you're  a  fool !  had  yon  but 
told  me  this  trick. 
He  should  not  have  gloried  thus. 

Lug.  He  shall  not  long  neither. 

LaCa.  Be  rul'd,  and  be  at  peace:  You 
have  ray  consent. 
And  what  power  I  can  work  with. 

NatU.  Come,  leave  blufthing  ; 
We  are  your  friends :  An  honest  way  coir- 
pcll'd  you.  [pcnsV. 

Ileav'n  will  not  see  so  true  a  love  unrecon.- 
Come  in,  and  slight  him  too. 

Lug.  The  next  shall  hit  him.    .  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  De  Gard  and  Lugter: 

De  Gfl.'^l^WILL  be  discovered. 

•*■    Lug.  That's  the  worst  can  hap- 
pen :  [him, 
If  there  he  any  way  to  reach,  and  work  upon 
Upon  his  nature  suddenly,  and  catch  him — 

Tliat  he  loves, 
Tho'  he  dissemble  it  and  would  shew  contrary, 
And  will  at  length  relent,  I'll  lay  my  fortune ; 
Nay,  more,  my  life. 

De  Ga.  Is  she  won  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  ready, 
And  my  designments  set. 

De  Ga.  They're  now  for  travel ;  [wooing. 
All  for  that  game  again ;  thry  have  forgot 

Lug.  Let  'em  ;  we'll  tnivel  witii  'em. 

De  Ga.  VVhere's  his  t'athcr? 

Lug.  Within ;  he  knows  my  mind  too,  and 
allows  it. 
Pities  your  sister's  fortune  most  sincerely; 
And  has  appointed,  for  our  more  a£»si&tance, 
Some  of  his  secret  friends. 

De  Ga.  'Spted  the  plough  ! 

Lug.  Well  said  : 
And  be  you  serious  too. 

De  Ga.  I  sliall  be  diligent. 

Lug.  Let's  break  the  Ice  for  one,  the  rest 

will  drink  too  [gentlewomen 

(Believe  me,  sir)  of  the  same  cup:  My  young 

Wait  but  who  sets  the  game  a-foot;  tho*  they 

seem  stubborn, 

8D 


Reserv'd,  and  proud  now,  yet  I  know  tlieir 

hearts, 
Their  pulses  how  tliey  beat»  and  for  what* 


cause,  sir, 


And  how  they  long  to  venture  their  abilities 
In  a  true  quarrel.    Husbands  they  must  and 

will  have^ 
Or  nunneries,  and  thin  collations      [siness; 
To  cool  tlieir  bloods.    Ixit's  all  about  our  bu- 
And,  if  this  fail,  let  Nature  work  ! 

De  Ga.  You've  arm'd  me.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Mirahelly  Nantoiet,  and  La  Castre. 

Jm  Ca.  Will  YOU  be  wilful  then  ? 

Mir.  'Pray,  sir,  your  pardon  ; 
For  I  muse  travel.     Lie  lazy  here, 
Bound  to  a  wife  ?  chuiii'd  to  her  subtleties^ 
Her  humours,  and  her  wills,  which  are  mere 

fetters  ? 
To  have  her  today  pleas'd,  tomorrow  peevish, 
The  third  day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious  ? 
You  see,  before  they're  married,  what  iwo- 
riscifCS,  [us ": 

What  masks  and  mummeries  they  put  upon 
To  be  tied  here,  and  suffer  their  lavalto*s  f 

Nant.  'Tis  your  own  seeking. 

Mtr.  Yes,  to  get  my  freedom. 
Were  they  as  I  could  wish  'cm 

La  Ca.  Fools,  and  meacocks, 
To  endure  what  you  think  6t  to  put  upon  'em ! 
Come,  change  your  mind. 

2 


iQ4 


THE  WBLlMKJbSE  CHASE- 


[Act  5.  Scene  f- 


Mir.  Not  before  I  have  cha  ng*d  ai  r,  father . 
When  I  know  women  worthy  of  my  company, 
I  will  return  again  and  wait  upon  'em  ; 
^ill  then,  dear  sir,  1*11  ramble  all  the  world 

over  •*, 
And  run  all  hazards,  misery,  and  poverty. 
So  I  escape  the  dangerous  hay  of  matrimony ! 

Enter  Belleurand  Pinac, 

Tinac.  Are  you  resolv'd  ? 
Mir,  Yes,  certain;  I  wi)i  uut  a^ain. 
Pinac,  We  are  for  you,  sir ;  we  ar^  your 
servants  once  more : 
Once  more  we*ll  seek  our  fortune  i;i  strange 

countries; 
Ours  is  too  scornful  for  us. 
BeL  Is  there  ne'er  a  land 
That  you  have  read,  or  heard  of,  (for  I  care 

not  how  far  it  be. 
Nor  under  what  pestiferous  star  it  lies) 
A  happy  kingdom,  where  there  are  no  wumen  r 
Nor  have  been  ever?  nor  no  mention 
Ofany  such  lewd  things,  with  lewder  qualities? 
iFor  thither  would  I  travel ;  where  *tis  fehiuy 
^o  confess  he  had  a  mother ;  a  mistrebs,  trea- 
La  Ca,  Are  you  for  travel  too?         [son. 
BeL  For  any  thing, 
For  living  in  the  moon,  and  stopping  hedges. 
Ere  I  stay  here  to  be  abus'd,  and  baffled. 
Nant,  Why  did  you  not  break  your  minds 
to  me  ?  they  are  my  daughters  ; 
And  sure  I  think  I  should  have  that  command 

over  'en^> 
To  see  *em  well  bestow'd.    I  know  ye  arc 
gentlemen,  [parents; 

Men  of  fair  parts  and  states ;  I  know  your 

Andhadyctoldmeof  yourfairatFections 

Make  but  one  trial  more,  and  let  me  second 

BeL  No;  I'll  make  hob-nails  first,  and 
mend  old  kettles ! 
Can^ou  lend  me  an  armour  of  high  proof,  to 

appear  in. 
And  two  or  three  field-pieces  to  defend  me  ? 
The  king's  guard  are  mere  pigmies. 

Nant.  They'll  not  eat  yon.      [monsicurs, 
jpel.  Yes,  and  you  too,  and  twenty  fatter 


If  their  high  stomachs  hold  :  They  camcwith 

chopping-knivcs, 
To  cut  me  into  rounds  and  sirloins^,  and  $p 

powder  mc. 
Come,  shall  we  po  ? 

NatU.  Y'ou  cannot  be  so  disrourtcous. 
If  ye  intend  to  j;o,  as  not  lo  visit  'em, 
And  take  your  loaves. 

^fir.  That  we  dare  do,  and  civilly, 
And  thank  'em  too. 

Pinac.  Yes,  sir,  we  know  tliat  honesty**'. 
Bel.  ril  come  i'tli*  rear,  forty  foot  otf,  1^1 
att^surc  you. 
With  a  good  gun  in  my  hand ;  I'll  no  more 

Amazons, 
I  mean  no  more  of  their  frights :  I'll  make 

my  three  legs. 
Kiss  my  hand  twice,  and  if  I  smell  no  dandier.. 
If  the  interview  be  clear,  may-be  I'll  speak 

to  her; 
111  wear  a  privy  coat  too,  and  behind  me, 
To  make  those  parts  secure,  a  bandog  ^, 
La  Ca.  You  are  a  merry  gent  If  man. 
Bel.  A  wary  gentleman,  I  do  assure  you  ; 
I  have  been  warn'd,  and  must  be  arm'd. 

Jj(i  Ca.  Well,  son, 
These  are  your  hasty  thoughts ;  when  I  see 

you  are  bent  to  it, 
Then  I'll  believe,  and  join  with  you;  so  we'll 

leave  ye. 
The^e  is  a  trick  will  make  ye  stay.        [Exit. 
Nant.  I  hope  so.  \Exit^ 

Mir.  We  have  vKjn  unn^ortal  fame  now, 

if  we  leave  *em. 
Pinac^  You  have,  but  we  have  lost. 
Mir.  Pinac,  ihou'rt  cozen'd; 
I  know  they  love  you ;  and  to  gain  vou  hand^ 
somely,        '  [millions : 

Not  to  be  thought  to  yield,  they  would  give 
Their  father's  willingncbS,  that  must  needs 
shew  yoti. 

Pinac.  If  I  thor.ght  so^ 

Mir.  You  shall  be  haiii;'d,  you  recreant ! 
Would  YOU  turn  rcnrjiailo  now? 

Bel.  No ;  let's  away,  boys, 
Out  of  the  air  and  tumult  «)V  iheir  villainies. 
Tho'  I  were  married  to  th^t  grashopper, 


1*  ril  amble  all  the  norld  over.]  We  have  ventured  ^  insert  rumble^  which  Is  a  much  better 
word  here  than  amhle^  and  probably  the  right. 

*>  To  cut  me  into  rands  and  sirhin^.]  As  we  can  annex  no  meaning  to  the  word  rands  in 
this  passage,  we  have  inserted  rounds.  A  round  of  beef  is  almost  as  common  a  phrase  as  ^ 
mrloin.' 

^  Honesti/.l  i,  c.  Good-breeding,  good-manners.         Sympson. 

«•  Bandog.j  This  word  has  often  occurred  before.  It  is  frequently  to  be  met  with  in  our^ 
old  writers,  as  a  term  of  reproach  ;'  as  in  Massinger's  Virgin  Martyr,  act  ii.  scene  U, 

'        '     *  Sirrah  ]  bandog  /  * 
It  appears  to  have  been  tije  name  of  a  dog  of  the  fierce  kind :  thus  in  the  same  play,  activ. 
scene  ^ 

'  What  bandogs  but  you  two  would  worry  a  woman  ? ' 
And  again,  act  v.  scen^  t,  ' 

*  Bandogs  (kept  three  days  hungry)  worriecj 

*  A  thousand  iBritish  rascals,'  SfC.        R. 

It  seems  in  this  place  to  signify  some  part  of  dress  which  had  derived  \ts  nanve  from  tho 
dog;  though  it  may  mean  literally  a  ^'(^<'ir<  ' 
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And  had  her  fast  by  th'  legs,  I  siiould  think 
she  would  cozen  lue. 

Enter  a  young  factor,   ^\ 

Tat.  Monsieur  Mirabell,  I  take  it? 

Mir,  You're  i'th'  right,  sir. 

Fac,  I  am  come  to  seek  you,  sir ;  I  have 
been  at  your  fatlier's, 
And  understanding  you  were  here 

Mir,  You're  welcome. 
]tf ay  I  crave  your  name  ? 

fac,  Foss,  sir,  and  your  ser\'ant. 
That  you  may  know  me  better,  I  am  factor 
To  your  old  merchant,  Levcrdure. 
.    Mir.  How  does  he  ? 

Fac.  Weil,  sir,  I  hope;  he  is  now  at  Orleans, 
^bout  some  business. 

Mir.  You  are  once  more  welcome. 
Your  master's  a  right  honest  man,  and  one 
lam  much  beholdin(;to,and  must  very  shortly 
Xroubic  his  love  agaiu. 

Fac.  You  may  be  bold,  sir. 

Mir.  Your  busiuess,  if  you  please  now? 

FaCt  This  it  is,  sir. 
J  know  you  well  remember,  in  your  travel, 
A  Genoa  merchant 

Mir,  I  remember  many. 

Fac.  But  this  man,  sir,  particularly ;  ypur 
own  benefit 
Must  needs  imprint  him  in  yon ;  one  Alberto, 
A  gentleman  you  sav'd  from  being  murder'd 
A  little  from  Bologna : 
1  was  then  myself  in  Italy,  and  supplied  you, 
Tho'  haply  you  have  forj*ot  me  now. 

Mir,  No,  I  remember  you. 
And  that  Alberto  too;  a  noble  {zcntleman. 
More  to  remember  were  to  thank  n)yself,  sir. 
iVliat  of  that  gentleman  ? 

Fac,  He's  dead. 

Mir,  I'm  sorry.  [sister 

Fac.  But  on  his  death-bed,  leaving  to  his 
All  that  he  had,  beside  some  certain  jewels, 
(Which,  witJi  a  ceremony,  he  bequeathed  to 

you. 
In  grateful  memory)  he  commanrled  strictly 
His  sister,  as  she  iov'd  him  and  his  peace, 
To  see  those  jewels  safe  and  true  deliver'd, 
And,  with  them,  his  l£^>t  love.    She,  us  ten- 
der to  [vant 
Observe  this  will,  not  trustinir  friond  nor  scr- 
With  such  a  weight,  is  conic  lieraelf  to  Paris, 
And  at  my  master's  house. 

Mir,  You  tell  me  a  wonder. 

Fac.  T  tell  you  a  truth,  sir.    She  is  youpg 

and  handsome. 

And  well  attendee) ;  of  much  state  and  riches ; 

So  loving  and  obedient  to  her  bn)ther,  [also. 

That,  ou  my  conscience,  if  Jje  had  given  her 


She  would  most  willingly  hare  made  her 
tender. 
'  Mir,  May  not  T  see  her? 

Fac,  S!je  desires  it  heartily. 

Mir.  And  presently? 

Fac.  She's  now  about  ^rae  business, 
Passing  accounts  of  some  few  debts  here 
And  buying  jewels  of  a  merchant,      [owingi 

Mir,  Is  sJje  >yealthy  ?  [venture : 

Fac.  J  would  you  had  her,  sir,  at  all  ad- 
Hor  brother  had  a  main  state. 

illir.  And  fair  ton? 

Fac.  The  prime  of  all  those  parts  of  Ita]y\ 
For  beauty  and  for  courtesy. 

Mir.  I  must  needs  see  her. 

Fac.  Tis  all  her  business,  sir.    You  maj 
now  see  her ; 
But  tomorrow  will  be  fitter  for  your  yisitatioiy 
For  she  is  not  yet  prcpar'd. 

Mir.  Only  her  sight,  sir; 
And,  when  you  shaJl  think  fit,  for  further 
visit.  [your  comin;:. 

Fac.  Sir,  you  may  see  her,  and  Fll  wait 

Mir.  And  I'll  be  with  ye  instantly.  I  know 
the  house ; 
Mean  time,  my  love,  and  thanks,  sir  ! 

Fac,  Your  poor  servant !  [Fxit, 

Finac,  Thou  hast  the  strangest  luck !  What 
was  that  Alberto? 

Mir,  An  honest  noble  merchant,  'twns  my 
chance  [him, 

To  rescue  from  some  rogues  had  almost  slain 
And  lie  in  kindness  to  remember  this ! 

Bel.  Now  we  shall  have  you  [ness,) 

(For  all  your  protestations,  and  your  forward 
Find  out  strange  fortunes  in  this  lady's  eyes. 
And  new  enticements  to  put  oft' your  journey  j 
And  who  shall  have  honour  then? 

Mir.  No,  no,  never  fear  it: 
I  must  needs  see  her,  to  receive  my  legacy. 

Bel.  If  it  be  tied  up  in  her  smock,  iicav'it 
help  thee ! 
May  not  wc  see  too  }- 

Mir.  Yes,  afore  we  go : 
l  must  he  known  myself  ere  T  be  able 
To  make  thee  welcome.     Wouldst  thou  see 

more  women  ? 
I  thonj^ht  you  had  been  out  of  love  with  all. 

Bel.  1  may  he, 
(I  find  that)  with  the  least  encouragement; 
Yet  I  desire  to  see  whether  all  countries 
Are  naturally  possess'd  with  the  same  spirits: 
For  if  they  be,  I'll  take  a  monastery. 
And  never  travel ;  for  I  had  rather  lie  a  friar, 
And  livemew'd  up,  than  be  a  fool,  and  floured. 

Mir,  Well,  well,  I'll  meet  you  anon,  then 

tt'll  you  more,  boys ;  [ney  <•* ; 

However,  stand  prepar'd,  prest  for  our  jour- 


f  Prest. 1  Prepar'd,  ready.        Sijmpton. 

So  in  The  four  P's,  by  John  Heywood,  (Dodsley's  Collection,  vol.  i.  p.  95,) 

'  Who  may  not  play  one  day  in  a  week 

*  May  think  his  thrift  far  to  seek. 

*  Devise  what  pastime  that  ye  think  best, 

*  Aud  make  ye  sure  to  fiu(\e  m^  prtU*         A* 
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For  certain,  we  shall  go,  I  think,  when  I  have 

seen  her, 
And  view'd  licr  well. 

Finac.  Go,  i!0,  and  well  wait  for  ye; 
Your  fortune  directs  ours. 

Bel.  You  shall  find  us  i*th'  tavern, 
LAincuting  in  sack  nnd  sugar^^/or  our  losses. 
If  she  be  right  Italian,  and  want  servants, 
You  may  prefer  the  properest  man :  How  I 
Worry  a  woman  now  !  [could 

Finac,  Come,  tome,  leave  prating  ; 
You  may  have  enough  to  do,  without  this 
boasting.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Lugier,  De  Gard,  Rosalura,  and  Lillia- 

Bianca. 

Lug,  TI:is  is  the  last  adventure. 

De  Ga.  And  the  happiest, 
Ai  we  hope,  too. 

Rot.  We  should  be  glad  to  find  it. 

Lil.  Wtio  shall  conduct  us  tliithcr? 

Lug.  Your  man  is  ready,  [man ; 

For  I  must  not  be  seen ;  no,  nor  this  gentle- 
That  H»ay  bej^ct  suspicion ;  all  the  rest 
Are  people  of  no  doubt.    1  would  have  ye, 
ladies,  [ye. 

Keep  your  old  liberties,  and  do  as  we  instruct 
Come,  look  not  pale,  yc  shall  not  lo«e  your 
wishes,  .  [happy. 

Nor  beg  *em  neither,  but  be  yourselves,  and 

Bm.  I  tell  you   true,  \  cannot  hold  oO* 
Nor  give  no  more  hard  language.,      [longer, 

De  Ga.  You  shall  not  need.. 

Bos.  I  love  the  gentleman,  and  roust  now 
sljew  it: 
Shall  I  beat  a  proper  man  out  of  heart } 

Lug.  There's  none  advises  you. 

Lit.  Taith,  I  repent  me  too. 

Lug.  Repent,  and  spoil  all ; 
Tell  what  you  know,  you  had  best! 

Lil.  ril'tell  what  Ithink; 
For  if  he  ask  me  now,  if  I  can  love  him, 
I'll  tell  him,  Yes,  I  can.     The  man's  a  kind 

man, 
And  out  of  his  true  honesty  affects  mc. 
Altho*he  phiy'd  the  fool,  which  I  requited, 
Uust  I  still  hold  him  at  tiic  staff's  end  ? 

Lug.  You  are  two  strantre  women. 

Bos.  We  Uiay  be,  if  we  fool  still. 

Lug.  Dare  ye  believe  me  ? 
Follow  but  this  advice  I  have  set  you  in  now, 
And  if  ye  lose — Would  ye  yield  now  so  basely.^ 
Give  up  without  your  honours  sav'd  ? 

De  Ga,  !py,  ladies ! 
Preserve  your  freedom  still. 


Lil.  Well,  well,  for  this  time. 
Tm^.  And  carry  that  full  state- 


BoSi  That's  as  the  wind  stands; 
If  it  begin  to  chop  about,  and  scant  us, 
Hang  me,  but  1  know  what  I'll  do !  Come, 

direct  us; 
I  make  no  doubt,  we  shall  do  handsomely. 
De  Ga.  Some  part  o'th*  way  we'll  wait  upon 
you,  ladies ; 
The  rest  your  u.an  supplies. 

Lug,  I)o  well,  rU  honour  ye.       [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Factor  and  Mirabell,  Oriana,  and  two 

merchants. 

Fac,  Look  you,  sir,  there  she  is;,  you  see 
how  busy. 
Mcthinks  you  are  infinitely  bound  to  her,  for, 
her  journey. 

Mir.  How  gloriously  she  shews!  She  is  a 
tall  woman. 

Fac,  Of  a  fair  size,  sir.     My  master  not 
being  at  home, 
I  have  l»€en  so  out  of  my  wits  to  get  her  com- 
pany ! 
I  mean,  sir,  of  her  own  fair  sex,  and  fashion-— 

]\]ir.  A  far  off,  she  is  most  fair  too. 

Fac    Near,  most  excellent. — 
At  length,  1  have  entreated  two  fair  ladies, 
(And  happily  you  know 'em) the  young daugli- 
Of  monsieur  Nantolct *  [ten 

Alir,  I  know  'em  well,  sir. 
What  arc  those  ?  jewels  ? 

Fac.  All. 

Mir.  They  make  a  rich  show. 

Fac.  There  is  a  matter  of  ten  thousand 
pounds  too 
Was  owing  here :  You  see  those  merchants 

with  her; 
They  have  brought  it  in  now. 

Mir.  How  handsomely  her  shape  shews! 

Fac,  Those  arc  still  neat;  your  Italians 
are  most  curious. 
Now  she  looks  this  way. 

Mir.  Sh'  has  a  goodly  presence !  [you  ; 
How  full  of  courtesy  I  Well,  sir,  I'll  leaver 
And  if  I  may  be  bold  to  bring  a  friend  or  two. 
Good  noble  gentlemen 

Fac,  No  doubt,  you  may,  sir; 
For  you  have  most  command. 

Aiir,  I  have  seen  a  wonder !  [Exit, 

Ori,  Is  he  gone  ? 

Fac.  Yes. 

Ori.  How.? 

Fac.  Taken  to  the  utmost : 
A  wonder  dwells  about  him. 


•^  Sack  and  sugar.]  *  Sugar  and  sack  was  a  favourite  liquor  in  Shakespeare's  time  :  In  a 

*  letter  describing  queen  Elizabeth's  entertainment  at  Killingworth-castle,  1575,  by  R.  L. 

*  [Langham]  bl.  1.  12mo,  the  writer  says,  (p.  86.)  "  Sipt  I  nO  more  sak  and  tuger  than  I  do 
**  Malmzey,  I  should  not  blush  so  much  a  dayz  as  I  doo."    And  in  another  place,  describing 

*  a  minstrell,  who,  being  somewhat  irascible,  had  been  offended  by  the  company,  he  adds, 
"  At  last,  by  sum  entreaty,  and  many  fair  woords,  with  sak  and  suger,  we  sweeten  him  again.*' 

*  P.  53.'        Dr.  Pcrcy's.note  oo  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act'ii.  scene  4.        R. 
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Ori.  He  did  not  guess  at  me?      [woman. 

Fac.  No ;  be  secure,  you  shew  another 
He  is  gone  to  fetch  his  friends. 

Ori,  Where  are  the  gentlewomen  ? 

Fac,  Here,  here ;  no'v  they  are  come^ 
Sit  still,  and  let  them  see  you. 

Enter  Rosalura,  lAlUa,  and  Serount 

Ko$.  'Pray  you,  w here's  my  friend,  sir? 

Fac.  She  is  within,  ladies ;  but  here's  an- 
other gentlewoman,  [her, 
A  stranger  to  this  town :  So  please  you  visit 
Twill  be  well  taken. 

Lil.  Where  is  she  ? 

Fac,  There,  above,  ladies. 

Sert}.  Bless  me !  what  thing  is  this  !  Two 

pinacks  [woodcocks  ? 

Upon  her  pate !  Is't    not  a  glode  to  catch 

Ro$.  Peace,  you  rude  knave  ! 

Strv.  What  a  Iwuncin^  bum  she  has  too! 
There's  sail  enou*:h  lor  a  carrack4'. 

Hos,  What  is  this  lady? 
For,  as  I  live,  slie's  a  goodly  woman. 

Fuc.  Guess,  guess. 

Lil,  1  h.ivo  not  seen  a  nobler  presence. 

Serv,  Tib   a  lusty  wench  I   now  could  I 
spend  my  forty-pence,  X^^^f 

With  all  my  heart,  to  have  but  one  fling  at 
To  j»ive  her'but  a  swashing  blow«. 

Lil.  You  rascal! 

Serv,  Ay,  that's  all  a  man  has  for's  good 
•11     ♦T  _ -n  L_  I .1.  r..»^  » 


will :.  Twill  be  loni^  cnouL'h 


fme.' 


Before  you  cry,  *  (^ouie,  Anthony,  and  kiss 

Lil.  I'll  have  you  whipt. 

Rttt.  Has  my  friend  seen  this  lady? 

Fuc,  Yes,  yes,  and  is  well  known  to  her. 

Ros.  I  much  admire  her  presence. 

Lil.  So  i\o  I  too ; 
For,  I  protest,  she  is  the  handsomest, 
The  rarest,  and  the  newest  to  mine  eye. 
That  ever  1  saw  yet. 

Ros.  I  l(>n«:  to  know  her; 
My  friend  shall  do  that  kindness. 

''Ori,  So  she  shall,  ladies: 
Come,  'pray  ytm  come  up. 

Rns.  Oh  mc ! 

Lil.  Hang  mc,  if  I  knew  her ! 
Were  I  a  man  myself,  I  should  now  love  you  ; 
Nay,  I  should  dote. 

Ros.  I  dare  not  trust  mine  eyes  ; 
For,  as  1  live,  you  are  the  str.uigestalter'd— 
I  must  come  up  to  know  the  truth. 

Serv    So  must  I,  lady ; 
For  I  am  a  kind  of  unbeliever  too. 

Lil.  Get  you  gone,  sirrah ; 
And  what  you  have  seen  be  secret  in  ;  you 

are  paid  else ! 
No  more  o^  your  loni»  tongue. 

Fac.  Will  ye  co  in,  ladies, 
And  talk  with  her  r  These  ventures  will  come 

btraight. 
Away  with  this  fellow. 


IJl.  There,  sirrali ;  go,  disport  vou. 
Serv.    I  would   the   trunk-hosM  woman 


would  go  with  me ! 


[Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Mirabel  I ,  Pinac,and  Belleun 

Pinac.  Is  she  so  glorious  handsome? 

Mir,  You  would  wonder; 
Our  women  look  like  gipsies,  like  Gills  to  her; 
Their  cioaths  and   fashions  beggarly,    and 
Base,  old,  and  scurvy.  [bankrupt, 

Bel.  How  looks  her  face? 

Mir,  Most  heavenly ; 
And  the  becoming  motion  of  her  bQdy 
So  sets  her  off! 

Bel,  Why,  then  we  shall  stay. 

Afir,  Pardon  me. 
That's  more  than  1  know;  if  she  be  that  womaa 
She  appears  to  be 

Bel,  As  'tis  impossible. 

Mir.  I  shall  then  tell  you  more. 

Pinac.  Did  you  speak  to  her  ? 

Mir,  No,  no,  T  only  saw  her,  she  was  busy: 
Now  I  go  for  that  end ;  and  mark  her,  gen- 
tlemen. 
If  she  appear  not  to  you  one  o'  th'  sweetest, 
Tlie  hand>omest,  the  fairest,  in  behaviour— 
We  shall  meet  the  two  wenches  there  too  ;. 

they  come  to  visit  her, 
To  wonder,  as  we  do. 

Pinac.  Then  we  shall  meet  'em. 

Brl.  I  had  rather  meet  two  bears. 

Mir.  There  you   may  take  your  leaveSy 
dispatch  that  business. 
And,  as  ye  find  their  Immours— 

Pinac.  Is  your  love  there  too  ? 

Mir,  No,  certain ;  she  has  no  great  heart 
to  set  out  again. 
This  is  the  hous<» ;  I'll  usher  you. 

Bel.  I'll  bless  me. 
And  take  a  good  heart,  if  I  can. 

Mir,  Come,  nobly.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Factory  Rosalura^  LiUiay  and  Oriana, 

Fac.  They  are  come  in.      Sit  you  two  off 
as  strangers ; 

Enter  Boy, 

There,  lady.    Where's  the  boy  ?    Be  ready, 

sirrah, 
And  clear  your  pipes;  tlie  music  now;  they 

enter.  [Music. 

Enter  Mirabell,  PinaCy  and  Belleur, 

Pimic,  What  a  state  she  keeps  !  How  far 
off  they  sit  from  her  !  [ly  ! 

How  rich  she  is  I  Ay,  marry,  this  shews  brave- 
Be/.  She  is  a  lusty  wench,  and  iiiay  aliurs 
I  a  good  man ; 


^  Carrnck.  Sec  note  *  on  The  Elder  Brother. 

m  A  wasliing  blow. I  Surely  we  should  read,  twoihing* 
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But  if  she  have  a  tongue,  FU  not  give  two- 
pence ibr  her. 
There  sits  my  fury ;  how  I  shake  to  see  her  I 

Fac,  Madam,  this  is  the  gentleman. 

Mir,  How  sweet  slic  kisses ! 
She  has  a  spring  dwells  on  lier  lips,  a  Paradise! 
Hiis  is  tlie  legacy. 

SONG. 

From  the  honoured  dead  I  bring 
1  hus  his  lu%-e  and  last  otfVing. 
Take  it  nobly,  'lis  your  due, 
From  a  (^iend^»hip  ever  true. 
From  a  faith,  &c* 

Ori.  Most  noble  sir, 
Thii  from  mv  now-dead  brotlier,  as  his  love, 
And  grateful  memory  of  your  j^reat  bentlit; 
From  me  my  thanks,  my  wishes,  and  my  ser- 
vice. 
Till  I  am  more  acquainted,  T  am  silent ; 
Only  I  dare  say  this,  you  are  truly  noble. 

Mir,  What  should  I  think  ? 

Pinac.  Think  youVe  a  handsome  fortune : 
*Woulc  I  had  such  another ! 

Rot.  Ye  are  well  met,  gentlemen ; 
W'e  hear  ye  are  for  travel? 

Pinac,  You  hear  true,  lady; 
And  come  to  take  our  leaves. 

Ul.  We'll  along  with  ye:  [ney. 

We  see  you're  grown  so  witty  by  your  jour- 
We  cannot  chuse  but  step  out  tuo.  This  lady 
We  mean  to  wait  upon  as  far  as  Italy. 

Bel.  rU  travel  into  Wales,  amongst  the 
mountains. 
In  hope  they  cannot  find  rneJ*. 

Rot.  If  vou  go  further, 
So  good  and  free  society  we  hold  ye, 
We'll  jog  along  too,  ,    .   , 

Pinac.  Are  you  so  valiant,  lady  f 

IaI.  And  we'll  be  merry,  sir,  and  laugh. 
.  Pinac,  It  may  be 
We'll  go  by  sea. 

Ul.  Why,  'tis  the  only  voyage ; 
I  love  a  sea-vova«;e,  and  a  blustVmg  tempest ; 

And  let  all  split !  ,         , , 

Pinac.  This  is  a  dainty  damsel ! 

I  think  'twill  tame  you.  Can  you  ride  post? 
Lil.  Oh,  exceUently!  I  am  never  weary 

th&t  WAV  * 

A  hundred  mile  n-day  is  notl)ine:  with  me. 
Bel.  ril  travel  underground.  Do  you  hear, 

sweet  lady  ? 

I  find  it  will  be  dangerous  for  a  woman.       ^ 

Rot,  No  danger,  sir,  I  warrant;  I  love  to 

be  under  L         * 

BeL  I  see  she  will  abuse  me  all  the  world 

But  say  we  pass  thro'  Germany,  and  drink 

hard? 
R(tt,  We'll  learn  to  drink  and  swagger  too. 

BeL  She'll  beat  me ! 
Lady,  I'll  live  at  home. 


Rot.  And  I'll  lite  with  tliee; 
And  we'll  keep  house  together. 

BeL  ril  keep  hounds  first; 
And  those  I  hate  right  heartily. 

Pinac.  1  go  for  Turky ; 
y\nd  ^o  it  may  be  up  into  Persia. 

Lii,  We  caimo.t  know  too  much;  111  tra« 

vel  vvith  you. 
Pinac.  And  you*ll  abuse  me  ? 
LiL  Like  enough. 
Pinac.  Tis  dainty  ! 
BeL  I  will  live  in  a  bawdy-hous6< 
Ros.  I  dare  come  to  you. 
BeL  Say,  I'm  dispos'ci  to  hang  myself^ 
Ros.  There  I'll  leave  you. 
BeL  I  am  glad  I  know  how  to  avoid  you. 
Mir.  May  I  speak  yet?  « 

Fac.  She  beckons  to  you.  ("pence, 

Mir.  Lady,  I  could  wish  I  knew  to  recom- 
Even  with  the  service  of  my  life,  those  pains^ 
And  those  high   favours  you  liave  thrown 

upon  me : 
'Till  I  be  more  desertful  in  your  eye,  [you, 
And  'till  my  duty  shall  make  known  I  honour 
Noblest  of  women,  do  me  but  this  favour 
To  accept  this  back  again,  as  a  poor  testimony. 
Ori.  I  must  have  you  too  with  'em ;  else 
the  will,  [fring'd,  sir  j 

That  says  they  must  rest  with  you,  is  in- 
Which,  pardon  me,  I  dare  not  do. 

Mir.  Take  me  then ; 
And  take  me  with  the  truest  love* 

Ori,  Tis  certain. 
My  brother  lov'd  you  dearly,  and  I  ought 
As  dearly  to  preserve  that  love :  But,  sir, 
Tho'  I  were  willing,  these  are  but  your  cere* 
monies. 
Mir.  As  I  have  life,  I  speak  my  soul ! 
Ori.  I  like  you :  [inony^ 

But  how  you  can  like  me,  without  I've  testi* 

A  stranger  to  you 

Mir.  I'll  marry  you  immediately ; 
A  fair  state  i  dare  promise  you. 
HlL  Yet  she'll  cozen  thee. 
OrL  'Would  some  fair  gentleman  durst 

promise  for  you ! 
Mir,  By  ail  tliat's  good — — 

Enter  La  Castre,  Nantolety  Lugier^  and  D$ 

Gardm 

AIL  And  we'll  make  up  the  rest,  lady. 
Ori.  I'hen,  Oriana  takes  you.  Nay,  she  bai 
caught  you  ! 
If  you  start  now,  let  all  the  world  cry  shanle 

on  you ! 
I  have  out-travell'd  you. 

BeL  Did  not  I  say  she  would  cheat  thee? 

Mir.  I  thank  you !  I  am  pleas'd  you  haT« 

deceiv'd  me. 

And  willingly  I  swallow  it,  and  joy  in't: 

And  yet,  perhaps,  I  know  you.    Whoae  plol 

was  this?  ' 


»•  I  hope  they  cunnotfindme.]  So  all  former  editions. 
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THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


«09 


Lfig.  Hc*s  not  ashhin'd  thnt  cast  it :  lie  tbut 
executed, 
FoHowv'd  your  father's  will. 

Stlir,  What  a  world's  this! 
Kotliini;  hut  craft  a.id  cozenage  ? 

Ori,  Wlio  bejuii,  sir? 

Mtr.  Well;  I  do  lake  thee  upon  mere 

coiupassion ;  [moiiy. 

And  I  do  think  I  shall  love  thee.  As  a  tebCi- 

1*11  burn  iny  hook,  and  turn  a  new  leaf  over. 

But  these  tine  cloatiis  you  shall  wear  still. 

Ori.  I  obey  you,  sir,  in  all. 

Nunt,  And  how,  how,  daughters?   Wnat 
say  you  to  these  gentlemen  ? 
What  sav  ye,  Keutleiucn,  to  the  i^irls  ? 

Finac.  By  my  troth — if  she  can  love  me. 

IJf.  How  long? 

Pinac.  Nay,  if  once  you  love 

LiL  Then  take  me, 
And  take  your  chance. 

Pinac.  Most  willinij;ly !  You  are  mine, lady; 
And  if  I  use  you  not,  that  you  may  love  me — 

LU,  A  niatcii,  i*  faith. 

Pinac,  Why,  now  you  travel  witli  me. 

Ru$.  How  Uiat  thing  stands ! 


Bel.  It  will,  if  you  urge  it*". 
Bless  your  five  wit* ! 

Hitt.  Nay,  pritfiee  stay;  V\\  have  thee. 

Bef.  You  must  a^k  me  leave  first. 

Rtft.  Wilt  thou  use  me  kindly^ 
And  heat  mc  hut  once  a  week  ? 

BfL  I  f  you  deserve  no  more. 

Rtti.  And  wilt  thou  get  me  with  child? 

Bci.  Dost  thou  ask  mc  seriously? 

Rtn.  Yes,  indeed  do  I. 

BeL  Yes,  I  will  get  thee  with  cluld.  Come 
presently, 
An*t  be  hut  in  revenge,  1*11  do  thee  that  cour- 
tesy. ftJiee ! 
Well,  if  thou  wilt  fear  God,  and  me,  have  at 

Riu.  I'll  love  you,  and  1*11  honour  you. 

Bel.  I  am  plcasM  tiieu. 

Mir,  This  Wiid-Goose  Chase  is  done;  w« 
have  won  o*  both  sides. 
Brother,  your  love,  and  now  to  church  of 

all  hands; 
Let*s  lose  no  time. 

Piuuc,  *.  ^ur  travelling  lay  by. 

BtL  No  more  for  Italy;  for  the  Low 
Countries,  1 9>.  [^Exeuni  bmnet. 


**  Bell,  ft  tcill,  if  ye  urge  if.]  The  want  of  a  t>egative  makes  Bellcur  say  just  the  contrary 
to  what  he  designed, 

*  It  will  not  if  ye  urge  it.'        Sr/mpson. 
The  insertion  of  the  negative  reverses  what  the  Poets  most  clearly  intended  to  say. 

Bell.  No  more/or  Italyyfnr  the  Laoy-Onintriti.]  The  reading  which  the  present  edition 
exhibits  is  Mr.  Theobald's,  and  a  happy  one  it  is,  as  it  both  completes  tiic  sense,  and  keeps 
up  tlie  solemn  custom  of  not  only  the  pliiy-wrights  of  our  Authors,  but  these  of  our  present 
time,  vijr.  of  making  each  drama  conclude  in  a  jingle.        Sympum. 

A  strong  reason  for  supposing  tlie  I  was  lost  at  the  press,  is,  that  the  first  edition  has  a 
icoioma  at  the  cud  of  this  play, 

<  ■  for  the  Low  Countries,' 
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A  WIFE  FOR  A  MONTHi 

A  TRAGI-COMEDY* 


llifc  Coraniendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher;  and  tlie  Prtf- 
logiic  speaks  of  the  Author  in  the  lingular  number.  It  was  first  printed  in  tlie  folio  ot 
1647.  We  do  not  know  chat  it  ever  received  any  altcratiops ;  nor  has  it  been  performed  in 
the  course  of  many  years  paSt,  And  indeed,  notwithstanding  the  noble  flights  of  poetry 
with  which  this  Tra^i-'-Comedy  abounds,  tlife  subject  is  of  such  a  nUture  aft  must  DecesiA* 
rily  preclude  its  representation  on  the  modern  theatre. 


1*1^ 


f  I  Ml   ■■ 


PROLOGUE. 


Vou're  itelcortie,  getitlemen  \  and  Vould  our 

fcjist 
Were  so  well  scason'd,  to  please  cv'ry  guest ! 
Ingenuoi)*)  appetites,  I  hdpe  we  shall. 
And  their  exaiiuties  may  preVaii  in  alt. 
( )ur  noble  frienn,  wliO  writ  this,  bi:l  mc  say, 
lle'd  ruther  dress,  upun  a  triumph-day,  [too, 
Aly  lurd-mayor*s  tV^st,  and  make  him  sauces 
Sauce  for  each  ^vVal  mouth,  nay  further  go, 
He'd  rather  build  up  those  inrincible  pics 
And  castle-custards  that  aflfrtght  all  eye$i 


Nay  eat  'em  all  And  their  artillery, 
Than  dress  fur  such  a  curious  compaiiy 
One  single  dish :    Yet  he  has  pleas  d  ye  tod^ 
And  Tou>c  colnf^ss'd  he  knew  tireli  what  td 

do  1 
Be  hungry  as  you  were  wont  to  be,  and^  bring 
^harp  stomachs  to  the  stories  he  shall  sing^ 
And  Ite  dare  yet,  he  says,  prepare  a  table 
Shall  make  you  say,  Wel^  dreftt|  and  be  well 

able; 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Alphonso^  King  of  Naples. 

tliEDERiCK,  Brother  to  AlphoMo,  and  Usur- 
per of  his  Kinfidom. 

SottANO,  a  Lordy  Brother  to  Evanthe,  Fre- 
derick's Instrument. 

ValeRIO,  a  iioble }founii  Lrtrdy  Servanty  after" 
z/ffird  married  to  Erafithc. 

Camillo,     ) 

Cleantiies,>  Three  honest  Court  Lords. 

Mevallo,    j 

RuGi'S  an  honest  Lord^  Friend  to  Alphonso, 

Marco,  «  Friar,  Atphonsu's  Friend. 

I^udraMo^  a  necessarif  Creature  to  Sorano, 


Tony,  Frederick't, knavish  FiioL 
Ca^truccio,  Captain  of' the  Citadel^  ttri  h&^ 

nest  Ulan. 
Cupid  and  Graces,  toith  other  Masquers. 
Lawyer. — Physieiau. — Captain.— CutpuM. 
Citizttif  fmd  Attctidatitt. 

QuKEV,  Wife  to  Frederick^  u  virtuous  I^tfyi 
EVANTiiE,  Sister  to  Soranot  the  chaste  Wife 

.    qfValerio;  or  A  Wife  for  a  Month. 
Cassandra,  an  old  Bawd^  Waiting^^wonmn 
to  Evunthe, 


Ladies^  and  City  Wives. 


SCENE,  Naples. 


ACT   I. 


SCE^fE  I. 

Enter  Frcd&irky  Sitranoj  Valeria,  Cainillo, 

CleantheSy  Menalio,  and  attendants. 
■Sorano.  "YX/ItL  your  Grace  speak  ? 

^  ^    Fred.  Let  me  alone  j  Sorado : 


Altho*  my  thchights  skem  sad,  they're  wtU 
come  to  me.  [wishes^ 

S(/r.  You  kit«w  I'm  private  as  your  secret 
Ready  to  fling  my  soul  upon  your  Mrvice  *, 
Ere  your  command  be  on'L 

Fred.  Did  those  depart. 


«  Readt^  to  fling  my  soul,  &c.]  Sorano's  readiness  to  assist  his  master's  amours  is  «qaal  ta* 
,«id  a»  infamous  as,  that  of  Paudarus,  in  Shakcspcarc*s  Truilus  and  Cressida.        H. 
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[Act  1.  Scene  i. 


5br.  You  nrast  retire,  my  lords. 
Cam.  Wliat  nc^*  dcbign 
Is  hammering  in  his  head  now  ? 

Cle.  Let's  pray  heartily  M^? 

None  of  our  heads  meet  with't :  My  wife's 
That's  all  my  comfort. 

Men.  Mine's  ugly,  that  I  am  sure  on, 

And  I  think  lK)n«t»t  too ;  *twuokl  make  me 

start  else.  [fever, 

Cfun.  Mine's  troubled  in  the  country  w  ith  a 

'And  some  few  infirmities  else.    He  looks 

again;  [business*. 

Come,   let's  retire:  Certain  'tis  some  she- 

This  new  lord's  employ'd.        [Exeuut  lords. 

VaL  I'll  not  be  for  off, 
Because  I  doubt  tl)e  cause.  [Retires. 

Fred.  Are  they  all  »:one? 
SifT.  All  but  your  faithful  servant 
Fred.  I  would  tell  thee. 
But  'tis  a'  thing  thou  canst  not  like. 

Sor.  'Pray  you  speak  it : 
Is  it  my  head  ?  I  have  »t  ready  for  you,  sir: 
ils't  any  action  in  my  power?  my  wit? 
I  care  not  of  what  nature,  nor  what  follows. 
Fred,  I  am  in  love. 

&»r.  That's  the  least  thing  of  a  tliousand, 
i'be  easiest  to  atchicve. 

Fred.  Biit  with  whom,  Sorano? 

Stfr.  With  whom  you  please^you  must  not 

be  denied,  sir. 
JVet/.Say,it  be  with  one  of  thy  kinswomen? 
Sor.  Say,  with  all; 
I  shall  more  love  your  Grace,  I  shall  more 
honour  you;  [sure! 

And  'would  I  had  enough  to  serve  your  plea- 
Fred.  Why,  'tis  thy  sister  then,  the  fair 
Evmithe; 
I'll  be  plain  with  thee. 

Sor.  ril  be  as  plain  with  ^oa,  sir; 
She  brought  not  her  perfections  to  the  world. 
To  lock  them  in  a  case,  or  hang  'em  by  her; 
The  use  is  all  slie  breeds  *em  for;  she's  yours, 
Fred.  Dost  thou  mean  seriously?        [sir. 
Sor.  I  mean  wy  sister  ;  [yours. 

And  if  I  had  a  dozen  more,  they  were  all 
Some  aunts  1  ha?e,  they  have  been  handsome 
women ;  [cousins, 

My  mother's  dead  indeed ;  and  some  few 
That  are  now  shooting  up,  we  shall  see  shortly. 
Fted.  No;  'tis  Evanihe. 
Sor.  Vve  sent  my  man  unto  her, 
Upon  some  busniess  to  come  presently'. 


Ilither  she  shall  come ;  your  Grace  dare  speak 
uiitti  herf  [sir, 

Lar(:e  golden  promises,  and  sweet  Iangnac;e, 
You  know  what  they  work  ;  she's  a  complete 
Besides,  Til  8(:t  in.  [courtier : 

Fnd.  She  waits  upon  my  queen : 
What  jealousy  and  anger  may  arise. 
Incensing  her 

Sur.  You  have  a  good  sweet  lady, 
A  woman  of  so  even  aiid  still  a  temper. 
She  knows  not  aiicer:  Say,  she  were  a  fury, 
I'd  thoui^ht  you  had  been  absolute,  the  trrent 
king,  [pleasures. 

The  fi>untuin  of  all  honours,  place*,  and 
Your  will  and  your  conmmnds  unbounded 

also: 
Go,  get  a  pair  of  beads  and  learn  to  pray,  sir. 

Enter  SerxHint. 

Serv.  My  lord,  your  servant  stays. 

Sor.  Bia  him  come  hither. 
And  brin<;  the  Ittdy  with  him.      [Krii  Srrv. 

Fred.  I  wiH'wooe  her; 
And  either  lose  niv?«elf,  or  win  her  favour. 

Sor.  bhe*s  comiui;  in. 

Fred.  Thy  eyes  sluKit  thro'/the  door; 
They  arc  so  pierciu^,  that  the  beams  they  dart 
Give  new  li^^iii  to  the  room  ! 

Enter  Podramo  and  Evanthe, 

Evan.  Whither  dost  thou  jro? 
Tliis  is  the  king's  siile,  and  his  private  lodgings; 
What  business  have  I  here? 

Fod.  Mv^lord  sent  for  vo»i.       [mistaken! 

Evan.    If  is  lodgings  are  below;  you  are 
We  left  them  at  the  stair-foot. 

Pod.  Good  sweet  madam  ! 

Evan.  I  am  no  counsellor,  nor  important 
suitor,  [c'isimbers, 

Nor   have  no~  private  business  tt«ro'  these 
To  seek  him  this  way.      O'  my  lii'c,  ihou'rt 
drnnk,  [hither 

Or  worse  than  drunk,  hir'd  to   convey    nje 
To  some  base  end  !  Now  1  look  on  thee  hetter. 
Thou  hast  a  bawdv  face,  and  I  abhor  liiee, 
A  beastly  bawdy  lace  !  I'll  go^i'o  further. 

Sor.  Nay,  shrink  not  back;   indeed  you 
shall,  good  bister. 
Why  do  you  blubli  ?  the  pood  king  will  not 
lie  honours  you,  and  loves  you.    [hurt  you  ; 

Evan,  Is  this  the  business  ?  [at, 

Sor.  Yes,  and  the  best  you  ever  will  arrive 
It*  you  be  wise. 


Certain  Uis  some  shc-hminess^ 


This  ncK  lord' semp toy d.]  Mr.  Sympson,  without  authority,  or  i/otice.  reads, 

*  This  new  lord's  employ *d  in;* 
%vbtch  proves  he  did  not  understand  the  Poet.     Camilio,  a  good  man,  is  intended  to  say, 
.*  Certainly  'tis  some  illicit  amour,  as  this  [bad]  lord  is  employed.'        J.  N. 

3 prestntlj/ 

Hither,  she  ahall  come.]  Hither^  i.e.  into  your  apartments.      But  Sorano  could  not  say 
that  he  had  sent  for  her  to  come  thither.    The  comma  therefore  should  be,  as  I  have  put  it, 
after  presen  1 1  if.        Sj/mpson . 
■    Eilijcr  reaclinw  conies  Ui  the  same  thing. 

«  The  founttAn  vf  all  honours,  y\iiy*i  and  pleasures.]  The  Tariation  in  the  text  was  proposed 
Iby  Mr.  Sympton. 


Act  I.  Scene  1.] 
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£7tffi.  My  father  was  no  bawd,  sir. 
Nor  of  that  wursh^pful  stock,  as  1  remember. 

Sw.  You  are  a  fool  I 

Evan,  YouVe  that  I  shame  to  tell  you ! 

Fred,  Gentle  Evanthe ! 

Eran.  Tlie  i^racious  Queen,  sir. 
Is  well  and  raerrv,  IIeav*n  be  thanked  for  it; 
And,  as  f  think,  shi*  waits  you  in  ttie  garden. 

FrcJ.    Let  her  wait  there  ;  I  talk  not  of 
I  talk  of  thee,  bwret  flower.      [her  |i;nrdeu; 

Evan,  Your  i;racc  is  pleasant. 
To  mistake  a  nettle  for  a  rose. 

Fred.  No  rose, 
Nor  lily,  nor  no  kIoHoiis  hyacinth. 
Are  of  that  siveetness,  whiteness,  tenderness. 
Softness,  and  satisfying  blessedness, 
As  my  Evanthe. 

Er'fifi.  Your  grace  speaks  very  feelingly: 
I  uuuld  not  be  a  handsome  wench  in  your 
For  a  new  gown.  [way,  sir, 

Fred.  Thou  art  all  handsomeness; 
Nature  will  be  asham*d  to  frame  another 
Now  thou  art  made ;  th*  hast  robb*d  her  of 

her  cunniii;:: 
Each  several  part  about  thee  is  a  beauty. 

S-fr,  D*you  hear  tfiis,  hi-jter? 

Evan,   les,  unworthy  brotlu.'r! 
But  all  this  will  not  do. 

Ftcd.  But  love,  Evanthe, 
Thou  shalt  have  more  than  words,  wealth. 
My  tender  wench.  [ea«?e,  and  honours, 

Evan.  Ik*  tender  of  my  credit,  [yon. 

And  I  shall  love  you,  sir,  and  I  shall  honour 

Fred.  I  love  thee  to  enjoy  lljee,my  EvaniLe, 
To  s;ive  thee  the  content  of  love. 

Evan.  Hold,  hold,  sir,  [^^av, 

Y'ou  are  too  fleet :  I  have  some  business  this 
Y'our  Grace  ran  ne'er  content. , 

i^tr.  You  iitubborn  toy  ! 

Ev4in,  (Jood  niy  lord  Bawd,  I  thank  you  ! 

Fred.  Thou   shalt  not   go.     Believe  me, 
sweet  Evanthe, 
So  hijih  I  will  advance  thee  for  this  favour, 
So  rich  and  potent  I  will  raise  thy  fortune, 
And  thy  friends  niichty 

Evan.  Good  your  Grace,  be  patient; 
I  shall  uiuke  the  worst  honourable  wench 

that  ever  was, 
Shame  your  discretion,  and  your  choice. 

Fred.  Thou  shult  not  [uiorious, 

Evun.  Shall  I  be  rich,  do  V'>n  suv,  and 
And  hhipcai)ovL' the  re  si,  undscoruall  beau- 
And  niiiiiity  in  cnjinand  ?  [}^*-^> 

Fred.  Thou  Mjali  he  any  thing. 

Evan.  Lei  me  te  honest  too,  and  then  Til 
thank  you. 
Have  vou  :j>t  su^'j  a  title  to  hes^ow  too? 
If  I  prove  »>i!)f T\^  iji*',  Td  know  tmt  this,  sir; 
Can  all  the  [>o.'  cryou  have,  or  all  the  riches, 


But  tie  men's  tongues  up  from  discoursing 

of  me. 
Their  eyes  from  gazing  at  my  glorious  folly. 
Time  that  shall  come,  from  wond'rinsj  at  n^y 
impudence,  [curses? 

And  they  that  read  my  wanton  life,  from 
Can  you  do  this  ?  have  you  thismagick  ii<  you  ? 
This  is  not  in  your  power,  tho'  you  he  a 

prince,  sir, 
Xo  more  timn  evil  is  in  holy  anjrels, 
Nor  [,  I  hope.  Get  wantonness  contirm*d 
By  act  o£  parliament  an  honesty. 
And  so  rcceiv'd  by  all,  Til  hearken  to  you. 
Heav'n  guide  your  Grace  ! 

Fred.  Evanthe,  stay  a  little! 
ril  no  more  wantonness;  I'll  marry  thee.  • 

Evan.  What  shall  the  Queen  do.^ 

Fred.  I'll  be  divorc'd  from  her. 

Ecan.  Can  you  tell  why?  What  has  she 

done  against  you  ?  [son  ?• 

Has  she  contriv'd  a  treason  *gainst  your  per- 

AbusM  your  bed?  Does  disobedience  urge 

Fred.  That's  all  one  ;  'tis  my  will,    [you? 

Evan.  Tis  a  most  %vicked  one, 
A  most  absurd  one,  and  will  shew  a  Rionster! 
r*d  rather  be  a  xvhore,  and  with  less  sin. 
To  your  present  lust,  than  queen  to  your  in- 
justice. 
Yours  is  no  love,  Faith  and  Religion  fly  it, 
Nor  has  no  ta>»te  of  fair  aflcction  in  it. 
Scmie  hellisii  flame  abuses  your  fair  hody. 
And  hellish  furies  blow  it.  Look  behind  you: 
Divorce  you  from  a  woman  of  her  beauty, 
Of  IitT  intcurity,  her  piety, 
llor  love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  you. 
Her  chaste  and  virtuous  love?  are  these  (it 
causes?  [you? 

What  will  you  do  to  me,  when  I  hare  cloy'd 
You  may  find  time  out  in  eternity, 
Deceit  and  violence  in  hcav'nly  justice. 
Life  in  the  urave,  and  death  among  theblesf'd. 
Ere  slain  or  brack  in  her  «weet  reputation. 

Sitr.  You've  fool'd  enough ;   be  wise  now, 
and  a  woman ! 
You've  sliew'd  a  modesty  sufficient, 
li'  not  too  much,  for  court. 

Evan.  You've  shew'd  an  impudence 
A  mure  experiencM  bawd  would  blu^h  and 
You'll  make  my  kindred  mighty  ?   [shake  at !  - 

FWd.  'Prithee  liear  me  ! 

Evun.  I  do,  sir,  and  1  count  it  a  great  offer. 

Fred.  Any  of  thine.  [uouron  them, 

Evun.  'lis  like  enouch  you  may  clap  ho- 
But  how  'twill  sit,  and  how  men  wdl  adore  it. 
Is  still  the  question.  TU  Cell  you  what  they'll 
say,  sir,  [too  ; 

What  the  report  will  be,  and  'twill  be  true, 
.^And   it  must  needs  be  comfort  to  your 
nia«.ter  " !) 


•  And  it  must  needs  be  comfort  to  your  master.]  Who  was  Frederick's  master?  Preferment 
had  beer.  |.:omise.l  to  her  kindred,  h'-  whom  her  hroiiier  >orano  is  chielly  mtcnded,  who  was 
pandar  and  minister  oi  Irrdericks  Ui-ls.     1  read  tlieref»)re, 

*  And  it  inu'jt  .iceds  be  comfort  to  your  minister*        SenHtrd. 

Undoubtedly,  Evanthe  turns  to  Sorano,  and  a(ldres%e8  this  line  to  him.        /.  JV. 


\ 
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A  WIP£  FOR  A  MONTIL 


[Act  1.  Sceae  f. 


*  Tliese  are  the  issues  of  her  impudence.* 
I*U  tell  your  Grace,  so  dear  I  hold  the  queen, 
So  dear  that  honour  that  slie  nurs*d  me  up  in, 
rd  first  take  to  me,  for  my  lust,  a  Mo<ir, 
One  of  your  galley-slaves,  that   cold  and 

hunj^er, 
Decrcpid  misery,  had  made  a  mock'^maui 
Than  be  your  queen ! 

Fred.  You're  bravely  resolute. 

Evan.  I'd  rather  be  a  leper,  Hnd  be  shunn'd. 
And  die 'by  pieces,  rot  into  my  grave, 
Leaving  no  memory,beliind  to  know  roe, 
Than  l>e  a  high  whore  to  eternity ! 

Fred.  You  have  another  gamester,  I  per- 
ceive by  ye  ; 
You  durst  not  slight  me  elsc« 

Sor.  ril  tind  hun  out ;  [him  ; 

Tho*  he  lie  next  thy  heart  hid,  I'll  discover 
And,  ye  proud  peat,  I'll  make  you  corse  your 


>i. 


msoience !  [Meav^1, 

Val.  Tongue  of  an  angel,  and  the  trurli  of 
How  am  I  blest !  [Rrit. 

Sftr.  Podramo,  go  in  haste  [well) 

To  my  sister's  gentlewoman;  (you  know  her 
And  bid  her  send  her  mistress  pi-csently 
The  lesser  cabinet  she  keeps  her  lcttei*s  in. 
And  such-like  toys,  and  briiig  it  to  me  in- 
stantly.    Away ! 
Pod.  I'm  gone.  [EjtU. 

Enter  the  Queen,  vith  tuH)  ladies. 

Sor.  The  Queen  I 

Fred.  Let's  quit  the  place ;  she  may  grow 

jealous.  [Exeunt  Fred,  and  Sifrano. 

Queen.  So  suducnly  dep:irtcd !  what's  the 

reasou  ? 

Does  my  approach  displease  his  Grace  ?  arc 

my  eyes 
So  hateful  to  him  ?  or  my  conversation 
Infected,  that  he  flies  me  ?  Fair  Kvauthe  ! 
Are  you  there  ?  tlien  I  see  bis  shame. 

EiJon.  ''i'is  true,  madam, 
T  has  pleased  his  goodness  to  be  pleasant 
with  me. 
Queen.  Tis  strange  to  find  thy  modesty  in 
this  place !  [him  ? 

Does  the  kuig  offer  fair?  do«*s  th;^face  take 
Ne'er  blush,  Kvaiitlie,  'tis  a  very  sweet  one. 
Does  he  rain  gold,  and  precious  promises. 
Into  thy  lap?  will  he  advance  thy  fortunes? 
•  Siiult  tliou  be  mi«iLhty,  wench  ? 

Evan.  Never  mock,  madam ; 
'Tis  rather  on  your  part  to  be  lamented. 
At  least  reveni^'d.     1  can  be  mighty,  ludy, 
Ajiu\  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great  as  you 
Queen.  He'll  marry  thee  ?  [are. 

JEvoA.  Who  would  notbeaqueen,mauaui? 
Queen.  Tistrucj  Kvautbe,  'tis  a  brave  am-' 
bition,  I 

A  golden  dream,  that  may  delude  a  good  mind. 
What  shall  become  of  me? 

^Evan.  You  must  learn  to  pray; 
Your  age  and  honour  will  becotue  a  nunnery. 
Queen.  Wilt  thou  remember  me  ? 

IWeept. 


I       Evan.  She  weeps !— Sweet  lady, 
J  Up<m  my  knees  I  ask  your  sacred  pardon. 
For  mj  rude  boldness ;  and  know,  my  sweet 

mibtressi 
If  e'er  there  were  ambition  in  Etnnthe, 
It  WHS  and  is  to  do  you  faith! ul  duties. 
Tis  true  J  have  been  tempted  by  the  king. 
And  with  no  few  and  potcut  charms^  to  wrong 

To  violate  the  chaste  joys  of  your  bed ; 
And,  those  not  taking  hold,  to  usurp  your 

state : 
But  she  that  has  been  bred  up  under  ye, 
And  daily  fed  upon  your  virtuous  precepts, 
Still  growing  strong  by  example  of  your  good- 

nesst 
Havinsr  no  errant  motion  from  obedience. 
Flics  from  these  vanities,  as  mere  illusions, 
And,  armM  with  lumei^ty,  defies  ail  promiset»! 
In  token  of  this  (ruth,  I  lay  my  life  down 
Under  your  sacred  foot,  to  do  yow  service. 
Qttfcn.  llise,  my  true  -iriend,  thou  virtuous 

bud  of  beauty  !  Frish  ! 

Thou  virgins*  honour,  sweetly  blow  aiin  flou* 
And  that  rude  nipping  wind  that  seeks  to 

blast  thee, 
Or  taint  thy  root,  be  curs'd  XX5  all  posterity  \ 
To  my  protection  from  this  hourj  take  ye; 

Yes,  and  the  king  shall  know 

Evan.  Give  his  heat  way,  m<i^lam, 
And  ^twill  go  out  again)  be  fnay  forget  all. 

[Exeuntd 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthei,  and  Menalto. 

Cum.  What  hai'c  we  to  do  with  the  times  ? 

we  can'c  euro  *em.  [surfeits^  • 

Let  em  go  on  :  When  they  are  swoln  witii 

They ^11  burst  and  stink ;  then  all  the  world 

shall  Mnell  em. 

etc.  A  man  may  live  a  bawd,  and  be  an 

honest  man. 
Men.  Yes,  and  a  wi«c  man  too;  it  is  H 

virtu'jus  calling. 
Cum.  To  his  own  wife  especially,  or  to  hit 
sister. 
The  nearer  to  his  own  blood,  still  the  honester ; 
There  want  such  honest  men ;  'would  we  had 
more  of  'em ! 
Men.  To  be  a  villain  is  no  such  rude  matter. 
Cam.  N  o,  if  he  be  a  neat  one,  aAd  a  perfect ; 
.Art  makes  all  excellent.  W  hat  is  it,  gentlemen. 
In  a  good  cause  to  kill  a  dozen  coxcombs. 
That  blunt  rude  fellows  call  good  patriots? 
Nothing,  nor  ne'er  look'd  after. 

Men.  Tis  e'en  as  much. 
As  easy  too,  as  honest,  and  as  clear, 
1  o  ravish  matrons,  and  defiowercoy  wenches : 
But  here  they  are  so  willing, 'tis  a  compliment. 
Cle.  To  pull  down  churches  witii  preten^^ 
sion  [nour; 

To  build  'em  fairer,  maybe  done  with  ho- 
And  all  this  time  believe  no  God. 

Cam.  I  think  so ; 
Tis  faith  enough  lif  they  name  him  ia  their 
angers. 


Act  t.  Scene  1.] 


A  WIFfi  FOR  A  MONTH. 
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Or  on  tlieir  rotten  tombs  '  engrave  an  ans;el. 
Well,  brave  AlphoniMi,  how  happy  had  we 
If  thou  hadst  reign 'c)  !  [been. 

Men.  'V\'ouId  I  had  his  disease. 
Tied,  like  a  leprosy,  to  my  posterity, 
So  he  were  right  again  ! 

Cte.  What  16  his  malady  ? 

dim.  Nothing  but  sad  and  silent  melan- 
choly, 
X^aden  with   griefs  and   thoughts,  no  man 

knows  why  neitlier. 
The  good  Braiidino,  father  to  the  princes', 
Used  all  the  art  and  industry  that  ini^ht  be. 
To  free  Aiphonso  from  this  dull  cuiuniity, 
And  seut  him  in  his  rule ;  he  was  his  eldest, 
And  noblest  too,  had  not  fair  Nature  stopt  in 

hiin, 
For  which  cause  this  was  chosen  to  inherit, 
Frederick  tlie  younger. 

Cie.  Dors  he  use  Ijis  brother 
With  that  respect  and  honour  that  befits  him  ? 

Catn.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretend, 
To  give  more  ease  and  comfurt  to  his  sickness; 
Bat  be  has  honest  servants,  the  grave  liugio. 
And  friar  Marco,  that  wait  upon  his  persooi 
And  in  a  monastery  he  lives. 

Men.  'Tis  full  of  sadness. 
To  see  him  when  he  comes  to  his  father's  tomb, 
(As  once  a  d^y  tliat  is  his  pil^riniiige, 
1^'hilst  in  devotion  the  choir  sings  an  anthem) 
liow  piously  he  kneels,  and,  like  a  virgin 
Tliat  some  cross  f;)te  had  cozen'd  of  Ikt  love, 
Weeps  *till  the  stubborn  marble  sweats  with 

pity. 
And  to  his  groans  the  whole  choir  bears  a 
chorus ! 

fltUtr  Frederick,  Stn-ano  trilh  the  cabinet,  and 

Podraiuo. 

Cam,  So  do  I  too.    The  king,  with  his  con- 
tri\'ers ! 
This  is  no  place  for  us.  [Exetait  lords, 

Fre4,  This  is  a  jewel  ! 
I^Qy  it  aside.     What  paper's  that? 

Pod.  A  letter; 
But  *tis  a  woman's,  sir,  I  know  by  the  bond, 
And  the  false  orthography^  they  write  old 
Saion. 
fred.  May-be  her  ghostly  motlier's  tliat 

instructs  her. 
Sor,  No,  'tis  a  cousin's^  and  came  up  witi) 

a  great  cake. 
Fred.  What's  that? 

&ir.  A  pair  of  gloves  the  duchess  gave  her ; 
For  so  the  outside  says. 
Fred,  That  other  paper? 
Sur.  A  charm  for  the  t(.M)tl)«nch ;  here's  no- 
thing but  saints  and  ciusbci. 
fred.  Look  in   that  box;  metiiiaks,  that 
should  hold  secrets. 


Pod.  Tis  paint,  and  curls  of  hair ;  slie 
'gins  to  exercise. 
A  glasH  of  water  too ;  I  would  fain  taste  it. 
But  I  am  wickddly  afraid  'twill  silence  me; 
Never  a  conduit-pipe  to  convey  this  water? 

Str.  These  are  all  rings,  deaths'-heads,  anc) 
such  memento's, 
IL  r  grandmother  and  wonn-eaten  aunts  left 

to  her. 
To  fell  her  what  her  beauty  must  arrive  at. 

Fred.  That,  that? 

Pod.  They're  written  songs,  sir,  to  provoke 
young  ladies. 
I/)rd,  here's  a  pniyer-book  !  how  these  agree ! 
Here's  a  strange  union  ! 

iJyr.  Kvcr  by  a  suri'eit 
You  have  a  julep  set,  to  cool  the  patient. 

Fred.  Tliose,  those  ? 

Sitr.  They're  verges :  *  To  the  blest  Evanthe.' 

Fred.  Those  may  discover. 
Read  them  out,  Sorano. 

TO  THE  BLEST  EVA  NTH  E. 

Let  those  complain  that  feel  Love's  cruelty^ 
And  in  sad  legends  write  their  woes; 

With  roses  gently  h'has  cor-ecced  me, 
My  war  is  without  rage  or  blows : 

My  mistress'  eyes  shine  fair  on  my  desires, 

And  hope  springs  up  iuflam'd  with  her  new 
tires. 

No  more  an  exile  will  I  dwell, 

Witfi  folded  anns,  and  sighs  all  day, 
Reck'ning  the  torments  of  my  hell. 
And  ilinging  my  sweet  joys  away: 
I  am  call'd  home  again  to  quiet  peace, 
Mf  mistress  smiles,  and  all  my  sorrows  cease. 
Yet  what  is  living  in  her  eye. 

Or  being  biest  with  her  sweet  tongue, 
If  these  no  other  joys  imply? 

A  golden  gyve  s,  a  pleasing  wrong : 
To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Month,  I'd 
give  .       [live ! 

My  youth,  my  fortune,  and  then  leave  to 

Fred.  This  is  my  rival ;  that  I  knew  the 

hand  now ! 
Sor.  i  know  it,  I  have  seen  it ;  'tis  Valerie's, 
That  hopeful  gentleman's  that  was  brought  up 
With  you,  and,  by  your  charge,  nourish'd 

and  fed 
At  the  same  table,  with  the  same  allowance, 

Fred.  And  all  this  courtesy  to  ruin  me  ? 
Cross  my  desires  ?  U'had  better  have  led 

huinhlier. 
And  stood  at  greater  distance  from  my  fury ! 
(io  for  him  quickly,  find  him  instantly. 
Whilst  my  impatient  heart  swells  high  with 

choler ! 
Better  have  lov'd  Despair,  and  safer  kiss'd 

lier !         \^Exeunt  Sorano  and  Podramo, 


'  Or  on  Iheir  rotttn  tombs  engrave  an  angel.]  Mr.  Sympson  wishes  to  read  *  o'er  their 
fQtten  bones; '  but  we  see  no  need  of  change. 


father  to  ike  princess.]  Altered  in  1750. 


*  Oyve.l  See  note  S8  on  Beggars'  Bush. 
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A  WIFE  FOR  A  MONTH. 


[Act  1.  Scene  !• 


Enter  Evanthe  and  Camtandra, 

Even.  Tliou   old   weak   tool !   dobt  thou 
kuow  to  v%hat  end. 
To  what  bctniyirji^  <^nH,  h«  got  this  ca&ket  ? 
Dtirbt  thou  deliver  him,  ^  ilhuiit  iii^  rinp, 
Or  aK<-oiuniai)d  irom  luioe  own  mouth,  that 

cnbiucc 
Tliat  hold:*  my  heart  ?  You  unconsidVate  ass, 
You  brainlcsb  idiot ! 

Cat,  1  saw  you  co  with  him. 
At  the  iirst  word  commit  vour  person  to  him, 
And  make  do  bcrupie;  nc*s  your  Lruibcr's 

gentleman, 
And,  for  any  thin>;  I  know,  an  lumcst  man  ; 
And  nii<iht  not  I  upon  itie  same  security 
Deliver  him  a  box  ? 
Evnn.  A  bottle-  head ! 
Fred,  You  sliuii  have  caubc  to  chafe,  a?  I 
will  handle  it.  fpirare^, 

Evan.  I'd  rather  th'  hadst  deliver  d  me  to 
Betray *d  mc  to  uncurabic  di!»^'a^es, 
Hungup  my  picture  in  a  market-place  >•, 
And  sold  nie  to  \ile  bawds"! 
On.  As  I  take  it,  madam, 
Your  maidenhead  lie»  not  in  that  cabinet ; 
You  have  acl(»ser,  and  you  keep  the  key  too : 
Why  arc  you  vex\l  thub? 

Evan,  I  could  curue  thcc  wickedly. 
And  wish  thee  more  deforu/d  thuii  age  can 

make  thee ! 
Perpetual  hunjicr,  aid  no  teeth  to  satisfy  it »% 
Wait  cm  thee  still,  uor  sleep  be  found  to  ease 
it!  [paUy 

Those  hands  that  gave  tgc  casket,  may  the 
For  ever  make  unuscful,  ev'n  to  feed  thee ! 
Lonj:  winters,  that  thy  Loiies  may  turn  to 

icicles 
No  hell  can  thaw  at;ain,  inhabit  by  thee  ! 
Is  thy  care  like  thy  body,  all  one  crookedness? 
How  scurvily  thou  cricbt  now  !  like  a  drunk- 
ard ! 
ril  have  as  pure  tt  ars  from  a  dirty  spout. 
Do,  swear  thou  did^t  lliis  j>;norantly,  swear 

it. 
Swear  and  be  damn*d,  thou  half  witch  I 


Ca%,  Tljcse  are  fine  words  ! 
Well,  madam,  madam ! 

Evan.  Tis  not  well,  thou  mummy  ! 

Tis  impudently,  basely  done,  thou  dirty 

Fred.  Has  your  young  sanctity  dune  raiiing, 
madam. 
Against  your  innocent  *squire  ?  Do  you  see 

this  sonnet. 

This  loving  script  ?  dyou  know  from  whence 

it  came  too? 

Evan.  ]  do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure  and 

honcbt.  P**dy, 

Fred.  YouVe  private  visitants,  my  noble 

That  in  sweet  numbers  court  your  goodly 

virtues, 
And  to  the  liei^ht  of  adoration. 

Evtin.  Well,  sir. 
There's  neither  heresy  nor  treason  in  JL 
Frrd,  A  prince  may  beg  at  the  door,  whilst 
these  feast  wiili  ye  ; 
A  favour  or  a  grace  *\  from  such  as  I  am. 

Enter  VaJerio  and  Podramo, 

Coarse  common  things^ You're  welcome! 
'Pray  come  near,  sir: 

D'vou  know  this  paper? 

Vaf.  Viw  lietrsiy  d  I — I  do^  sir; 

'TIS  mine,  my  hand  and  heart.     If  I  die  for 
her,  [me. 

I  am  thy  martyr,  D)ve,  and  time  shall  honour 
'  Cut.  You  saucy  sir,  that  came  in  my  lady's 
nnme 

For  lier  gilt  cabinet,  you  cheating  sir  too, 

You  scurvy  iibher,  with  as  scui*vy  legs. 

And  a  ivorsc  face,  thou  poor  base  hanging- 
holder,  rinoutli  ? 

How  durst  thou  come  to  me  witli  a  lie  iu  thy 

An  impudent  he 

Fod.  Holla,  good  Gill !  you  hobble.  « 
Cat.  A  stinking  lie,  more  stinking  than  the 
teller?  (rasrtds 

To  play  the  pilfering  knave?  There  ha\e  been 

Brought  up  to  fetch  and  carry,  like  your 
worship,  [are  daily ; 

That  have  been  hangM  for  less;  whipt  there 

And  if  tlic  law  will  do  me  right 


*•  Hung  up  my  picture^  ficc]  This  seems  to  allude  to  a  custom  whicli  formerly  was  frequent 
at  Naples,  of  hanging  up  the  pictures  of  the  most  celebrated  courtezans  in  the  public  parts 
of  tlie  town,  to  serve  as  directicms  wl»ere  tliey  lived.  See  Mrs.  Bchir>  play  of  Ihe  Uover, 
or  Hanislied  C'avai.ers,  wl.cre  the  sec  ne  is  laid  in  the  same  place.         li. 

'>  And  ttdd me  to  wild  baztd*.\  I  his  may  possibly  be  right;  but  had  any  of  the  copies  run 
thus,  *  to  vUd  bawds,'  I  should  nave  made  no  scruple  to  prefer  it  as  better.         Si^mpum, 

There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  Author's  writing  viide^  which  word,  modernized,  is  vi/e. 

'•  Ferpetuai  hunger ^  and  no  teeth  tosaiUfy  it.]  That  a  person  may  beperptttiuf/y  /iungry 
whether  lie  has  teeth  or  no  is  very  evident ;  may  we  not  then  wisli  that,  instead  of  teeth,  tlie 
Poets  had  wrote, 

*  No  meat  to  satisfy  it.'        Sympson* 
*<  Jfuvtmr  or  a  grace  from  tuch  ut  I  iim. 

Coarse  common  thmgt.]  Ihe  sinse  here  is  easy  enough*  but  the  expression  labours.    I 
would  read, 

*  A  favour  or  a  grace,  for  such  as  I  am 

*  Coarse  common  things— You Ve  tvclcome,'  &c. 

L  €.  such  coarse  common  things  as  I  am  are  not  worthy  of  a  gnice,  SfC*        Sjpnpum, 
We  see  no  difficulty  here,  either  of  $ent€  or  ejrpreuknu 
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P(td.  What  then,  old  majrijot? 

Cvs.  TIiv  mother  was  carted  yo'jnjrcr. — 

ril  have  tliy  hide,  [whip  •«, 

Thy  inaiiiiy  hide,  cmbroider'd  with  a  dog- 
As  it  is  now  with  potent  pox,  and  thicker. 
Fred.  Peace,  good  auti(|uity  !  I'll  have  your 

bones  else 
Ground  into  aunpowder  to  shoot  at  rats  with. 
One  word  more,  and  I'll  blanch  thee  like  an 

almond ;  [ness 

Tlicre's  no  shch  cure  for  the  she-fallin);  sick- 
As  the  powder  oi'a  dried  bawd's  skin,     lie 

silent  I —  [sir ; 

You're  very  prodigal  of  your  ser\'icc  here, 
or  your  lite  more,  it«-:ems. 

I'al.  I  repent  IK  ither  ; 
Becau>e,  your  Grace  shall   understand,    it 

comes  [tion; 

From  the  best  part  of  h)ve,  my  pure  afffC- 
Aod,  kindled  with  clasto  ilnm^,  1  will  not  fly 
It*  it  be  error  to  dtsire  touKury,        FtVoinrt. 
And  marry  lier  that  sanciitv  would  uote  on, 
I've  done  amiss  ;  if  it  be  a  trea&on 
To^raft  my  suul  to  virtue,  and  to  gfow  there, 
To  love  the  tree  that  bears  sucli  happiness, 
(Conceive  me,  sir;   this  fruit  was  ne'er  for- 
bidden) 
Nay,  to  deisire  to  taste  too,  I  am  traitor. 
Had  you  but  plants  enough  of  this  blest  tree, 

sir, 
Set  round  about  vour  court,  to  beautify  it, 
Deatlis  twice  so   many,    to  disniay  the  ap- 

proar  hers,  [lovers. 

ITie  ground  would  scarce  yield  graves  to  noble 

Fred.  *Tis  wf  il  maiuLiin'd.    Vouwi^liand 

pray  to  Forlune,  [prayers; 

Hero  it)  your  sonnet,  (and  she  has  hc-.-rd  your 
So  much  you  dote  u|)ou  your  own  uiidoi:),, 
li'jt  one  Month  to  enjoy  her  as  your  VVi!"e, 
Tho*  at  the  eypirint:  of  that  ti:iieyou  die  f(>r't. 
la/.  1  could  wi^i)  riiaiiy,  many  ai;es,  hir ; 
To  i;row  as  old  asTlnu;  in  her  embraces. 
If  Ileav'n  W(juld  jiiant  it,  iu){\  you  smile  u|()n 

it :  [peri-^h, 

But  if  mv  cLoice  were  two  hours,   and  ilien 
1  w«>uld  not  pull  m)  hcurt  back. 

Frid.  You*\e  vour  wisli  : 
Tomorrow  I  v.  ill  mc  vou  nobly  married; 
Your  Month  lake  out  in  ail  content  and  plea- 


sure ; 


I 


The  first  day  of  the  following  Month  you  di« 

for't. 
Kneel  not !  not  all  your  prayers  can  divert 

me. —  [l^^T ! 

Now  mark  your  sentence;  mark  it,  scornful 
If,  when  V'alerio's  dead,  within  twelve  hoars, 
(For  that's  your  latest  jime)  you  find  not  out 
Another  husband,  on  the  same  condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  die  yourself  too! 
Evan.  Now  you  are  fncrciful !   I  thank 

your  Grace ! 
Fred.  If,  when  youVe  married,  you  but 

seek  to  'scape 
Out  of  the  kingdom,  you,  or  she,  or  both, 
Or  to  infect  men's  minds  with  hot  coramO»» 

tions, 
You  die  both  instantly  ! — Will  you  lovfe  rtfe 

now,  lady  ?  [you ! 

I^Iy  talc  will  now  be  heard  ;  bot  now  I  scorn 
j^J'ir.uiit  omnes prater  Valeria  and  Evanthe, 
Evan.  Is  our  fair  love,  our  hOneSt,  our  en- 
Come  to  this  hazard }  [tire, 

Vai.  *Tis  a  noble  one, 
And  I  am  much  in  love  with  Malice  for  it^ 
Knvy  could  not  have  studied  mc  a  way, 
Nor  Fortune  pointed  out  a  path  to  Honour^ 
Siraighter  and  nobler,  if  she  had  her  eyes. 
VN'hen  I  have  once  enjoy 'd  my  sweet  Kvanthif, 
And  blest  my  youth  with  her  most  dear  em« 

braces, 
Fve  done  my  journey  here,  my  day  is  otit: 
All  that  the  world  has  else  is  foole^y^ 
Labour,  and  loss  of  time.  Wliat  should  I  live 

for  ?  [^^^ppy- 

Think  hut  man's  life  a  Month,  and  we  are 
J  would  not  have  my  joys  grow  old  for  any 

thing: 
A  Paradise,  a«»  thou  art,  my  Evan  the, 
1*  onlv  mj^de  to  wonder  at  a  little. 
Enough  for  human  eyes,  and  then  to  wander 
from.  [fne ! 

CoiiH','  do  not  weep,  sweet;  you  dishonour 
Your  tears  and  griefs  but  question  niy  abrlity. 
Whether  r  i\:\rc  die.    Do  you  love  entirely? 

EvuTi.  You  know  I  do. 

I'd/.  Then  trudge  not  my  felicit}'. 

Ecun,  1*11  to  tile  Queen. 

Val.  Do  any  thing  that's  honest; 
BiiT,  if  you  sue  to  him,  in  death  I  hate  you  ! 

[Exeunti 


u 


f.itihro}dcr\}  with  a  do^-nddpy 


Mn\  il  :»  t{ucCj6:c.]  I\lr.  bynip^;un,Nvithoutgiving  any  reason, singly  furnifchca  this  reading.' 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  f. 

Enter  Cumillo,  CUantlies,  and  Mrnalh. 

Cam.  Y\/^A.S  there  ever  heard  of  such  a 
~  '     marriage.'^ 
Men.  ^Jarrialie  and  hanging  go  by  (h^stiny ; 
^ris  theokl  pio\erb;  now  tbey  tome tuj^clhcr. 

Vol.  U.  %  F 


Cle.  Ent  a  Alonlh  mai  ried,  then  to  lose  hit 

liie  Ibr't :  [diers. 

I'd  have  a  long  Month  sure,  that  pays  tUeM>l* 

Enlcr  Tojiy,  uiiU  an  vrinal. 

Cam.  Or  get  all  the  almauackv  burnt7(thM 
were  a  raru  trick) 
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[Act  f .  Scea6  1. 


And  have  no  Month  remembered.  How  now, 
Whose  water  are  you  casting  ?  [Tony  ? 

To»^,  A  sick  gentleman's, 
Is  very  sick,  much  tniubled  with  the  stone  ; 
fie  should  iiot(liro  above  a  Month,  by*s  urine: 
About  St.  David's  Day  *5  it  will  go  hard  with 
him ;  ,  [too. 

Heli  then  be  troubled  with  a  pain  in  his  neck 
Men.  A  pestilent  fool !   When  wilt  thou 

marrv,  Tony? 

Tony,  VVheo  1  mean  to  be  han^'d ;  and  'tis 

the  surer  contract.  [Valeria's? 

Cie.  What  think  you  of  this  marriage  of 

Xbny.  They  have  ^vf*n  him  a  hot  custard. 

And  mean  to  burn  has  mouth  witli't.    Had  1 

known 

He  had  been  given  to  die  honourably,  [one, 

t  would  have  hclp'd  him  to  a  wench,  a  rare 

Should  have  kill'd  him  in  three  weeks,  and 

sav'd  the  sentence. 

Cam,  There  be  tliem  would  have  spared  ten 

days  of  that  too.  [virtues : 

Tonv.  It  may  be  so ;  you've  women  of  all 

There  be  some  guns  that  I  could  bring  him  to, 

Some  mortar-pieces   that  are   plac'd  i*  th' 

suburbs, 
Would  tear  him  into  quarters  in  two  hours; 
There  be  also  of  the  race  of  the  old  cock- 
atrices, [on  him. 
That  would  dispatch  him  with  once  looking 
Men,  What  Month  wouldst  thou  chuse, 
If  thou  hadst  the  like  fortune  ?  [Tony, 

Tony.  I  would  chuse 

A  moird  sack  Month,  to  comfort  my  belly ; 

for  sure  [end, 

Itfy  back  would  ake  for  it;  and,  at  the  Month's 

Vi  be  most  dismally  drunk,  and  scorn  the 

gallows. 

Men,  I  would  chuse  March,  for  I  would 

come  in  like  a  lion.  . 
Tony.  But  you'd  go  out  like  a  lamb^  when 

you  went  to  hanging. 
Cam.  I  would  take  April,  take  the  sweet 
o*  th'  year, 
And  kiss  my  wench  upon  the  tender  flowrets, 
Tumble  on  every  green,  and,  as  the  birds 

sung, 
Bmbrace,  and  melt  away  my  soul  in  pleasure. 
Jhny,  You'd  go  a-maying  gaily  to  the  gal- 
Cie,  'Prithee  tell  us  some  news.       [lows. 
Tony,  I'll  tell  ye  all  I  know : 
You  may  be  honest,  and  poor  foolsj^  as  I  am. 
And  blow  your  fingers'  ends. 
Cam,  That's  no  news,  fool. 
Tuny.  You  may  be  knaves  thenVhen  you 
please,  stark  knaves. 
And  build  fair  houses;  but  your  heirs  shall 
have  none  of  'em. 
Men.  'f'hese  are  undoubted. 
Tony.  Truth's  not  worth  the  hearing  ! 
'  m  tell  you  news  then :  There  was  a  drunken 
sailor,  [a-milking, 

Tliat  got  a  mermaid  with-child  as  she  went 


And  now  she  sues  him  in  the  bawdy-coorC 
for't ;  [street. 

The  infant  monster  is  brought  up  in  Fish-« 
Cmn.  Ay,  this  is  something!  [uiken, 

Tmy.  I'll  tell  you  more;  there  was  a  fish 
A  monstrous  fisli,  with  a  sword  by's  side,  a 
long  sword,  pRnn, 

A  pike  in'ft  neck,  and  a  gun  in's  nose,  a  nuge 
And  letters  of  mart  in's  mouth,  from  th# 
duke  of  Morence. 
Cle.  This  is  a  monstrous  lie ! 
Thny.  J  do  confess  it: 
Do  you  think  I'd  tell  you  truths,  that  dare 

not  hear  'em  ? 

You're  honest  things, -we  courtiers  scorn  to 

converse  with.  ^  [Exit, 

Cam,  A  plaguy  fool !  But  let's  consider, 

gentlemen,  [sentence ; 

Why  the  Queen  strives  not  to  oppose  this 

The  kingdom's  honour  suiTo'rs  in  this  cruelty. 

Men.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  tho'  slie  bs 

virtuous, 

Winks  at  the  marriage;  for  by  that  onlymean^ 

The  king's  (lame  lessens  to  the  youthful  lady. 

If  not  goes  out;  within  this  Month,  I  doubt. 

not. 

She  hopes  to  rock  asleep  his  anger  also. 

Shall  we  go  see  the  preparation  ?     [wonder. 

Tis  time,  for  strangers  come  to  view  the 

Cam,  Come,  let's  away.   Send  mv  friendi 

ha{jpier  weddings !  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Queen  and  Evanthe, 

Queen,  You  shall  be  merry;   come,  I'll, 
have  it  so : 
Can  there  be  any  nature  so  unnoble. 
Or  auger  so  inhuman,  to  pursue  this? 

livan,  I  fear  there  is. 

Queai.  Your  fears  are  poor  and  foolish. 
Tho'  he  be  hasty,  and  his  an^er  death. 
His  will  like  Ujrrents  not  to  be  resisted, 
Yet  law  and  justice  go  along  to  guide  him; 
And  what  law,  or  what  justice,  can  he  find 
1  o  justify  his  will  ?  what  act  or  statute. 
By  human  or  divine  establishment, 
Left  to  direct  us,  that  makes  marriage  death  f 
Honest  fair  wedlock?  Twas  giveji  for  en- 
crease, 
For  preservation  of  mankind,  I  take  it ; 
He  must  he  more  than  man  then  that  dare 

break  it. 
Come,  dress  you  handsomely ;  you  shall  have 
my  jewels,  [tune; 

And  put  a  face  on  that  contemns  base  for- 
Tv^llmake  him  more  insult  to  see  you  fear- 
Outlook  his  anger.  [ful  c 

Evan,  Oh,  my  Valcrio  ! 
Be  witness,  my  pure  mind,  'tis  thee  I  grieve, 
for!  [him 

Queen.  But  shew  it  not.  I  would  so  crucify 
With  an  innocent  neglect  of  what  he  can  do, 
A  brave  strong  pious  scorn,  that  I  would 
shake  him ! 


|<  This  Play  was  acted  about  the  latter  eod  of  January.       Tft€obald^ 
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Ptitall  the  wanton  Cnpids  in  tliine  eyes, 
And  all  tiie  graces  on  that  nature  i^ave  ihee; 
Blake  up  thy  beauty  to  that  lieii^ht  of  excel* 

lencc, 
(ril  help  thee,  and  forgive  thee)  as  if  Venus 
Were  now  again  to  catch  the  God  of  War, 
In  his  most  rugged  anger.     When  thou  habt 

him 
(As  'tis  impossible  he  should  resist  thee)  [cy. 
And  kneeliu^at  tiiy  conquering  feet  former- 
Then  stiew  thy  virtue,  then  attain  despise  him, 
And  all  his  power;  then,  wiili  a  look  of  ho- 
nour 
ISingled  with  noble  chastity,  strike  hin^dcad! 

£van.  Good  madam,  d resume; 
You  arm  me  bravely. 

Queen,  Make  him  know  his  cruelty 
Begins  with  him  tirst;  he  must  sulFer  for  it ; 
And  that  thy  sentence  is  so  welcome  to  thee, 
And  to  thy  noble  lord,  you  long  to  meet  it. 
Stamp  such  a  deep  impression  of  thy  beauty 
Into  nis  soul,  and  of  thy  worthiness. 
That  when  Valerio  and  Evan  the  sleep 
In  one  rich  earth,  hung  round  about  with 

blessings. 
He  niay  run  mad,  and  curse  his  act.  Be  histy ; 
Vil  teach  thee  how  to  die  too,  if  thou  fear'st  it. 
JEvan,  I  thank  your  Grace  !  you  have  pre- 

par*d  me  strongly ; 

And  my  weak  mind 

Queen.  Death  is  unwelcome  ncvcp^ 
Unless  it  be  to  tortur*d  minds  and  sick  sonis. 
That  make  their  own  holls;  it  is  such  a  benefit 
When  it  comes  crowu'd  with  honour,  shews 

so  sweet  too  !  [us, 

Tbo'  they  paint  it  ugly,  that's  hut  to  restrain 
For  every  living  thing  would  love  it  else. 
Fly  boldly  to  their  peace  ere  Nature  csdVd 

*em ;  [hie 

The  rest  we  have  from  labour  and  from  trou- 
Is  some  incitement ;  every  thing  alike. 
The  poor  slave  that  lies  private  has  hib  liberty. 
As  amply  as  Uia  master  '^,  in  that  tomb 
The  earth  as  hgiit  upon  him,  and  the  Hovvers 
That  grow  about  him  smell  as  sweet,  and 

flourish ; 
Bat  when  we  love  with  honour  to  our  ends. 
When  memory  and  virtues  are  our  mourners. 
What  pleasures  tlicre  I  they're  inlinite,  EvaiH 

the.  [senses. 

Only,   my    virtuous  wench,    we  want  our 


That  benefit  we're  btrr'd,  '(^ould  make  ua 

proud  else. 
And  lazy*'  to  look  up  to  happier  life, 
The  blessings  of  the  people  would  so  swell  us* 

Evan.  Good  madam,  dress  me ;  you  have 
drcst  my  soul : 
The  merriest  bride  1*11  be,  for  all  this  misery, 
I'he  proudest  to  some  eyes  too. 

Queen,  'Twill  do  better; 
Come,  shrmk  no  more. 

Evan,  I  am  too  confident*  [Exeuni, 

Enter  Frederick  andSorano. 

Siir,  You're  too  remiss  and  wanton  in  your 
angers;  [lect  emt 

You  mould  things  handsomely,  and  then  neg- 
A  powVful  prince  should  be  constant  to  hit 
power  still,  [him. 

And  hold  up  what  he  builds;  then  people  fear 
When  he  lets  loose  his  hand,  it  shews  a  weak- 
ness. 
And  men  examine  or  contemn  his  greatness  s 
A  scorn  of  this  high  kind  should  ^ave  call'd 
A  revenge  equal,  not  a  pity  in  you.  [up 

Fred   She  is  tliy  sister. 
Sur.  An  she  were  my  mother,    [hate  her, 
Whilst  I  conceive  'tis  you  sh*  has  wronjj'd,  I 
.  And  shake  her  nearness  off.     I  study,  sir, 
To  satisfy  your  angers  that  are  just, 
Before  your  pltrasurcs. 

Fred.  I've  done  that  already, 
I  fear,  has  puUM  too  many  curses  on  me  ! 

Sur.  Curses,  or  envies,  on  Valerio's  head 
(Would  you  take  my  counsel,  sir)  they  should 

all  light. 
And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  his  scull. 
But  his  fair  credit.     I'he  exquisite  vexation 
I  have  devised,  (so  please  you  give  way  in't, 
And  let  it  work)  shall  more  afflict  his  soul. 
An  J  trench  upon  that  honour  that  he  brags  of. 
Than  fear  of  detuh  iu  all  tlie  frights  he  car- 
ries. [you» 
If  you  sit  down  here,  they  will  both  abuse 
Laugh  at  yuur  poor  relenting  power,  and 
fcrurn  you.  [you. 
What  satisiaction  can  their  deaths  bring  to 
Toat  are  prepar'd,  and   proud  to  die,  and 

willinjily, 
And  at  their  <  «*ds  will  thank  you  for  that 

{-.ouour? 
How  are  you  nearer  the  desire  you  aim  at? 


*•  The  pour  tlttve  that  lies  private  has  his  libei'ty,  \ 

As  awpli/  as  his  twister,  in  that  tomb, 

The  earth  as  light  upon  him .J  Private  in  its  common  acceptation  would  be  flat 

here,  but  in  itsorigmal  s^nse  {privatus,  deprived  of  life  and  motion,;  it  gives  the  proper  i<iea. 
But  why  in  that  tomb?  No  puriicular  tomb  had  been  specified;  1  read  *  the  tomb,'  and  add 
a  verb  to  the  next  sentence: 

'  As  amply  as  his  master,  in  the  tomb 
*  The  eartn's  as  light  upon  him.'  Sevard, 

Mr.  Seward's  interpretation  of  pj irate  is  a  false  retinement:  '  'The  tomb'  may  be  right; 
but  tj)c  addition  of  the  verb  tlattens  the  text. 

'7  And  lazy.J  Tiie  sense  demands  a  word  of  a  signification  directly  opposite  to  that  which 
Qow  occupies  the  text.  Crazi/  is  nearest  to  tlie  present  reaxling,  in  sound  laid  trace  of  let- 
ters ;  but  we  du  not  approve  it  enough  to  obtrude  it  with  coniidencc  as  genuine,  though  we 
bave  no  doubt  that  Uny  ii  corrupL 

flFS 
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Or  if  it  be  revenue  your  anger  covets. 
How  cau  their  single  dcatlis  give  you  con- 
tent, sir  ? 
Petty  revenges  end  in  blood,  slight  ancers; 
A  prince's  raiie  should  find  out  new  diseases; 
Death  were  a  pleasure  tt)o,  to  pay  proud  tools 

Fred.  What  should  I  do?  [with. 

Sor.  Add  but  your  power  tinto  me, 
IVIake  me  but  strouij  by  your  protection, 
And  you  shall  see  wliat  joy,  and  wtet  delight, 
What  infinite  pleasure  tins  poor  Month  shiUi 
yield  him,  [riaceKlay, 

I'll  make  him  wish  he  were  dead  on  his  inar- 
Or  bed-rid  with  old  age;  Til  make  him  curse. 
And  cry  and  curse,  ^ive  me  but  power. 

Fred,  You  have  it : 
Here,  take  my  rine: ;  I  am  content  he  pay  for't. 

Sor,  It  shall  be  now  revenge,   as  I  will 
hand  lip  it  f 
He  shall  live  after  this  to  beg  his  life  too  : 
Twenty  to  one,  by  this  thread,  as  l-U  weave 
Evnnthe  shall  be  yours,  ("it, 

Fred.  Take  all  authority, 
Ami  be  must  happy  ! 

Sor,  Good  sir,  up  more  pity  !       [Exeunt. 

f  titer  Tony,  three  Citizens,  and  three  Wives. 
1  Wife,  Good  master  Tony,  put  n.e  iu. 
Torn/,  Where  do  you  dwell? 

1  Wife.  Forsooth,  at  the  sign  of  the  great 
shoulder  of  mutton. 

Toui/»  A   hungry  man  wofild  hunt  your 

house  out  instantly; 
Keep  the  dons  from  your  door.     Is  this  Ict- 

tice  ruft'your  husband  ? 
A  fine  sharp  sallud  to  your  sign. 

2  Wife.  Will  you  put  nw  in  too? 

3  W{tt\  And  me,  good  master  Tony? 
Toni/.  Put  ye  ail  in  ?  ['tis  easy, 

You  liad  best  come  twentv  more ;  you  think 
A  trick  of  legordeniam,  to  put  ye  all  iu  : 
Twould  pose  a  fellow  that  had   twice  my 

body, 
Tho*  it  wtre  all  made  into  chines  and  fillets. 
Q  Wife.  Put's  into  the  wedding,  stt ;  we 

would  fain  see  tijat. 

1  U  fe.  And  the  I  rave  masque  too. 
Tmii/.  You  two  are  pretty  women: 

Arc  you  their  hus!»andsr 

2  Cit.  Yes,  for  want  of  better. 

Tonj/.  I  tiiiuk.  sjo  too ;  you  would  not  be 

so  mad  else  [courtiers, 

To  turn  'em  loose  to  a  company  of  voun^ 

That  swarm  like  bees  in  May,  when  Uicy  see 

young  \senciies. 
You  must  not  squeak. 

S  Wife.  No,  Lir;  we're  better  tutor'd. 
2orn/.  Nor,  if  a  young  lord  ofier  you  the 
courtesy 


2  Vilfe,  We  know  what  'tis,  sir. 
Tonif.  Nor  you  must  not  grumble. 
If  you  he  tlirust  up  hard ;  we  thrust  mos^   « 
furiously. 
1  Wife.  VVe  know  the  worst. 
Tu7u/,  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly, 
And  shift  for  yourselves. — We  must  have  no 

old  women, 
They're  out  of  use,  imless  they  have  petitions; 
iiesides,  thry  cough  so  loud,  they  drown  the 
music—  [for  ye; 

You  would  go  in  too?  but  there's  no  place 
I'm  sorry  for't;  iio,  and  fotiit  t  your  wives; 
Or  pray  tiiey  may  l)e  able  to  suffer  piitiently  : 
You  nm y  have  iuMrs  may  prove  wibc  aldermen.    ' 
CJo,  or  I'll  call  theiruard. 
S  at.  We  will  get  in  ; 
We'll  venture  broken  pates  else  1 
Tonj/.  'lis  impossihie, 

\ Exeunt  Cit.  and  Worn, 
You're  too  securely  arin'd.     How  they  Hock 

hitiier. 
And  witli  what  joy  the  wou»en  nm  \ry  heaps 
To  see  this  marriage !  '1  hey  tickle  to  think 

of  it ; 
Thev  hope  for  every  Month  a  husband  too. 
Still  liow  tliey  run,  and  how  the  wiltols  fol- 
low 'em,  U^%^t 
The  weak  things  that  are  worn  between  the 
That  brusliing,  dressmg,  nor  new  naps  caR 

mend. 
How  they  post  to  sec  their  own  confusion  I 
This  is  a  merry  world. 

Enter  Ftederick. 

Fred.  Look  to  the  d  )or,  sirrah  ;       [fully. 

Thou  art  a  fool,  and  muyst  do  mischief  la\v 

Toul/.  Give  me  your  hand  !  you  are  my 

•  brother  fool;  [sently. 

You  may  both  nmke  the  law,  and  mar  it  pre- 

D'you  love  a  wencli? 

Fred.  Who  does  not,  Fool ? 
Ton  I/.  Not  i,  [her. 

Unh  i&  vou'il  give  me  a  longer  lease  to  marry 
Fnd.  \\  hat  are  all  these  that  comer  what 

business  have  they  ? 
Tonj/.  Some  come  to  gape,  those  are  my 
fellow  fools ; 
Some  to  lict  home  their  wives,  those  be  their 
own  fools ;  [fools  ; 

Sojue  to  rejoice  with  thee,  those  be  the  time's 
Anil  soii.e  i  fear  to  curse  thee,  those  are  poor 
fooU, 

Enter  Cassandra,  passtJi^  over. 
A  set  people  call  them  honest  '^  Look,  look, 

kuig,  look ! 
A  wcatlier-beatcn  lady  new  carecn'd  ! 
Fred.  An  old  one. 


*•  A  set  people  call  'em  honeM.]  Mr.  Seward  proposes  correcting  this  place  thus, 

*  Yet  people  call  *em  honest.' 

IV.ad  put  in  my  mai-gin         *  And  ytt  peopie,'  i&c. 
The  preti  fence  i»  left  to  the  reader's  iudgment.         Sympson. 

A  set  people  luixy  signify    formal,  pncike  people  that  call  tho>e  poor  fools  honest;  '  or  that 
^  people  cal)  those*  poor  fools  an  houest  set.' 


Ac^j2.  Scene  1.] 


A  WIFE  FOR  A  ^lONXH. 


?n 


Tony.  The  glasses  of  her  eyes  arc  new 
rubb'd  over. 
And  the  wonn-eatcn  records  in  her  face 
Are  daub*d  up  neatly;  slie  lays  her  I'ltasts 
out  too,  [siick'd  out: 

Like  two  poachM  c«:gs  '^  that  had  tlic  yolks 
Tbey  get  new  heads  also,  new  tcetli,  new 
tongues,  [hopM, 

(For  the  old  arc  all  worn  out)  and,  as  'tis 
New  tails. 

Fred,  For  what  ? 

Tt»«y.  For  old  courtiers ;  fvels, 

The  young  onts  are  too  stirring  for  their  tra- 
Fved.  Go,  leave  your  kuav'ry,  and  help  to 
keep  the  do<jr  well ; 
J*ll  have  no  such  press. 

Tonif,  Lay  thy  hand  o*  thy  heart,  king  ! 
FreJ.  rU  have  you  whipp'd  ! 
Tuntf,  The  Fool  and  thou  art  parted.  [Exit. 
Fnd.  Sorano,  work,  and  free  n»e  from  this 
spell ; 
nVixc  love  and  scorn,  there's  nothing  felt 
but  hell !  ■  [Exit. 

Enter  Vaferioy  CuwiUo,  CleanthcSj  Mtnallo, 
and  servants, 

Val,  Tie  on  my  scarf;  you  arc  so  long 
about  me ! 
Gooil  my  lords,  help ;  give  me  my  other  cloak ; 
That  hat  and  feather.     Lord,  what  a  taylor*;* 
thi^,  [hurst  me; 

To  make  me  up  thus  strait !  one  sigh  w*ouId 
I  have  not  room  to  breathe;  come,  button, 
Button,  apace  !  [hqtton, 

•    Cam.  I  m  glad  to  see  you  merrv,  sir. 

Val,  Twould  make  you  merry,  had  you 
such  a  wife. 
And  such  an  asic  to  enjoy  her  in. 

Men,  An  a;;e,  sir  ?  [tented ; 

Val.  A  Month's  an  age  to  him  that  i*  cou- 
What  should  I  seek  for  niore.?— Give  me  my 
swonl.-—  [now 

Ha,  my  good  lords !  that  every  one  ol  you 
Had  but  a  ladv  of  tiiat  youth  and  beauty 
To  bless  yourselves  this  night  with  !  would  ye 
Tray  ye  speak  uprightly [not? 

Cle.  We  confess  you  happy, 
And  weeoidd  well  \s\b\\  sucli  artother banquet; 
But  on  that  price,  my  lord— — 

VaU  Twere  nothing,  el^e; 


No  man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  TIeav'n, 
But  bv  the  kimwledge  of  a  hell. — These  slioet 

are  heavy, 
And,  »f  1  should  be  call'd  to  dance,  tlieyMI  clog 

nie ;  [millo^ 

Get  WW  tome  pump*}. — I'M  tell  you,  brave  Ca- 
And  you,  dear  friends ;  the  kii'j^^  has  honour'd 

nie,  ["H»j 

Out  ol"  his  gracious  favo'.ir,'has  much  lionourM 
Toliujit  me  my  time;  forwho  wonUl  livelong? 
Who  would  he  old?  *tis  such  a  weariness, 
Such  u  disease,  tiiat  hangs  like  lead  upon  us. 
As  it  eiicroii^er*,  >o  vexations, 
Griefs  of  the  ^ni.  d,  painr>of  tlie  feeble  body, 
Rheuuis,   conirhsi,  catarrhs;   wt:'ro  but  our 

living  Collins  :  [vetous;^ 

Bi'-ides,  the  fair  soul's  old  t«>o~,  it  jirowsco- 

W  hich  sIk  ws  ail  honour  is  departed  from  us- 

And  we  are  earth  anain  ! 

CV    You  make  fair  use,  sir. 

Val.  I  would  not  live  to  learn  to  lie,  Cle- 

authcs,  [too. 

For  all  the  world  ;  old  men  are  prone  to  thali 
Tliou  that  hast  been  a  soldier,  iVlenalio, 
A  nohle  soltlier,  and  detied  :»ll  danger, 
Adopte<l  t?»y  br.ive  arm  the  heir  to  victory  ; 
Wouldst  thou  live  so  long  till  thy  strength 

forsook  tlu'e  ?  ♦ 

Till  thou  iirc^w'st  only  a  loni:  tedious  story 
Gf  what  thou  hadst  bce;i?  *tdl  thy  sword  hang 

''.V. 
And  lazy  spiders  fdiM  the  hilt  with  cobwebs.^ 

Men.  No,  sm-e,  1  would  not. 

Val.  Tis  not  fii  you  should; 
To  die  a  yonni;  man  is  to  he  an  angel ; 
Gur  great   '  i^ood  parts  put  wings  unto  our 
souls"! —  [have.* 

Tray  you  lull  u;e,  Wx.  a  handsome  masque,  we 

Cam,  We  understand  so. 

Val.  And  the  young  g(»ntiemen  dance? 

Cle.  They  ilo,  sir,  and  some  dance  well. 

Val.  They  nmst,  before  tlie  ladies. 
We'll  have  a  roust-  t>etbi  e  we  go  to  bed,  friends, 
A  lusty  one ;  'twdl  make  my  blood  dance  too, 

[Muilck^^ 

Cam.  Ten  ^3j  if  YOU  please. 

Vat.  And  we'll  be  wondrous  merry. 
They  stay,  sure  !  Come  ;  I  hear  the  musickj 

forward ! 
You  shall  have  all  gloves  presently.      [Exit» 


*'  Ukc  to  jtoclid  <'^^«  ]  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  mc  in  ahering  thetext.  Sj/mpson, 

••  Besides^  the  fair  soiiTs  old  too,  6:e.]  So  bnakespeare  has  tiie  same  thought,  in  his  Tnnon 
of  Athens,  art  ii.  scene  2. 

*  Anrl  Nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 

•  Is  fushion'd  for  the  journey  dull  and  heavy.'         R, 
**  Our  ^reat  good  parts. j  Mr.  Seward  wishes  to  read, 

*  Gur  i/ct  good  parts.' 
'*  -Put  vnngs  unto  our  souls  : 

We'll  have  a  rouse  before  we  go  to  bed,  friends, 

*J'rat/ i/c  tell  me,  6ic.]  The  second  line  is  surely  an  accidental  interpolation  here;   but 
epnies  in  with  gre:it  propriety  six  lines  lower.     The  former  cojiies  exhibit  it  in  both  places. 
■"J  A  lustt/  one,  "txcill  make  wy  blood  dunce  too. 

Com.  Ten,  if'j/ou  please,]  This  cuntem^^tible  punninj;  upon  words  was  the  sin  of  the  timcs^ 
not  of  the  Poets. 


f39 
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f  Ac^  9.  Scene  1« 


Men,  We  attend,  sir, 
JBut  first  wc  muft  look  to  the  doors,  the  king 
has  chaijs'd  us.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Strvanis.      [Knocking  within. 

1  Serr.  What  a  noise  d'you  keep  there ! 

Call  my  fellows  o'lh'  guard  I 

You  must  cease  now  until  the  king  be  euter'd ; 

lie's  j;one  to  the  temple  now. 

.  U  Serv.  Look  to  that  back  door,  pt. 

^nd  keep  it  fast ;  they  swarm  like  bees  about 

flnter  Camillo^  Cleanthety  Mcnallo;  Tony 
I  following. 

Cum,  Keep  back  those  citizens;  and  I A 
tlieir  wives  in, 
Their  handsome  wives. 

Tuny.  TheyVe  crouded  mc  to  verjuice ; 
}  sweat  like  a  buttcT*box. 

1  Sera.  Stand  further  off  there. 
J^len.  Take  the  w  omen  aside^  and  talk  with 
*e|[n  in  private ; 
Give  *em  that  they  came  for. 

Tony,  The  whole  court  oannot  do  it; 
Besides,  the  next  masque,  if  we  use  Vm  so, 
Thi  y*ll  come  by  millions  to  expect  uur  largess. 
WeVe  broke  an  hundred  heads. 
Cle.  A  re  theji  so  tender  ? 
Tony.  But 'tw^s  behind ;  before  they  have 

all  muirions. 
Com,  Let  in  those  ladies;  make  *em  room, 

for  shame  there ! 

Tony.  They  are  no  ladies ;  there's  one  bald 

before  *em, 

A  gent,  bald ;  tbeyVe  curtaird  queans  in  hired 

clothes.  [sultry. 

They  come  out  of  Spain,  I  think ;  they  re  very 

ilen.  Kei-p'cin  in  breath  for  an  ambassador. 

Methinks,  m^  nose  shakes  at  their  memories. 

What  bouncing's  that  ?  [Knocks  within. 

1  Cii.  [within.]  Vm  one  o*th'musick,  sir. 

2  Cit,  [within.  J  I've  sweet-meats  for  the 


Com.  Let  'em  in. 


[banquet. 


Tony,  They  lie,  my  lord !  they  come  to 
seek  their  wives; 
Two  broken  citizens.  [y^^' 

Cam.  Break 'em  more;  they  are  but  brusied 
Bold  rascals !  ofter  to  disturb  your  wives  ? 
Cle.  Lock  the  doors  fast.'  tiie  ipusick! 
bark  !  the  king  comes. 


A  curtain  drawn,         ^ 
The  King,  Qneen^   Valeria,  Evanthe,  ludiet^ 
attendants,  CawiUo,  CLeanthes,  Soruna^ 
Menaito, 

A  MASQUE. 

Cupid  descends,  the  Graces  sitting  by  himm 
Cupid  being  bound,  the  Graces  unbiiui 
him  ;  he  speaks, 

Cupid.  Unbind  me,  my  delight ;  this  uighf 
is  mine! 
Now  let  me  look  upon  what  stars  here  shiney 
Let  me  behold  tlie  beauties,  then  clap  hig^ 
My  colourVJ  wings,  proud  of  my  deity. 
I'm  satisfied;  find  me  again,  and  fast; 
My  angry  how  will  make  too  great  a  waste 
Of  beauty  else.     Now  call  my  masquers  in  •*, 
Call  with  a  song,  and  let  the  sports  begin  ; 
Call  all  my  servants,  the  effects  of  love. 
And  to  a  measure  let  them  nobly  move. 

[One  of  the  Graces  singi^ 
Come,  yc  ser\'ants  ol  proud  Love, 

Come  away  : 
Fairly,  nobly,  gently  move  ! 
Too  long,  too  long  you  make  us  stay. 
Fancy,  Uesirc,  Delight,  Hope,  Fear, 
Distrust,  and  Jealousy,  be  you  too  here  J 
Consuming  Care,  and  raging  Ire, 
And  Poverty  in  poor  attire,  ^ 

March  fairly  in,  and  last  Despair. 
Now  full  mubick  strike  the  air. 

^nter  the  masquers  ^,  Fancy,  Desire,  Delight^  ^ 
Hope,  Fear,  Distrust  ^Jealousy, Care,  Jre^ 
Foverty,   Despair:    they    dance,   ajlcr 
Vihick  Cupid  speaks, 

Cupid.  Away!  I've  done;  the  day  bcgini 
to  light. 
Lovers,  you  know  your  fate ;  good  uight,^good 
night ! 
[Cupid  and  the  Graces  ascend  in  the  chariot. 
King.  Come,  to  the  bauquet!  when  that'a 
ended,  sir, 
111  sec  you  i'  bed,  and  so  good  night.    B« 
You've  a  sweet  hed-fcllow.  [merry; 

Val,  I  tlinnk  your  Orace, 
And  ever  shall  be  bound  unto  your  nobleness. 
King.  I  pray  I  may  deserve  ^our  thanks. 
bet  forward !  [Exeunt^ 


n  — 


'Now  cull  my  tnnsquers  in, 


Call  with  a  song  ]  Cupid  bids  some  of  his  attendants  call  in  the  maskers  with  a  song; 
but  it  seems  it  was  to  little  purpose,  since,  by  the  present  disposition  of  the  scene,  he  singt 
the  song  himself:  To  make  the  god's  command  of  any  signification  or  avail,  we  ought  to  iiw 
sert  some  speaker  before  '  Come  you  servants,'  6ic.  And  who  can  be  more  proper  than  ono 
of  the  Graces  who  descended  uith  him,  and  waited  at  his  side?        Sympson. 

**  Enter  the  masiiuers,^Care,  Ire,  Despair,]  The  stage  direction  here  is  faulty,  as  it  does 
not  set  down  the  several  names  of  the  m:iskers  in  tiie  foregoing  song ;  for  upon  comparison 
we  shall  find,  that  out  of  eleven  there  are  but  ten  reckoned  up,  Poverty  being  dropt  betwixt 
Ire  and  Despair.  This  observation  I  am  not  singular  in,  Mr.  Theobald  having  betore  mad^ 
the  <»ame  in  his  margin.        ^mpson*    > 
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ACT  III- 


SCENE  I. 

£nter  divert  monks,  Alphoaso  going  to  the 
tomb,  Rugio  and  friar  Marco, 

Marco.^VM^  night  grows  on ;  lead  softly  to 

■^    the  tomb, 
And  sing  not  *tili  I  bid  ye ;  let  the  musick 
Play  gently  as  he  passes. 

ikitg.  Oh,  fair  picture, 
That  wert  the  living  hope  of  all  our  honours ! 
How  are  wc  banish'n  from  the  joy  we  dreani'd 
Will  he  ne'er  sf>eak  more  ?  [of ! 

Mar.  'Tis  full  three  months,  lord  Rugio, 
Since  any  articulate  sound  came  from  his 
6et  him  down  gently.  [tongue. 

[Alphonso  sits  in  a  chair, 

JRvg.  What  should  the  reason  be,  sir? 

Alar.  As  *tis  in  nature  with  those  loving 
husbands,  [throes, 

That  sympathise  their  wives*  pains,  and  their 
When  they  are  breeding,  (and  'tis  usual  too; 
We  have  it  by  experience)  so  in  him,  sir, 
Jn  this  most  noblt*  spirit  that  now  suffers  ; 
For  when  his  honour'd  father  good  Brandino 
Fell  sick,  he  fdt  the  griefs,  and  laboured  with 

tliem ; 
His  fits,  and  his  disease  he  still  inherited, 
Grew  the  same  thing,  and,  had  not  Nature 
'check'd  him,  [too. 

Strength  and  ability,  h*had  died  tliat  hour 

Rng.  Emblem  of  noble  love  ! 

Mar,  That  very  minute  [instant 

His  father's  brcaih  forsook  him^  thut  same 
(A  rare  example  of  his  piety, 
And  love  paternal;  th' organ  of  his  tongue 
Was  never  heard  to  sound  again ;  so  near 

death 
He  seeks  to  wait  upon  his  worthy  father, 
Bot  that  we  force  his  meat,  he  were  one  body. 

Rug,  He  points  to  th'  tomb. 

Mar,  That  is  the  place  he  honours  ; 
A  house  I  fear  he  will  not  be  l.-xii/  out  of. 
He  will  to  th'  tomb :  Good  my  lord,  lend  your 

hand. 
Now  sing  the  fum'ral  song,  and  let  him  kneel. 
For  then  he's  pleas'd.  [A  song. 

Rug.  Heiiv  n,  lend  thy  powVful  hand, 
.And  ease  this  prince  ! 

Mar,  He  will  pass  back  again.     \^Exeunt. 

Enter  Vaiirio. 

VaL  They  drink  abundantly ;  I'm  hot  with 
wine  too, 
Lustily  warnj.  I'll  steal  now  to  my  h-ippiness ; 
Tis  midniiiht,  and  tiic  silent  liour  iiivirc.^  nic : 
But  she  is  up  still,  and  attcn<ls  tiie  qncen. 
Thou  dew  of  wine  and  sleep,  \\h\\z  on  their 
eye-lids,  [drink. 

Steep  their  dull  senses  in  the  healths  tliey 
That  1  may  quickly  find  my  lov'd  E\aiit}ie  ! 
The  king  is  mciry  too^  and  drauk  unto  me; 


Sign  of  fair  peiee.    Oh,  this  night's  blessed-^ 

ness ! 
If  I  had  forty  head%  T  would  give  all  for't. 
Is  not  the  end  of  our  ambitions, 
Of  all  our  human  studies,  and  our  travels, 
Of  our  desires,  th'  obtaining  of  our  wishes  ? 
Certain,  it  is;  and  there  man  makes  his  centre. 
I  have  obtain'd  Evan  the,  I  have  married  her: 
Can  any  fortune  keep  me  from  enjoying  her? 

Enter  Sorano, 
I  have  my  wish ;  what's  left  me  to  accuse  nowf 
I'm  friends  with  all  the  world,  but  thy  basf 

malice : 
Go,  glory  in  thy  mischiefs,  thou  proud  man, 
And  cry  it  to  the  world,  th'hastruin'd  virtue! 
How  I  contemn  thee,  and  thy  petty  malice! 
And  with  what  scorn  I  look  down  on  thy  prac 
tice !  [ieriq, 

Sor.  You'll  sing  me  a  new  song  anon,  V»« 
And  wish  these  not  words 

Vdl.  I  despise  thee,  ftllow ! 
Thy  threats,  or  ttatt'ries,  all  I  fling  behind  mc. 
I  have  my  end,  I  have  thy  noble  sister, 
A  name  too  worthy  of  thy  blood !  I've  married 
And  will  enjoy  her  too.  fher, 

Sor,  Tis  very  likely.  [me  with  her 

VaL  And  that  short  Month  I  have  to  blest 
J'll  make  an  age:  I'll  reckon  each  embrace 
A  year  of  pleasure,  and  each  night  a  jubilee, 
Ev'py  quick  kiss  a  spring;  aud  when  I  mean 
To  lose  myself  in  all  delightfulness. 
Twenty  sweet  summers  1  will  tie  together. 
In  spite  of  thee,  and  thy  malignant  master, 
1  will  die  old  in  love,  tho*  young  in  pleasure ! 

Sor.  But  that  I  hate  thee  deadly,  I  could 
pity  thee ; 
Thou  art  the  poorest  miserable  thing 
This  day  on  earth !  I'll  tell  thee  why,  Valerio: 
All  thou  esteera'bt,  and  buiid'st'  upon  foe 

happine:^s, 
For  joy,  for  pleasure,  for  delight,  is  past  thee. 
And,  like  a  wanton  dream, already  vanished! 

VaL  Is  my  love  fa'se? 

Sitr.  No,  she  is  constant  to  thee  ; 
Constant  to  all  thy  misery  she  shall  be. 
And  curse  thee  too. 

Val.  Is  n»y  strong  body  weaken'd, 
Charm'd  or  abus'd  with  subtle  drink?  Speak^ 
villain  I  [as  lustj- 

Sor.  Neither;  I  dare  speak,  thou  art  still 

As  when  thou  lov'dst  her  first,  as  strong  and 

hopeful.  [miserv. 

The  Month  th'hast  given  thee  is  a  Month  of 

And  where  thou  think'st  each  hour  stall  yield 

a  pleasure, 
Look  for  a  killing  pain,  for  thou  shalt  find  it: 
Before  thou  diest,  each  minute  shall  prepare  it. 
And  ring  so  many  knells  to  sad  afilictions  ; 
The  kiua  has  giv'n  theq  %  long  Mouth  to  di« 
And  miserably  did  J  [jn^ 
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Val.  Undo  thy  riddle  ; 
I  am  prepar'd,  whatever  fate  sliall  follow. 

jSV;r.  liost  tliou  see  this  ring  ? 

Vul.  I  know  it  too. 

Sor.  Then  mark  nie :  [thee. 

By  virtue  of  this  ring,  this  I  pronounce  to 
It*  is  the  kinu's  will 

Vul.  \jit  nic  know  it  suddenly  f        f^'^^^^'* 

Siir.  If  thou  do^t  oft'er  to  touch  Evaullic's 
Ik^yond  a  kiss,  tho*  thou  urt  married  to  htr, 
And  lawfully,  ah  thou  think'st,  mayst  enjoy 
Tljat  minute  she  shall  die  !  [her, 

Vul.  Oh,  devil  !  [her, 

Sor.  If  thou  (li.sc(jver  this  command  unto 
Or  to  a  friend  that  !^ilall  importune  thee, 
And  why  thou  ahsluincat,  and  iVom  w  Iioac  u  ill, 
ye  all  perish,  [^"'-^ 

Upon  the  self-same  forfeit !— Are  you  fiUed, 
Kuw,  if  you  love  her,  you  may  prcsei  vt-  lier 

life  still; 
If  not,  you  know  the  worst.     How  falls  your 
iVJo«)thout? 

Val.  This  tvraniiy  could  never  ho  invented 
But  in  the  school  of  hell,  earth  la  too  nmoci  nt  I 
N<»t  to  Ciijoy  her  when  she  is  my  Wile? 
\Vhen  sl.t:  is  wiiliui:  too  ? 

Sor.  Siie  ij>  most  willinjr. 
And  will  run  mad  to  mibs;  hut  if  you  hit  her, 
Be  sure  you  hit  her  hojne,  and  kill  her  with  it, 
fl'licrc  are  such  women  that  will  die  with 

pleasure) 
The  ax  will  follow olse,  that  will  not  fail 
To  fetch  her  maidenhead,  and  dispatch  her 

quickly; 
Then  shi»Il  the  world  know  you7e  the  cause 

of  murder, 
And,  as 'tis  requibite,  your  life  shall  pay  for't. 

Vol.  Thou  doat  but  jest;  thou  cau>t  not 
he  so  mon>trous  ['htr, 

As  thou  proclaim'st  thyself;  thou  arthrrhro- 
And  there  must  he  a  feeliui:  heart  uitiun  ih.  e 
Of  her  aftlictious :  Wert  thou  a  stranger  to  uS, 
And   bred  auion^st  wild  rocks,  thy  nature 

wild  too, 
AlTcction  in  thee,  as  thy  hreedimr,  cold, 
A)id  um denting  a:»  the  rocks  that  uourislfd 
thee- 


Yet  thou  must  shake  to  tell  me  this;  thej 

tremble 
When  the  rude  sea  threatens  divorce  amongst 

'em,  [pest ; 

They  that  are  senseless  things  shake  at  a  tem- 

Thou  art  a  man 

Sor.  Rs  thou  too  then;  'twill  try  thee. 
And  patience  now  will  best  become  thy  no- 

ble^e^s.  ljP^> 

Vul.  ln\ent  some  other  torment  to  anlict 
All,  if  thou  please,  put  all  afilictions  on  me, 
Studv  thv  brains  out  for  'em,  so  this  be  none. 
I  care  not  of  what  nature,  nor  what  cruelty. 
Nor  ot'  what  length. 

Sor.  'I'his  is  enough  tt>  vex  yoi/<  [true, 

V^ul.   The  tale  of  Tantalus  is  now  prov'd 

And  from  me  shall  be  renisterM  authentic ! 

!'»>  have  my  joys  within  my  arms,  and  lawfuJ, 

Mine  own  delights,  yet  dare  not  touch  ?  Even 

as 
Thou  hat'st  me,  brother,  let  no  young  man 

know  tiiis,  • 

As  thou  shalt  hope  lor  peace  when  thou  most 

need^t  it, 
Peace  in  thy  soul !  Desire  the  king  to  kill  ipe, 
Make  me  a  traitor,  any  thinn,  I'll  yield  to  it, 
Anduivethee cause, sol  uniy diehnmediately ! 
J^;ck  n:e  in  pri>on  where  no  sun  may  see  me. 
In  wjdis  so  thick  no  i'ope  may  e'er  come  at  me, 
Keep  me  from  meat,  and  drink,  and  bleep. 

Til  hleis  thee  I 
Give  me  some  (fcnnncd  potion  to  deliver  me, 
Tir.it  I  may  never  know  myself  again,  forget 
My  country,  kindred,  name  and  fortune ;  last. 
That  my  chaste  love  may  ne'er  appear  before 
Tliis  were  eoiiie  conilort !  ["^e, 

Sor.  All  1  h.ve  I've  brouiiht  you,  [tlier  ! 
Ai.d  much  iiood  inav  it  do  you,  mydearbro- 
^ice  you  observe  it  v\ell;  you'll  li nd  about  you 
Many  eyes  set,  that  shall  o'cr-look  your  ac- 
tions : 
If  you  transgress,  you  know — mid  so  I  leave 

yon.  [Exit. 

Vul.  lieav'n  be  not  angry  %  and  I've  som'« 

hope  u't; 
Look  on  u;y  harmless  youth  !  Angels  of  pity^' 
To  whom  1  kuecl,  be  merciful  unto  luc^ 


■7  Val.  Heaven  he  not  angry,  mid  Vve  iome  hope  yet, 
And  when  you  please,  and  iiow,  allay  my  miseries* 

Knter  Trederick. 
To  whom  I  kneel  he  merciful  toito  me, 
Ijtok  on  my  huvmle^s  youth  angels  of' inly, 
Andfrohi  my  blcedln<s^  heart  ui/it  off' my  Horro7i:t, 
The  power  y  the  pride,  I  he  maliee  ami  injustice 
Of  eruel  men  ore  hint  nf^uimt  my  inhattuee. 
Ivu  that  eontroul  the  mighty  irJ.H  of' princes 
Ami  bozo  their  stuhhurn  arme:',  looh  ofi  my  utukncss, 


Anil  when  you  jJeasr,  and  how,  allay  my  nnsenes.  Erit.]  Tl)'.s  firiL  speech  T  have  rocff- 
Yered  trom  the  folio  of  1C47,  which  why  it  ehonhl  ha\ebeen  (ir«)|j}.H.d,  all  but  the  Inst  llne^ 
by  the  two  later  F.ditors,  I  am  at  a  lo.-.s  to  understand.  1  h^ve  i.i\tn  it  in  the  text, «  \pre>-iy 
as  I  found  it,  though  I  think  it  not  so  ctnrctt  as  to  jtccIuuc  all  •.jtU'snj)t>  !o\Aar;l  Ksmeiiora- 
tion  and  amendment.  The  hecond  line  I  w(juld  strike  «>ul  as  snperiiunierary  ;»nd  tanloN;gical, 
as  well  as  tlie  stage  direction,  Fitter  Frederick  :  Annex  u,  the  last  but  i^i.e  is  plamiy  cor- 
riiptcd  ;  in  shorty  I  would  propose  to  read,  and  poiut  the  whole  thu&  : 


Val, 
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And  from  my  bleeding  heart  wipe  ofFmy  sor- 
rows! 
The  power,  the  pride,  the  malice,and  injustice 
Of  cruel  men  are  bent  against  my  innocence : 
You  that  controul  tliemighty  wills  of  princes, 
And  bow  their  stubborn  arms,  look  on  my 

weakness, 
And   whien  vuu  please,  and  how,  allay  my 
miseries!  [Exii. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano. 
Fred,  f  last  thou  been  with  him  ? 
Sor.  Yes,  and  given  him  tliat,  sir. 
Will  make  him  ourse  his  birth ;  I  told  you 

which  way. 
Did  you  but  see  him,  sir,  hut  look  upon  him. 
With  what  a  troubled  and  dejected  nature 
He  walks  now  in  a  mist,  with  what  a  silence, ' 
As  if  he  were  the  shroud  he  wrapt  himself  in. 
And  no  more  of  Valerio  but  his  shadow, 
He  seeks  oliscurity  to  hide  his  thoughts  in. 
You'd  wonder  and  admire,  for  all  you  know  it. 
His  jollity  is  down,valcd  to  the  tjround,  sir, 
And  his  nigh  ho])es  of  full  delights  and  plea- 
sures 
Are  turn*d  tormentors  to  him, strong  diseases. 
Fre(L  But  is  there  hope  of  her.? 
Sor.  It  must  fail  necessary 
She  must  dislike  him,  quarrel  with  his  person, 
(For  women  once  deluded  are  next  devils) 
And,  in  the  heisiht  of  that  opinion,  sir. 
You  shall  put  ou  again,  and  she  must  meet . 
you. 
Fred    Via  glad  of  this. 
S(>r.  1*11  tell  you  ail  the  circumstance 
Within  this  hour.     But  sure  I  heard  your 

Grace, 
To-day  as  I  attended,  make  some  stops. 
Some  broken  speeches,  and  some  sighs  be- 
tween ;  [stinctly, 
And  then  your  brother's  name  I  heard  di- 
Aiid  some  sad  wishes  after. 

Fred,  You're  i'th*  ri^fit,  sir; 
I  would  he  were  as  sad  as  I  could  wish  him, 
Sad  as  the  earth ! 

Sftr.  Would  you  have  it  so? 
Fred.  Thou  luiiir'st  me. 
Tljo*he  be  sick,  with  small  hope  of  recovery,  | 


That  hope  still  lives,  and  men's  eyes,  live 

upon  it, 
And  in  their  eyes  their  wishes!  My  Sorano, 
Were  he  but  cold  once  in  the  tomb  he  dotes 
C-As'^tis  the  fittest  place  for  melancholy)  [on, 
My  court  should  be  another  Paradise, 
And  flow  with  all  delights. 

Sor.  Go  to  your  pleasures ;  [blc  you. 

Let  me  alone  with  this:  Hope  shall  not  trou- 
Nor  he,  three  days. 

Fred.  I  shall  be  bound  unto  thee. 

Enter  Valeria^  Camillo,  Cleanthet,  and  Afi>- 

nalio. 
Sor.  ni  do  it  neatly  too,  no  doubt  shall 

catch  me. 
FreJ.  Be  ?one.  They're  going  to  bed;  TU 

bid  good  niojht  to  *em. 
Sor.    And  mark  the  man !  you'll  scarce 
know  *tis  Valerio.  [jferi/. 

Cum.  Chear  up,  my  noble  lord  ;  the  mi- 
nute's come, 
You  shall  enjoy  the  abstract  of  all  sweetness. 
We  did  you  wrong;  you  nefed  no  wine  to 
warm  you,  [wildfires. 

Desire  shoots  thro'  your  eyes  like  sudden 
/a/.  Beshrew  me,  lords,  the  wine  has  made . 
me  dull; 
I  am  I  know  not  what* 

Fred.  Good  pleasure  to  ye !  [appetite^ 
Good  night  and  long  too  1  As  you  llnd  your 
You  may  fall  to. 

Vai.  I  do  beseech  your  Grace, 

[Aside  to  Frederick. 
For  which  of  all  my  loves  and  services 
Have  I  deserv'd  this? 

Fred.  I'm  not  bound  to  answer  you. 
Val.  Nor  1  bound  to  obey  in  unjust  ac* 

tions. 
Fred.  Do  as  you  please;  you  know  tke 
penalty. 
And,  as  I  have  a  soul,  it  shall  be  executed ! 
Nay,  !fx)k  not  pale ;  I  am  not  us*d  to  fear,  sir. 
If  you  respect  your  lady — Good  night  to  you ! 

[J&riY. 

Val.  But  for  respect  to  her,  and  to  my  daty. 

That  reverend  duty  that  I  owe  my  sovereign  , 

Which  anger  has  no  power  to  snatch  me  from. 


Val.  *  Heav'n  be  not  angry,  and  IVe  some  hope  yet, 
'  To  whom  1  kneel ;  he  merciful  unto  me, 

*  Look  on  my  hnrmless  youth,  angels  of  pity, 

*  And  from  my  hlccding  heart  wipe  off  my  sorrows; 

*  The  power,  the  pride,  the  malice  and  injustice 

*  Of  cruel  Mun  are  bent  Jigainst  my  innocence. 

*  You  thnt  controJil  the  mighty  wills  of  princes, 

*  And  how  their  st'jbhorn  anns,  look  on  my  weakness, 

*  .And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my  miseries.'        Si/mpson» 

The  strikinj:^  out  Enter  Fra/crick  is  certainly  right,  and  it  only  gained  place  by  the  omit* 
»ion  of  this  speech,  now  restored.    The  first  msertion  of  the  line, 

*  And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my  mihcvies,' 

is  also  an  error,  palpably  arising  from  the  same  source:  W^e  have  therefore  omitted  both. 
But  there  seems  to  he  a 'more  material  mistake,  and  that  is,  a  transposition  of  two  verses  in 
the  beginning  of  the  speech:  We  have  placed  the  lines  as  we  believe  the  Author  intended 
them  to  stand ;  by  which  slight  change  the  whole  of  this  fine  speech  begoinesextremely  clear. 
Vol.  n.  «  G 
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The  good  nigljt  should  be  tliinc,  f;ood  niglit 
for  ever ! —  [know  of  me  ^ 

The  king  is  wanfoii,  lords ;    he  would  needs 
How  many  nick  chaces  I  would  make  to-night. 
^    Men.  My  lord,  no  doubt  you'll  prove  a 
perfect  gaine^er.  [pleasure; 

Val.  'Faith,  no  5  I'm  unacquainted  with  the 
Bungle  a  set  I  may.-^How  my  heart  trembles, 
And  heats  my  breast  as  it  would  break  liis 
Good  nioht,  my  noble  friends.        [way  out ! 

Cie.  Nay,  we  must  see  you 
Toward  your  bed,  my  lord. 

Val,  Good  faith,  it  needs  not ; 
Tis  late,  and  I  shall  trouble  you. 

Cam.  No;  no; 
Till  the  bride  come,  sir 

Val,  1  beseech  you,  leave  me; 
You'll  make  me  bashful  else,  1  am  so  foolish  ; 
Besides,  I  have  some  few  devotions,  lords. 
And  he  that  can  pray  with  such  a  book  in's 
arms 

Cam.  We'll  leave  you  then ;  and  a  sweet 
night  wait  upon  ye!  [crown  ye  ! 

Jifcn,  And  a  sweet  i^sue  of  this  sweet  night 

Clc,  All  nights  and  days  be  such  'till  yoi^ 
grow  old,  sir.  [Krcunt  lords, 

Val.  I  thank  ye ;  'tis  a  curse  sufficient  for 
me, 
A  labour'd  one  too,tho'you  mean  ablcssins;.. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  Tm  like  a  wretched  debto: , 
That  has  a  sum  to  tender  on  the  forfeit 
Of  all  he's  worth,  vet  dare  not  offer  it. 
Other  men  see  the  sun,  yet  I  must  wink  at  it, 
And  tho'  I  know  'tis  perfect  day,  deny  it. 
My  reins  are  all  on  fire,  and  burn  like^>na, 
Youth  and  desire  bcat'larums  to  my  blood. 
And  add  fresh  fuel  to  my  warm  aflfectious. 
I  must  enjoy  her;  yet,  when  I  consider. 
When  I  collect  myself,  and  weigh  her  danger, 
The  tyrant's  will,  and  his  powV  taught  to 

murder^ 
My  tender  cafe  controls  my  blood  witliin  me. 
And,  like  a  cold  iit  of  a  p'eevi»h  ague, 
Creeps  to  my  soul,  and  flings  an  ice  u|)on  mc. 

Enter  Qucen^  Evantlie,  Ladies,  and  Tony, 

That  locks  all  pow'rs  of  youth  up :  But  pre- 
vention  

Oh,  what  a  blessedness  'twere  to  be  old  now. 
To  be  unable,  bed-rid  with  diseases. 
Or  halt  on  crutches  to  meet  holy  liymen  ; 
What  a  rare  benefit!  But  1  am  curst!    (py. 
That  that  speaks  other  men  most  fretly  hap- 
And  makes  all  eyes  hang  on  their  expecta- 
tions, |''0'« 
Must  prove  the  bane  of  me.  Youth  and  Abi- 
Bhe  comes  to  bed ;  how  shall  I  entertaiu  her? 
lony.  Nay,  I  come  after  too;   lake  the 
Fool  with  ye, 
iPor  lightly  he  is  ever  one  at  weddings. 


Queen.  Evanthe,  iiiake  yod  unready^  youx' 
lord  stays  for  you, 
And  'prithee  be  merry ! 

Timj/,  Be  \ery  merry,  chicken  j 
Thy  lord  will  pipe  to  thee  anon,  and  make 
thee  dance  too. 

Ladi/,  Will  he  so,  goodman  Ass? 

Tvni/.  Yes,  goody  filly  : 
An  you  had  sfich  a  pipe,  that  pip'd  so  sweetfy, 
You'd  dunce  to  death ;    you've  learnt  your 
sinque-apace.  \ 

Evan.  Your  Grace  desires  that,  that*9  toer 
free  in  me  J 
Fm  ntf  rry  at  the  heart. 

Tont/,  Thou  wilt  be  anon ;  [cordial* 

The  y(»un<:  smug  boy  will  give  thee  a  sweet 

Evun.  I  am  so  tuken  up  in  all  my  thoughts. 
So  possest,  madam,  witli  the  lawful  sweets 
I  shall  this  night  partake  of  with  my  lord. 
So  far  transported  (pardon  my  immodesty) — 

Vai,  Alas,  poor  wench,  how  slyiil  1  recom- 
pence  thee ! 

Evan,  That  tho'  they  must  be  short,  and 
sh<«trh  (1  away  too 
Rre  they  L^row  ripe,  yet  I  shall  prefer  'em 
Before  a  tedious  pleasure  with  repentance. 

Val.  Oh,  Itow  my  heart  akes ! 

Ellin.  Take  off  my  jev\ els,  ladies,  [t'ye; 
And  let  my  ruB* loose:  i  shall  bid  good  night 
My  l<jrd  stays  here. 

Quftn,  My  wench,  I  thank  thee  heartily. 

For  learning  how  to  use  thy  few  hours  hand'' 

sonielv;  [gown  now. 

They  will  be  years,  I  hope.    Off  with  your 

Lay  down  the  bed  there. 

lonj/.  Shall  I  get  into  it,  fthing  I 

And  w  arm  it  for  thee  ?   A  fool's  fire  s  a  fine 
And  I'll  so  buss  thee  ! 

Queen.  I'll  have  you  wliipp'd,  you  rascal  ? 

IvNj/,  That  will  prov(»ke  me  mere.     I'li 
Uilk  w  ith  tiiy  husband : 
He's  a  \Nisc  man,  I  hope. 

Evan.  Good  liight,  dear  madam  ! 
Ladies,  no  further  service;  I  am  well. 
I  do  beseech  your  Grace  to  give  us  this  leave  ;- 
My  lord  and  I  to  one  another  freely. 
And  privately,  may  do  all  other  cei'emonies;. 
Wouian  and  page  we'll  be  to  oue  anoihery 
And  trouble  you  no  further. 

Tony,  Art  thou  a  wise  man  ? 

Val.  I   cannot   tell  thee,  Tony;  ask  my 
neiglilKMus.  [nighty 

Tony.  If  thou  be*st  so,  go  lie  with  me  to-» 
(The  old  fool  will  lie  quieter  than  the  young 

one. 
And  give  thee  more  sleep)  thou  w  ilt  look  to- 
niorrow  else  [of. 

Worse  thmi  the  prodigal  fool  the  ballad  speaks 
That  vvas  squeez'd  thro'  a  horn.  " 

VaL  I  sliuli  take  thy  counsel'*! 


••Val.  I  shall  take  thy  eounsel,]  This  is  aside  i(  the  words  are  right;  but  perhaps  they 
iKould  be  better  joined,  with  some  little  change^  to  the  end  of  the  Foofs  speech: 

*  That  was  sfjuc  ez'd  through  a  horn.     Wilt  take  my  couu^el? '         Sympton, 
Talerio  speaks  ironically.        J\  jV« 
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Queen.  Why  tlicn,  pooJ  night,  good  iiiijht, 
my  best  Evanthc  !  ,  [vuiiish. 

My  worthy  maid  !  and,  as  that  name  siiall 
A  worthy  wife  ^5,  a  long  and  happy. — Follow, 
sirrah ! 
£van.  T!iat  shall  be  my  care.     Goodness 
rest  with  your  Grace  !  [to  you  ; 

Qfteen.  Be  lusty,  lord,  and  take  your  lady 
And  that  power  that  shall  part  you  he  un- 
happy !  [ladies ! 
Vai.  bwcet  rest  unto  you !  to  ye  all,  sweet 
Tony,  ^ood  nijiht ! 

Tout/,  Sliall  not  the  Fool  stay  with  thee? 
Quten,  Come  away,  sirrah  ! 

\^Krcunt  Queen  and  ladiet, 
Tony   How  the  fool  i^  i»oui:ht  tor  ! 

Sweet  malt  is  madt-  of  easy  fire ; 
A  hasty  horse  will  quickly  tire; 
A  sudden  leaper  sticks  i'th'  mire; 
phlebotomy,  ajid  the  ^vord  *  lie  nij^her,* 
Take  hiRed  of,  friend,  1  thee  require. 
This  from  an  Almanack  I  stole. 
And  learn  this  lesson  from  :i  Fool. 

Good  nis;ht,  my  bird!  [Evit  Tony, 

Evan.  Good  nii;ht,  wise  master  Tony. 
\Vill  you  to  bed,  my  lord  ?  Come,  let  me  help 
you. 

VaL  To  bed,  EFauthe  ?  art  thou  sleepy  ? 

Evan.  No; 
I  shall  b<:  worse,  if  you  look  sad  upon  me. 
'Pray  you  let*s  to  bed  ! 

Val.  I  am  not  well,  my  love. 

Evan,  ril  make  you  well;  there*s  no  such 
physic  for  you 
As  your  warm  mistress'  arms. 

I'al.  Art  thou  so  cunnini^.? 

Evan,    1  speak  not  by  experience  j  ('pray 
you  mistake  vmI) 
But,  if  you  love  me 

Vnl.  I  do  love  so  dearly, 
So  much  above  the  base  bent  of  desire, 
J  know  i|ot  how  to  answer  thee. 

Evan.  To  bed  then ; 
There  I  slmll  better  credit  vou.   Fv,  mv  lord  ! 
Will  \ou  put  a  maid  to't,  to  teach  you  what 
to  do? 


An  innocent  maid  ?  Are  vou  so  cold  a  lover  } 
Id  truth,  you  make  me  blush  !  Tis  midnight 

too, 
And  *tis  no  stolen  love,  butauthorised  openly. 
No  sin  we  covet.  Tray  let  me  undress  you ; 
You  shall  help  me.  'Prithee,  sweet  Valerio, 
Be  not  so  sad ;  the  king  will  be  more  merciful* 

Val.  May  not  I  love  thy  mind  ? 

Evan.  And  I  yours  too; 
*T\%  a  most  noble  one,  adorn'd  with  virtue ; 
But  if  we  love  not  oue  another  really. 
And  put  our  bodies  and  our  minds  toc^etherf 
And  so  make  up  the  concord  of  aflPection, 
Our  love  will  prove  but  a  blind  superstition. 
This  is  no  school  to  ar^ue  in,  my  lord. 
Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  away  allow'd  ust 
'Pray  let*s  dispatch.  If  any  one  should  come 
And  find  us  at  this  distance,  what  would  thej 

think? 
Come,  kiss  me,  and  to  bed  I 

Val.  That  I  dare  do. 
And  kiss  again. 

Eimn.  Spare  not ;  they  are  your  own,  sip. 

Val.  But  to  enjoy  thee  is  to  be  luxurious. 
Too  sensual  in  my  love,  an<l  too  a  iibitious  !— 
Oh,  how  I  burn! — To  pluck  tliee  from  the 
stalk  [beauteous, 

VVherc  now  thou  <;row'st  a  sweet  bud  and  a 
And  bear*ht  the  prime  and  honour  of  tlie 

garden, 
Is  but  to  violate  thy  sprincr,  and  spoil  thee. 

Ec(tn.  To   let   me  blow,  and  fall  alone^ 
would  anger  you. 

Val.  Let*s  sit  toi;eth»Tthus,  and,  as  we  sit. 
Feed  on  the  sweets  of  one  another's  souls. 
The  happiness  of  love  is  contemplation, 
Tne  blesse.li]ess  of  love  is  pure  atFection, 
Where  no  alloy  of  actual  dull  desire, 
Of  pleasure  that  partakes  with  wantonness, 
Of  human  fire  that  burns  out  as  it  kindles, 
And  loaves  the  body  but  a  poor  repentance. 
Can  ever  mi\:  Let's  fix  on  that,  Evanthe; 
That's  everlasting,  th*  other  casual; 
Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  Fortune, 
Blind  as  herself,  and  full  of  all  oiiiictions; 
Shall  we  love  virtuously  ? 

Evun.  I  ever  loy'd  sq. 


^  A  71'orthif  Tcife,  q  long  and  happy ;  follow,  sirrah. 
F.van.  'J*!»at  s/iuU  be  my  cure, 

GtMdne^x  resf  with  your  Grace.]  Instead  oi  follow ^  sirrah,  I  could  wish  to  connect  the 
verb  with  the  preceding  worfls.  The  relative  tliat  too,  in  the  second  line,  can  only  refer  to 
c  xcorthy  wf/e,  for  ail  Kvauthe's  care  and  prudence  could  not  possibly  make  her  a  long  and 
^5/'V*y  one.  With  likew ise,  in  the  last,  seems  to  have  little  business  there.  In  a  word,  X 
would  propose  readitig  the  whole  in  this  manner:  . 

*  A  worthy  wife,  a  ioug  and  happy  foUaw  it. 
Evan.  *  That  si -.all  be  my  care  ;  these 

*  Goodness  rest  your  Gnxce.— That  shall * 

i.  e.  to  be  a  worthy  wife  shall  be  my  study  and  endeavour;  but  these,  i.  e.  Jong  and  happy, 
must  be  left  to  the  gods,  (or  something  to  that  effect,)  and  so,  *  Goodness  rest,*&c.  i,  e.  May 
the  gods  «;ive  your  Grace  good  rest  to-night  I         Sympson. 

There  is  no  kind  of  ditiiculty  in  the  text,  and  Sympson*s.reading  is  all  uncouthness  and 
confusion.  Evanthe  answers  nnmtdiately  to  what  the  Queen  a4dressts  to  her,  taking  no 
iKitice  of  the  two  words  she  speaks  to  the  Fool:  And  why  ueed  she?  or  how  do  they  create 
imy  obscurity  to  a  reader  of  the  least  observation  or  taste  ? 
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■  Val.  And  only  think  our  love :  TheVarcst 

pleasure, 
(Ami  that  we  most  desire,  let  it  be  human) 
If  once  enjoy'd  grows  stale,  and  cloys  our 

appetites. 
I  would  not  lessen  in  my  love  for  any  thinj^ ; 
Nor  Hnd  thee  but  the  same  in  my  short  iour- 
For  my  love's  safety  J®.  ["^y* 

Evan.  Now  I  see  I  am  old,  sir, 
Old  and  ill- favoured  too,  poor  and  dcspis'd, 
And  am  not  worth  your  noble  fellowship. 
Your  fellowship  in  love ;  you  would  nut  else 
Thus  cunningly  seek  to  betray  a  maid, 
(A  maid  that  honours  you  thus  piously) 
Strive  tti  abuse  tiie  pious  love  she  brings  you. 
Farewell,  my  lord;  since  you've  a  better 

mistress, 
(For  it  inuht  seem  so,  or  you  are  no  map) 
A  voun^cr,  happier,  I  shall  give  her  room^ 
So  much  I  love  you  still. 

VaL  Stay,  my  Evanthc ! 
Heav'n  bear  me  witness,  thou  art  all  I  love, 
All  I  desire!  And  now,  have  pity  on  me ! — 
(I  never  lied  before  3* ;  forf;ive  me,  Justice  I 
Youth  nnd  Atfection,  stop  your  ears  unco 
me!)  [Aside. 

£vurt.  Why  do  you  weep  ?  If  I  have  spoke 
too  harsfily. 
And  unbrsecmni^  (my  beloved  lord) 
My  care  and  duty,  purdon  me ! 

Val.  Oh,  hear  me. 
Hear  me,  Evan  the ! — (I  am  all  on  torture, 
And  tl)is  lie  tears  my  conscience  as  I  vent 

it !) [Aside. 

I  am  no  man. 

Evan.  How,  sir  ? 

Vat.  No  man  for  pleasure ; 
No  woman's  man. 

Evan.  C<x>dness  forbid,  my  lord  I 
Sure  you  abuse  yourself. 


Val.  Tis  tnie,  Evanlhe; 
I  shame  to  say  you'll  find  it.  [Weeps. 

Evan,  He  weeps  bitterly : 
rris  my  hard  fortune  ;  bless  all  young  maids 

from  it ! 
Is  there  no  help,  my  lord,  in  art  will  com^ 
fort  ve? 

Val.  I  hope  there  is. 

Evan,  How  long  have  you  been  destitute? 

Val.  Since  I  was  younj;, 

Eum.  Tis  hard  to  die  for  notliing. — 
Now  you  shall  know,  'tis  not  the  pleasure,  sir, 
(For  I'm  compeU'd  to  love  you  spiritually) 
That  women  aim  at,  I  alfect  you  for ; 
Tis  for  your  worth:  And  kiss  me;  beat  peace. 
Because  I  ever  lov'd  you,  I  still  honour  you. 
And  with  all  duty  to  my  husband  follow  you. 
Will  you  to  bed  now  ?    You're  asham'd,  it 
seems:  [life, 

Pygmalion  prny'd,  and  his  cold  stone  took 
You  do  not  know  with  what  zeal  I  shall  ask, 

sir,  L^^^'- 

And  what  rare  miracle  that  may  work  upon 
Still  blush  .^  Prescribe  your  kiw. 

Val.  I  prithee  pardon  me  ! 
To  bed,  and  I'll  sit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with 

thee. 
Mourn  both  our  fortunes,  our  unhappy  oneSk 
Do  not  despise   me;   make  me  not  more 

wretched ! 
I  pray  to  Ueav'n,  whpn  I  am  gone,  £vanthe„ 
(As  my  poor  date  is  but  a  span  of  time  now) 
To  recompense  thy  noble  patience. 
Thy  love  aiid  virtue,  with  a  fruitful  husband. 
Honest  and  honourable. 

Evan,  Come,  you  have  made  me.  weep 

now.  [t*ty. 

All  fond  desire  die  here,  and  welcome  chas- 
Honour  and  chastity  !    Do  what  you  please, 

sir.  [Lseunt. 


^  Nifrjind  thee  but  the  same  in  wy  short  journey , 

For  my  love's  safety. 1    Valerio  would  not  suffer  the  least  abatement  of  her  affection  if 

he  might  save, what  by  it?  his  love  ?  bis  l\f'e  to  be  sure  he  designed  to  say,  and  tlie 

true  reading  is,  ^ 

*  For  my  lif^s  safety.'        Sympson, 
Very  good  sense  may  be  made  out  of  the  text:  *  He  would  not  lessen  in  his  love  for  any 

*  thin*;,  unci  thertfore  wishes  to  fiiiff  her  still  the  same,  that  his  love  may  not  Icbaen.'   In  hit 

*  short  journey '  his  lifes  safety  is  quite  out  of  the  question. 

3» have  pity  on  me, 

I  never  lied  before,  forgive  me,  Justice; 

Youth  ariii  aj)ection  stop  your  ears  untomc]  Valerio  going  to  pretend  impotency,  prays, 
aside,  th;it  Heaven  may  forgive  the  lie,  and  (as  the  text  at  present  runs)  Evanthe  7wt  believe^ 
hut  stdft  her  tars  ofiainst  it.  But  is  not  tbis  a  contradiction  j^laring  enough  ?  Tis,  I  thin^,^ 
not  only  possible  but  very  pro' able  the  Authors'  Utanuiicript  ran, 

*  Youth  and  atlection  o//e  your  ears  unto  nie;* 
i.  e.  (p  hear  and  believe  v  hat  he  was  goini£  to  discover.         Synipson% 
He  desires  them  not  to  hear,  and  that  is  surely  much  best. 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Mnter  atone  door  Rugio  and  friar  Marco,  at 
thcother  door  Soruno,  with  a  lit  I  leg/ass  viol. 

J^ug.  ^flT'HAT  ails  this  piece  of  mischief  to 

*  "    look  sad  ? 
He  seems  to  weep  too. 

Mar.  Something  is  a-hatching, 
And  of  some  bloody  nature  too,  lord  Rugio, 
This  crocodile  mounis  tlius  cunningly. 

Sor,  Hail,  holy  father  ! 
And  good  day  to  the  good  lord  Rugio ! 
How  fares  the  sad  prince,  I  beseech  you,  sir? 

Rug.  *V'iS  like  you  know;  you  need  not 

ask  that  question:  [ries 

You  hare  your  eyes  and  waKihes  on  his  mise- 

As  near  as  ours :  I  would  they  were  as  tender ! 

Alar.  Can  you  do  him  good  ?  As  the  king 
and  you  appointed  hitn, 
So  he  is  still ;  as  you  desir'd  I  think  too, 
For  evVy  day  ho*s  worse :  ileav'n  pardon  all ! 
Put  off  your  sorrow ;  you  may  laugh  now, 

lord; 
He  cannot  last  long  to  disturb  your  master: 
You  have  done  worthy  service  to  his  brother. 
And  he  most  meuiorable  love. 

Sor.  You  do  not  know,  sir,'        [weariness 
With   what  rtnnorsfr:  I  ask,  nor  with  what 
I  groan  and  bow  under  this  load  of  honour; 
And  how  my  soul  sighs  for  the  beastly  ser- 
vices [with  me ! 
I've  done  his  plejisurcs,    these  be  witness 
And  from  your  piety  believe  ine,  father, 
I  would  as  willingly  uncloath  myself 
Of  title,  (that  becomes  me  not,  I  know  ; 
Good  men  and  great  names  best  agree  to- 
gether) [pings 
Cast  off  the  glorious  favours,  and  the  trap- 
Of  sound  and  hon«iur,  wealth  and  promises. 
His  wanton  pleasures  have  flung  on  my  weak- 
ness,                                           [Virtue's, 
And  chuse  to  serve  my  country's  cause  and 
poorly  and  honestly,  and  redeem  my  ruins, 
As  I  would  hope  remission  of  my  mischiefs. 

RMg.  Old  aiid  expericnc'd  men,  my  lord 
Sorano, 
Are  not  so  quickly  caught  with  gilt  hypocrisy. 
You  pull  your  claws  in  now,  and  fawn  upon 
As  lions  do  to  entice  poor  foolish  beasts ;  [us, 
And  beasts  we  should  be  too,  if  we  believ'd 
Co,  exercise  your  art [you: 

Sor.  For  lleav'n's  sake,  scorn  me  not, 
Kor  add  more  hell  to  my  afflicted  soul 
Than  I  feel  here  !  As  you  are  honourable, 
As  you  are  charitable,  look  gently  on  me  ! 
I  wdl  no  more  to  court,  be  no  more  devil ; 
I  know  I  must  be  hated  even  of  him 
That  was  my  love  now;  and  the  more  he 

loves  me 
For  his  foul  ends^iwhen  they  shall  once  appear 
tohim. 


Muster  before  his  conscience,  and  accuse  him,- 
The  fouler  and  the  more  falls  his  displeasure  : 
Princes  arc  fading  things,  so  are  their  favours. 

Mar.  He  weeps  again; 
His  heart  is  touch*d  sure  with  remorse. 

Sor.  See  this, 
And  give  me  fair  attention.    Good  ray  lord. 
And  worthy  father,  see  ;  within  this  viol, 
The  remedy  and  cure  of  all  ray  lionour. 
And  of  the  sad  prince,  lie. 

Rug.  What  new  trick's  this.?  [dantly- 

Sor.  Tis  true,  1  haVe  done  offices  abun- 
III  and  prodigious  to  the  prince  Alphonso; 
And,  whilst  I  was  a  knave,  I  sought  his  death 
too.  [yet. 

Rug.  You  arc  too  late  convicted  to  be  good 

Sor.  But,  father,  when  I  felt  this  part  af- 
flict mo, 
This  inward  part,  and  callM  mc  to  an  audit 
Of  my  misdeeds  and  mischiefs 

Mar.  Well ;  go  on,  sir. 

Sor.  Oh,  then,  then,  then  !  what  was  my 
clory  then,  father ! 
The  favour  of  the  king,  what  did  that  ease  me  ? 
What  was  it  to  be  bow*d  to  bv  all  creatures? 
Worshipt,  and  courted  ?  what  did  this  avail 
I  was  a  wretch,  a  poor  lost  wretch !        [me  ? 

Mar.  Still  better.  [tomid 

&)r.  Till,  in  the  midst  of  all  ray  grief,  I 
Repentance ;  and  a  learned  raan  to  give  tha 

means  to  it ; 
A  Jew,  an  honest  and  a  rare  physician  : 
Of  him  I  had  this  jewel;  'tis  a  jewel,       [it. 
And,  at  the  price  of  all  my  wealth,  I  bought 
If  the  king  knew  it,  I  must  lose  my  head; 
And  willinjily,  most  willingly,  I'd  suffer. 
A  child  may  take  it,  'tis  so  sweet  in  working. 

Mar.  To  whom  would  you  apply  it.? 

Sor.  To  the  sick  prince ; 
It  will  in  half  a  day  dissolve  his  melancholy. 

Rug.  I  do  believe,  and  give  him  sleep  for 
ever.  U^<^^$ 

What  impudence  is  this,  and  what  base  ma- 
To  make  us  instruments  of  thy  abuses ! 
Are  we  set  here  to  poison  him  ? 

Sor.  Mistake  not; 
Yet  I  must  needs  say,  'tis  a  noble  care. 
And  worthy  virtuous  servants.     If  you'll  sea 
A  flourishing  esUile  agum  in  Naples, 
And  great  Alphonso  reign,  that's  truly  good, 
And  like  himself  able  to  make  all  excellent. 
Give  him   this  drink ;  and  tliis  good  health 
unto  him !  [Drinks* 

I'm  not  so  desperate  yet  to  kill  myself. 
Never  look  on  me  as  a  guilty  man. 
Nor  on  the  water  as  a  speedy  poison : 
I  am  not  mad,  nor  laid  out  all  my  treasure, 
My  constrieuce  and  my  credit,  to  abuse  ye. 
How  nimbly  and  how  chearfully  it  works  now 
Upon  my  heart  and  head!  Sure  I'm  a  new  man! 
Thcfc  is  no  sadness  that  I  feci  within  mc, 
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B:it,  a*  It  meet?  it,  liVc  a  lazy  vapour 
liow  it  flics  oil!  1  Icre,  j^ivc  it  liini  with  speed  : 
You  are  more  guilty  tlian  I  ever  was. 
And  worthier  of  |^Ue  :mme  of  evil  subjects 
It*  hut  an  hopr  you  hold  this  from  his  health. 
Rug.  Tis  some  rare  virtuous  thing  sure'^; 
he*s  a  good  man  ! 
It  must  he  so;  couie,  let's  apply  it  presently, 
And  may  it  sweetly  work  ! 

Sor,  'Pray  let  me  hear  on't ; 
And  carry *t  close,  my  lords. 
Mar,  Yes,  gqod  Sorauo. 

[Exeunt  K'l^io  and  Marco. 

Sor.  Do,  my  good  fools,  my  iiouest  pious 

coxcombs,  [doms  ? 

My  wary  fools  too  !  Have  I  cquoht  your  wis- 

You  never  dream'd  I  knew  an  aptidote, 

Kor  how  to  take  it  to  secure  mine  own  life; 

I  am  an  ass !  Go,  give  him  the  6ne  cordial 

And  when  you've  done,  go  dig  his  grave,  jiood 

friar.  [bawling, 

Sqroc  two  hours  hence  wf.  shall  have  such  a 

And  roarini;  \ip  qnd  down  for  nqua  v^ttCy 

vsSucli  rubbing,  and  such  ^nointiiig,  and  such 

cooling  f  [belly : 

I've  sent  him  that  will  make  a  bonfire  in's 

If  he  recover  it,  there's  no  heat  in  hell  sure. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Frederick  «?irf  Podrgmo, 

Fred.  Podramo  I 

Pod,  Sir. 

Fred,  Call  hither  lord  Valerio  j 
And  let  none  trouble  us. 

Fod.  It  shall  be  done,  sir.  [Exit, 

Fred,  I  know  he  wants  no  additions  to  his 
tortures, 
He  has  enough  for  human  blood  to  carry ; 
(Yet  I  must  vex  him  further  J) 
So  many,  that  I  wonder  his  hot  youtli 
And  high-bred  spirit  break.*>  not  into  fury; 
I  must  yet  torture  hiru  a  little  further, 
And  make  myself  sport  with  his  miseries; 
My  anger  is  too  poor  else.     Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Valerio, 

Now,  my  young-married  lord,  how  do  you 
feel  yourself? 

You  have  the  happiness  you  ever  aim'J  at, 

The  joy  and  pleasure. 

Val.  'Would  you  had  the  like,  sir  I 
Fred,  You  tumble' in  delights  with  your 
sweet  lady. 

And  draw  the  minutes  out  in  dear  embraces; 

you  live  a  right  lord's  life, 
Val,  'Would  you  had  tried  it. 


Tliat  you  miglit.know  the  virtue  but  to  sufifer ! 
Your  anger,  tho'  it  be  unjust  and  insolent, 
«Sits  handsomer  upon  you  than  your  scorn; 
To  i\o  a  wilful  ill,  and  glory  in  it, 
Is  to  do't  double,  double  to  be  damn'd  too. 
Fred,  Hast  thou  not  found  a  loving  an(| 

free  prince? 
High  in  his  favours  too  ?  that  has  conferred 
Such  hearts-ease,  and  such  heaps  of  comfort 
All  thou  could^st  ask  ?  [on  thec« 

Val.  You  are  too  pr  .wn  a  tyrant. 
Upon  so  suffering  and  so  still  a  subject! 
YuuVcput  upon  me  such  a  punishn)ent,  [at; 
That  if  your  youth  were  honest  it  would  blush 
But  youVe  a  shame  to  Nature,  as  to  Virtue, 
Pull  not  my  raiie  upon  you  1  'tis  so  j   st, 
It  will  give  way  to  no  respect.     My  life. 
My  innocent  life,  (I  dare  maintain  it,  sir,) 
Like  a  wanton  prodigal  youVe  flufig  away; 
Had  I  a  thousand  more,  1  would  allow  'em, 
And  be  as  careless  of  'em  as  your  will  is  : 
But  to  deny  those  rights  *the  law  hath  giv'n 

me, 
The  holy  law,  and  make  her  life  tlie  penance. 
Is  such  a  studied  and  unheard-of  malice, 
No  heart  that  is  not  hir'd  from  hell  X  dare 

think  of! 
To  do  it  then  too,  when  my  hopes  were  high, 
Hii;h  as  my  blood,  all  my  desifes  upon  me, 
My  free  allcctions  ready  to  en* brace  her, 

Enter  Cassandra. 

And  she  mine  own^D'you  smile  at  this?  is't 

done  .well? 
Is  there  not  Heav'u  above  you,  that  sees  all? 

[Er,7, 
Fred.  Come  hither,  1  ime.    How  does  your 

nohlc  mifjtress? 
Cas,  As  a  gentlewoman  may  do  in  her  case 
That's  newly  married,  sir;  sickly  sometimes 
And  fond  pn't,  like  your  majesty  3^. 
Fred.  ^She*?*  brcedint'  then? 
Cas.  iShe  wants  uiuch  of  her  colour,  and 
has  tier  qualms 
As  ladies  use  to  have,  sir,  and  her  disgusts. 
Fred.  Ana  keeps  her  chamber? 
Lnx.   \  OS,  sir. 

Fred.  And  eats  good  broths  and  jellies? 
Cas,  I'm  sure  Sjhe  sighs,  sir,  and  \^eeps, 

good  lady ! 
Fred.  A  Ins.  good  lady,  for  it* 
She  should  have  one  could  comfort  her,  Cas- 
sandra, [forter. 
Could  turn  those  tears  to  joys,  a  lusty  eom- 
Cas,  A  comfortable  man  docs  well  at  all 
For  he  brings  comfortable  things.       [hours, 


'*  T/>  some  rare  virtuous  thing.]  So  Milton  in  his  Tl  Penseroso  uses  the  word: 

*  And  of  the  rirtuws  ring  and  glass,'  &c.         Sijmpsim. 
■  X  (Yet  J  must  vex  him  further).  This  line  seems  to  be  an  interpolation;  and  was  perhaps. 
oc^.a^ioned  by  the  players'  omittmg  the  tliree  next  lines. 

X  linWjrom  helL]  Hir*d  is  not  nonsense,  yet  its  being  genuine  is  doubtful.     Perhaps  w^ 
should  read  *  hot  from  hell.' 

'*  Sichli/t  sometimes  and  fond  on't,  likeyour  tiwjesttf.']  This  place  I  would  read  so : 
<  Sickly  sometimes  aod  fuud^  ojCt  liko-your  majesty.'        St^mpsoiu 


JTct  4.  Scene  i.] 


A  WITE  FOR  A  MONTI*. 


isi 


Frtd,  Come  hither ; 
jhnd  bold  your  tan   between,  jouVe  eaten 

onions. 
Her  breath  stinks  like  a  fox,  her  tectii  are 

contiigious ; 
These  old  women  are  all  elder-pipes. — Do 
you  mark  nie  ?  [^<^'<^'  '<  purse. 

Cas.  Yes,  sir ;  but  does  your  Grace  thiuk 
I  am  fit, 
That  am  both  old  and  virtuous  ? 

Fred.  Therefore  the  fitter,  th'  older  still 
•    the  l»etter ; 
I  know  thou  art  as  holy  as  an  old  cope. 
Vet,  upon  necessary  use — — 
C«i.  Tis  true,  sir. 

Fred.  Her  feelingSv'n»e  is  fierce  slill;  speak 
unto  her, 
(Vou  are  familiar)  speak,  T  say,  unto  her. 
Speak  to  the  purpose :  tell  her  thi^,  and  this. 
Cas.  Aluss,  she  s  honest,  si.*,  slie's  very  ho- 

And  would  you  have  my  gravity [ncbt, 

Fred.  Ay,  ay ; 
Your  gravity  will  become  the  cause  the  better. 
I'il  look  thee  out  a  knight  shall  make  th<re  a 
lady  tot),  [thee; 

A  lusty  knight,  and  one  that  shall  be  rufd  by 
And  add  to  these,  I'll  make  'em  good.     No 

mincing, 
Nor  duckini^  out  of  nicety,  pood  lady. 
But  do  it  home.     We'll  all  be  friends  too^ 
tell  her. 

And  such  a  joy 

Cas.  That's  it  that  stirs  me  up,  sir; 
I  would  not  tor  the  world  attempt  herchastity, 
But  that  they  may  live  lovinj^ly  hereafter. 
Fred.  For  that  I  urge  it  too. 
Cut.  A  little  evil 
May  well  Im  sutfer'd  for  a  general  good,  sir. 
ril  take  my  h^ave  of  your  majesty.       lExit. 

Enter  Valeria. 

Fred.  Go  fortunately ; 
Be  speedy  too.     Here  comes  Valerio : 
If  his  alBictioiis  have  allay *d  his  s[>irit, 
My  work  has  end.  Come  hither,  lord  Valerio; 
How  do  you  now  ? 

Val.  Your  majesty  may  guess, 
Not  so  well,  nor  so  t'orumate  as  you  are. 
That  can  tic  up  men's  honest  wills  and  actions 

Fred.  You  clearly  see  now,  brave  \' alerio, 
What  'tis  to  be  the  rival  to  a  prince, 
To  interpose  a;!i;ainst  a  raging  lion : 
I  know  you'vt;  suffer'd,  infinitely  >uffor*d, 
And  with  a  kind  of  pity  I  behold  it ; 
And  if  vou  dare  be  worthy  of  mv  mercy, 
I  can  yet  heal  you,  (yield  up  your  Kvanthe) 
Take  off  my  sentence  also. 

Val.  I  fall  thus  low,  sir. 
My  poor  sad  heart  under  your  feet  I  lay, 
And  all  the  service  of  my  life^ 

Fred.  Do  this  then, 
For  without  this  'twill  be  impossible: 
Part  with  her  for  a  while. 

Va/.  You've  parted  us; 
What  ftbi^uid  I  (Jm  with  that  I  cannot  use,  sir  ? 


Fred. '  ris  well  conSldcr'J :  Let  roc  ha? e  thd 
lady, 
And  thou  shalt  see  how  nobly  HI  befriend  the^i 

How  all  tliis  difference 

Vtti.  Will  she  come,  d'yoa  think,  sir? 
Fred.  She  nmst  be  wrought,  (I  know  the  M 
too  modest) 
And  gently  wrought,  and  cunningly. 
Val,  Tis  fit,  sir. 

Fred.  And  secretly  it  must  be  done. 
Val.  As  thought. 

Fted,  rU  warrant  you  her  honour  shall  he 
fair  still ; 
No  soil  nor  stain  shall  appear  on  that,  Valerioi 
You  see  a  thousand  that  bear  sober  ftices, 
And  shew  off  as  inimitable  modesties; 
You  would  be  sworn  too  tliat  they  were  pure 

matrons. 
And  most  chaste  maids ;  and  yet,  t'augmcdC 

their  fortunes, 
An«l  get  them  noble  friends        * 

Val.  They  are  content,  «»ir. 
In  private  to  bestow  their  iM'auties  on  Vm. 
Fred.  They  are  so,  and  they're  wise ;  they 
know  no  want  for't. 
Nor  no  eve  sees  they  want  their  honesties* 
Val.  lf*t  might  be  carried  thus? 
Fred.  It  shall  be,  t^ir. 
Val.  I'll  sec  you  dead  first !  [cisic/ej— With 
this  caution, 
W'hy,  sure,  I  think  it  might  bo  done. 
Fred.  Yes,  easilv. 

Val.  For  what  tunc  would  your  Grace  de' 
sire  her  body  ?  [stHl 
Fred.  A  month  or  two.    It  slinll  be  carried 
As  if  she  kept  with  you,  and  were  a  stranger,* 
llather  a  hater,  of  the  grace  I  offer; 
And  then  I  will  return  her,  with  such  ho- 
nour-                                     [lionour  I 

Val.  'Tis  very  like;   I  dote  much  on  your 
Frtd.  And  load  her  with  such  faF\'our  too^ 

'  \>alerio — 
Val.  She  never  shall  claw  off:  I  humbly 

thank  you ! 
Fred,  ril  make  ye  both  the  happiest,  antf' 
the  ricliest. 

And  the  mightiest  too 

Vul.  But  who  shall  wDrk  her,  sir  ? 
For,  on  my  conscience,  she  is  very  honest. 
And  will  he  hard  to  cut  us  a  rough  diamond. 
Fred.  Why,  you  must  work  her;  any  thing 
from  your  tongue. 
Set  oft*  with  golden  and  persuasive  language, 

Urging  your  dangers  tew 

.    Val.  But  ail  this  time 
Have  you  the  couscieuce,  sir,  to  leave  ipe  n<H 

thing, 
Nothing  to  play  withal? 

Fred.  There  be  a  thousand ; 
Take  where  thou  wilt. 

Val.  May  I  make  bold  with  your  Queen  ? 
She's  useless  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appears,  sir, 
And  but  a  loyal  wife,  that  may  be  lo»t  too  t 
I  have  a  mind  to  lier^  and  ibiui  'ti^  cquaL 
Fr$d.  Uow,  liirr 
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Vol.  Tisso,  sir.    TIiou  most  glurious  im- 
pudence, 
Have  I  not  wrongs  enow  to  suffer  under, 
But  thou  tnu«>t  pick  uic  out  to  make  a  monster? 
A  hated  wonder  to  the  world?  D'you  start 
At  my  entrenching  on  your  private  liherty. 
And  would  you  force  u  higliway  tliro'  mine 

honour, 
And  make  mc  pave  it  too  ?  But  that  thy  Queen 
Is  of  that  excellence  in  honesty, 
And  guarded  \vith  divinity  ahout  her, 
No  loose  tliought  can  come  near,  nor  flame 

I  would  so  right  myself [unlmllow'd, 

Ff-cd.  Why,  tiike  her  to  you  ; 
I  araJfiot  vex*(i  at  this ;  thou  shalt  enjoy  her : 
I'Jl  be  thy  friend,  if  that  may  win  thy  courtesy. 
Vat.  i  will  not  be  your  bawd,  tho'  for  your 
royalty. 
Was  I  brought  up  and  nourish'd  in  the  court,  • 
With  thy  most  royal  brother,  and  thyself. 
Upon  thv  father's  charge,  thy  hnppy  father's. 
And  suclv'd  the  sweetness  of  all  human  arts, 
LearnM  arms  and  honour,  to  become  a  rabcai  ? 
Was  this  the  expectation  of  my  youth, 
My  grow  til  of  honour?  Do  you  speak  this 

truly. 
Or  do  you  try  me,  sir?  for  I  believe  not. 
At  least  I  would  not,  andmcthinks*tis  impos- 
sible, 
There  should  be  such  a  devil  in  a  king's  shape, 
Such  a  malignant  Hend ! 
Fred.  I  thank  you,  sir! 

Tomorrow  is  your  last  day,  and  look  to  it 

Get  from  my  sight,  away  ! 

FaL  You  are Oh,  my  heart's  too  high 

And  full  to  think  upon  you  !  [Ejieuut. 

Filter  Evanthe  and  Cassandra. 
Fran.  You  think  it  tit  then,  mortiticd  Cas- 
That  I  should  be  a  whore?  [saiidra, 

Cu.%.  Wliy  a  whore,  madam? 
If  every  u Oman  that  upon  necessity 
Did  a  good  turn  (for  there's  the  main  point, 
mark  it)  [madam? 

Were  term'd  a  whore,  who  would  be  honest. 
Your  lord's  life,  and  your  own,  are  now  in 
hazard ;  [nothing, 

Two  precious  lives  may  be  redeem 'd  with 
Little  or  nothing;  »ay,an  hour's  or  day  *s  sport, 
Or  such  atoy ;  the  end  to*t  is  not  wantonness^*, 
Ihat  we  call  lust,  that  maidens  lose  their 

fame  for, 
But  a  compell'd  necessity  of  honour, 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  clear  as  Innocence ; 
Upon  my  life  and  conscience,  adirect  way — 

Fran.  To  be  a  rascal 

Cax.  'Tis  a  kind  of  rape  too ; 
That  keeps  you  clear;  tor  where  your  will's 
compell'd,  [still. 

Tho'  you  yield  up  your  body,  you  are  safe 


Fvan.  ThouVt  grown  a  learned  bawd ;  I 
ever look'd 
Thy  great  sufficiency  would  break  out. 

Cat.  You  may. 
You  that  are  young  and  fair,  scorn  us  old 
creatui-es ;  pAdy, 

But  you  must  know  my  years  ere  you  be  wise, 
And  my  experience  too.  Say  the  king  lov'd 
Say  it  were  nothing  else?  [you? 

Fi'on.  Ay,  marry,  wench, 
Now  thou  com'st  to  me. 

Cat.  Do  you  think  princes'  favours 
Are  such  slight  things,  to  fling  away  when 

you  please? 
There  be  yount;  ladies, 
Both  fair  and  honourable,  that  would  leap  to 
And  leap  aloft  too.  [reach  'em, 

Fran.  Such  are  light  enough  ; 
I  am  no  vaulter,  wench.     But  canst  thou  tell 
me,  [no? 

Tho'  he  be  a  kinc,  whether  he  be  sound  or 
I  would  liot  give  my  youth  up  to  infection. 
Cos.  As  sound  as  honourought  to  be,  1  think, 
lady. 
Go  to  !  be  wise ;  I  do  not  bid  you  try  him ; 
But,  if  he  love  you  well,  and  you  neglect  him, 

Yourlord's  life  hantiin^on  the  hazard  of  it • 

If  you  be  so  wilful  proud 

Fvan.  Thou  speak'st  to  th'  point  still; 
But,  when  I've  lain  with  him,  what  am  I  then, 
gentlewoman  ? 
Cas.  What  are  you  ?  why,  the  same  you're 
now,  a  woman, 
A  virtuous  woman,  and  a  noble  woman ; 
Touching  at  what  is  noble,  you  become  so. 
Had  Lucrcce  e'er  been  thought  of,  but  for 

Tarqiiin? 
She  was  before  a  simple  unknown  woman  ; 
Wiien  she  was  ravi5h'd,  she  was  a  reverend 

saint. 
And  do  you  think  she  yielded  not  a  little, 
I  had  a  kind  of  will  to  have  been  re-ra- 
vish'd  ? 
Believe  it,  yes.   There  are  a  thousand  stories 
Of  wondrous  loyal  women,  that  have  siipp'd. 
But  it  has  been  on  the  ice  of  tender  honour. 
That  kept  them  cool  still  to  the  world.     I 
think  [your  hands 

You're  blest,  that  have  such  an  occa?ion  in 
To  beget  a  chronicle,  a  faithful  one. 
Fvan.  It  must  needs  be  much  honour! 
Cas.  As  you   may  make  it,  infinite,  and 
safe  too  ;  [live 

And  wljiin  'tis  done,  your  lord  and  you  may 
So  quietly,  and  peaceably  together, 
And  be  what  you  please! 

Fvan.  But  suppose  this,  wench, 
The  king  should  so  delight  me  with  his  com- 
pany, ['^""  ^ 
I  should  forget  my  lord,  and  no  more  look  on 


**  the  end  to  it  isvcantonness.']  For  want  of  a  negative  particle  here,  the  old  procme»» 

is  made  to  contradict  all  she  was  contending  for ;  the  place  ought  to  rua  so  : 

* the  end  to  it  is  not  wantonness.' 

Mr.  Seward  likewise  mad«  th«  same  observation.        Sjympton, 
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Cos.  That's  the  main  hazard ;  for  1  tell  you 

truly,  [sure, 

JVe  heard  Report  speak  he's  an  infinite  plea- 
Ahiiost  above  heli«  f.  There  be  ^uiue  ladies, 
And  ino.'leat  to  the  world  too,  wondrous  iuv>- 

dest, 
Tliat  have  had  the  blessedness  to  try  liis  body, 
That  1  have  heard  proclaim  him  a  new  llcr- 
Evan.  So  stron;;ly  ahle  ?  [culfs. 

Oi«.  There  will  be  the  daoL'er, 
You  bciui5  but  a  young  and  tender  lady, 
Aitho*your  mind  be -;ood,yct  your  weak  body, 
At  first  encounter  too,  to  uieet  with  one 

Of  his  unconqucrM  strength 

Evait,  Peace,  thou  rude  bawd, 
Thou   studied   oid   corruptness  3*!    tie    thy 

ton|/uc  up,  [counsel? 

Your  hir'd  base  tonpne !  Is  this  your  timely 
Dost  thou  seek  to  make  me  dole  on  wicked- 
ness. 
Because  'tis  ten  times  worse  than  thou  de- 

liyer*st  it? 
To  be  a  whore,  because  he  has  sufficiency 
To  make  a  hundred?  wh,  tiiou  impudence! 
Have  1  relieved  tiiy  a»e  to  mine  own  ruin? 
And  worn  thee  in  my  hosom,  to  tietray  me? 
Can  years  and  impotence  win  nothinu  on  thee 
That's  ^ood  and  honest,  but  thou  must  go  on 

still ? 
And  where  tliv  blood  wants  heat  to  sin  thysel  f, 
Force  thy  decrepid  will  to  make  me  wicked? 

Cas.  1  did  out  tell  you 

Evan.  What  th«  dumned'st  woman, 
The  cuunini;*st  and  the  skilt'ul'st  bawd,  comes 

short  ot' ! 
If  thtm  hadst  livM  ten  a^cs  to  be  damn*d  in. 
And  cxe/ris'd  this  art  the  devil  tau'^ht  thee, 
Thou  couldst  not  have  expressed  it  more  ex- 
Cas.  I  <lid  not  bid  you  sin.  [actly  ! 

Evan.  Thuu  wooedst  me  to  it ; 
Thou,  that  art  fit  for  pra>er  and  tlie  grave, 
Thy  bo<ly  earth  already,  and  corruption, 
UTiou  taught*st  the  way.     Go,  follow  your  fine 

function :  [matron^, 

There  are  houses  of  delight,  that  want  good 
Such  grave  instructors ;  i;et  theo  thither,  moii- 
And  read  v:iriety  of  suis  to  wantons;  [bter. 
And  w  hen  thev  roar  witn  pains,  learn  to  make 

plaisters. 
Cut.  This  we've  for  our  good  wills. 
Evan.  It  e'pr  i  see  thee  more, 
Or  any  thing  that's  like  tiiee,  to  ufFright  me, 
By  this  fair  light,  I'll  spoil  thy  bawdry ! 
1*11  leave  thee  neither  eyes  nor  nose  to  grace 

thee  ! 
When  thou  want'st  brea4l,  end  common  pity 

towards  thee, 

Enter  Frederick. 

And  art  a-sta'-ving  in  a  ditch,  think  of  me  : 
Then  die,  and  lot  the  waiid'ring  bawds  lament 

tliee ! 
IJe gone;  I  charge  ftiee  leave  me! 


Can.  You'll  repent  this.  [Eiit. 

Fred.  She's  angry,  and  t*  otlicr  crying  too ; 
my  suit  is  cold  :  [this! 

I'll  make  your  heart  ake,  stubborn  wench,  for 
Turn  not  so  angry  from  me ;  I  will  speak  to 
you.  [lady  f 

Are  you  grown  proud  with  your  delight,  good 
So  pamper'd  with  your  sport,  you  scorn  to 
know  me? 
Evan.  1  scorn  you  not ;  I  would  you  scom*d 
not  me,  sir, 
And  forc'd  me  to  be  weary  of  my  duty ! 
I  know  your  Grace;  'would  1  had  never  seen 
you ! 
Fred.  Because  1  love  you,  'cause  I  dot* 
upon  you, 
Because  I  am  a  man  that  seek  to  please  you. 
Evan.  I've  man  enough  already  to  con- 
tent me, 
As  much,  as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me. 
As  all  the  world  can  yield. 

Fred.  That's  but  your  modesty: 
You  have  no  man-^nay,  never  look  upon  me; 
I  know  it,  lady — no  man  to  content  you  ; 
No  niitn  that  can,  or  at  the  least,  that  dare, 
Which  is  a  poorer  man,  and  nearer  nothing, 
Evan.  Be  nohler,  sir,  inform'd. 
Fred.  I'll  tell  thee,  weiich, 
The  poor  condition  of  thib  poorer  fellow, 
And  make  thee  blush  for  shame  at  thine  own 

error : 
lie  never  tender'd  yet  a  husband's  duty 
To  thy  warm  longing  bed. 

Evun.  flow  should  he  know  that?  [Aside. 
Fred.  I'm  sure  he  did  not,   for  I  charg*d 
him  no. 
Upon  his  life  I  charg'd  him,  but  to  try  him. 
C'ould  any  brave  or  noble  spirit  stop  here? 
Was  life  to  be  proferr'd  before  afTectiou? 
Lawful  and  long'd-for  too? 

Evan^  Did  you  command  him? 
Fred.  I  did,  in  policy,  to  try  his  spirit. 
Er>aH.  And  could  he  be  so  dead-cold  to 
ob^rve  it?  [mef 

Brought  I  no  beauty,  nor  no  love  along  with 
Fred.  Why,  that  is  it  th^t  makes  me  scorn 
to  name  him.  (for't; 

I  should  have  lov'd  him,  if  b'  tiad  ventur'd 
Nav,  doted  on  his  bi*avery. 

P.vun.  Only  chari!,'d? 
And  with  that  spell  sit  down?  Dare  men 
fight  hr.ively,  [tion. 

For  poor  slight  things,  for  drink,  or  ostenta- 
And  there  endanger  both  their  lives  and  for- 
tunes. 
And  for  their  lawful  loves  fly  off  with  fear? 
Fred.  'Tistrue;  [thee. 

And,  with  a  cunning  base  fear  too  to  abuse 
Miido  thee  believe,  poor  inno<*ent  Evanthe, 
Wretched  ^oung  girl,  it  was  bis impotency : 
VVas  it  not  so?  deny  it. 
Evan.  Oh,  my  anger ! 
At  my  years,  to  be  cozen *d  with  a  young  pian  ! 
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•^Id  corrvpiness.]  This  io  Martisvl's  words  is,  non  vitiosa  sed  vitium,        Sympsoa. 
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Tred,  A  strong  man  too ;  certain  he  lev  'd 
you  dearly ! 

Evan.  To  have  my  shame  and  love  mingled 
togetlier,  [me ! 

And  both  ilung  on  me  like  a  weight  to  sink 
I  tvould  have  died  a  thousand  times ! 

Fred.  So  would  any, 
Any  tliat  had  the  spirit  of  a  man ; 
I  would  have  been  kill'd  in  your  arm). 

EiHin.  I  would  h*  had  been,  [ble: 

And  buried  in  mine  arms !  that  had  been  no- 
And  what  a  monument  would  I  have  made 
him !  r peace, 

Upon  this  breast  he  should  have  slc|jt  in 
Honour  and  everlasting;  Love  his  mourners; 
And  I  still  weeping,  *till  old  Time  had  turn*d 

me, 
And  pity  ins;  powers  above,  into  pure  crystal. 
Fred.  Iladsc  thou  lov'd  mcj  and  had  my 
way  been  stuck  [stars, 

With  death>,  as  thick  as  frosty  nights  with 
I  would  have  ventured. 

Evan,  Sure  there  is  some  trick  in't : 
Valerio  ne'er  was  coward.  [Aside, 

Fred.  Worse  than  this  too, 
Tamer,  and  seasoning  of  a  baser  nature. 
He  set  your  woman  on  you  to  betray  you, 
Vour  bawdy  woman,  or  your  sin-solicitor; 
(I  pray  but  think  what  this  mau  may  deserve 

now; 
I  know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  please  me  too. 
Evun.  Good  sir,  afflict  me  not  too  fast !  I 
feel 
J  am  a  woman,  and  a  wrongM  one  too, 
And  sensible  I  am  of  my  abuses* 

Sir,  you  havp  lov'd  me 

Fred.  And  I  love  thee  still, 
^ity  thy  wrongs,  and  dote  upon  thy  person. 
Evan.  To  set  my  woman  qifmc !  'twas  too 

base,  sir. 
Fred.  Abominable  vile. 
Evun.  but  I  shall  fit  him. 
Fttd.   All  reason  and  all  Is^w  allows  it  to 
you ;  [him. 

And  you're  a  fool,  a  tame  fool,  if  you  ^pare 
Evun.  Yuu  may  speak  no\Y>  and  happily 
prevail  too; 
And  1  beseech  your  Grace  be  angry  with  me. 
Fred.  I  sun  at  heart. —  (She  staggers  in  her 
faith, 
And  will  fall  off,  I  hope;  Til  ply  her  still.) — 
Thou  abus'd  innocence,  I  suii'tr  with  thee  ! 
}f  I  should  give  hnn  life,  he'd  still  betray  tliee; 
That  fool  tht't  fears  to  die  for  such  a  beauty, 
Would  fortiho  same  fear  sell  thee  untomisery. 
I  don*l  say  I  he  would  have  been  bawd  him- 
self too. 
Evan.  Fo!Iow*d  thus  far  ?  nay,  then  I  smell 
the  malice ; 
It  tastes  too  hot  of  practised  wickedness.: 


There  can  be  no  such  man,  Fm  sure  no  sen*, 
tleman.  [pleasure  ? 

Shall  my  anger  make  me  whore,  and  not  my 
My  sudden  inconsiderate  rage  abuse  nic.^ 
Come  home  agaiu>  my  f^ghted  faith,  my 

virtue, 
Home  to  my  heart  again  !  [Aside. ^^^\le.  bo 
a  bawd  too .?  [the. 

Fred.  I  will  not  say  he  offcr'd,  fair  Evan- 
Evan.  Nor  do  not  dare  !  'Twill  be  an  im- 
pudence, 
And  not  an  honour,  for  a  prince  to  lie. 
Fy,  sir,  a  person  of  your  rank  to  trifle ! 
I  know  you  do  lie. 
Fred.  How? 
Evan.  Lie  shamefully ; 
And  I  could  wish  luysclf  a  man  but  one  day, 
l"o  tell  you  openly,  you  lie  tori  bjisel)  ! 
Fr^,  Take  heed,  wild  fool! 
Evan.  Take  thou  hce(],  thou  tame  devil ! 
Thou  ail  Pajidora's  box,  iu  a  king's  figure ! 
Tir  hast  almost  whor'd  my  weak  belief  at- 

rendy. 
And  like  an  engineer  blown  up  mine  honour : 
But  I  shall  countermine,  and  catch  your  mis- 
chief; 
This  Utile  fort  you  seek  I  shall  man  nobly, 
And  strongly  top,  with  chaste  obedience 
To  my  dear  lord^with  virtuous  thoughts  that 

scorn  you. 
Victorious  rhomyris  never  won  more  honour. 
In  cutti:i^  off  the  royal  head  of  Cyrus, 
Than  1  shall  do  in  conquVing  thee.  Farewell S 
And,  if  thoi^  canst  be  wijic,  learn  to  be  good 
loo;  [eyes  do. 

Twill  give  thee  nobler  lights  than  both  thine 
My  poor  lord  and  myself  are  bound  to  suf- 
fer; [tence. 
And  when  I  see  him  faint  under  your  scn- 
Fil  tell  you  more;  it  may  be,  then  Fil  yield 
too. 
Fred.  Fool  unexampled,  shall  my  anger 
follow  thee  ?                               [Exeunt, 

Enter  Rugio  and  friar  Marco,  amazed. 
Rug.  Curse  on  our  light^**,  our  fond  ere-, 
dulities!  [us, 

A  thousand  curses  on  the  slave  that  cheated 
The  danmed  slave ! 

Mar.  We  have  e'en  sham'd  our  service, 
Brought  our  best  care  and  loyalties  to  no- 
thing :  [tent 

'Tis  the  most  fearful  poison,  the  most  po- 
ileav'n  give  him  patience  I  Oh,  it  works  most 

And  tears  him Lord!  [strongly, 

Ru».  That  we  should  be  so  stupid 
To  trust  the  arrant'st  villain  that  e'er  llattcr'd. 
The  bloodiest  too  !  to  believe  a  few  soft 

words  from  him, 
And  give  way  to  his  prepar'd'tears ! 

P 

J  I  don't  saj/,  &c.J  From  Evanthe's  answer,  it  seems  probable  Xhc  Boot  wrote,  '  I  dare 

^ay,'  ^:c. 

?«  Cunt  on  our  sights.]  Every  bodv  sees  this  is  not  sense;  to  make  it  so,  I  would  rea^ 
1  purse  on  our  light  or  ^slight)  our  foiid^'  6cc.  Light,  i.  e.  our  easiness,  in  believing.  Sj/mpton^ 
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Alph.  [zcithin.]  Ob,  oh,  oh  ! 

JRtf^.  Hark,  friar  Marco ! 
bark,  the  poor  prince !  That  we  should  be 

such  hlockhendSj 
As  to  he  taken  with  his  drinking  first, 
And  never  think  what  antidotes  are  made  for ! 
Two  wooden  scnlls  we  have,  and  we  desorvfe 
To  be  hang'd  for't: 

For  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  our  charge; 
As  certain  too,  it  will  dispatch  him  speedily. 
Which  way  to  turn  or  what  to— — 

Mar.  Let  us  pray  ! 
Iieav'n*s  hand  is  strong. 

Rug.  The  poison's  strong^  you*d  say. 

£nt€r  Alphanso,  carried  on  a  coitch  hf  two 

friuri. 

Would  any  thing — He  comes ;  let's  give  him 

comtort. 
Alph.  Give  me  more  air,  air,  moi'e  air  I 

blow,  blow ! 
Open,  thou  Eastern  j^ate,  and  blow  upon  me! 
Distil  thy  cold  deub,  oh,  thou  icy  irioon, 
And  rivers  run  thro'  iriy  alTlicted  spirit ! 
I  am  all  Hre,  fire,  tire  !  Tiie  raging  Dog-star 
Heigns  in  my  blood  !  Oh,  which  way  shall  I 

turn  me? 
iEtna,  and  all  his  flames  burn  in  my  head. 
Fling  me  into  the  ocean,  or  I  perish ! 
Dij:,  dig,  dill,  till  the  springs  fly  up. 
The  cold,  cold  springs,  that  1  may  leap  into 


en>. 
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And  bulhcrtiy  scorchM  limbs  in  thoir  purling 
Or  shoot  me  up  into  the  higher  region. 
Where  treasurers  uf  delicious  snOw  are  nou- 
And  hanrjutts  of  Sweet  hail !  [rish'd, 

Huii.  \h)\\\  him  fii^t,  friar; 
Oh,  how  lie  hums  ! 

Alph.  What,  will  ye  sacrifice  me? 
Upon  the  aiiar  lay  my  willing  hody,   [cense; 
And  pile  your  wo'td  up,  thug  your  holy  in- 
And,  As  I  turn  mh,  you  sliiill  see  all  flame, 
Cou'iiiming  flame.     Stand  off  me,  or  you're 
asUcb ! 


Both,  Most  miserable  wretches  \ 
Alph.  Bring  hither  Charity,  [cold, 

And   let  me  hug  her,  friar :    They  sAy  she's 
Infinite  cold  !  devotion  cannot  warm  her. 
Draw  me  a  rivi^r  of  false  lovers'  tears 
Clean  thro*  my  bretfst;  they're  dull,  cold^ 

and  forgetful, 
And  will  give  ease.  Let  virgins  sigli  upon  me. 
Forsaken  souls;  their  sighs  are  preciousJ^; 
Let  them  all  sigh.     Oh,  hell,  hell,  hell !  oht 

horror ! 
Mar.  To  bed,  good  sir. 
Alph.  My  bed  will  burn  about  mc : 
Like  Phaeton,  in  all-consuming  flashes 
I  am  enclosed !  Let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  give 

room!  [Iion3«, 

*Twixt  the  cold  betirs,  far  from  the  raging 
Lies  my  safe  way.  Oh,  for  a  cake  of  ice  now 
To  clap  unto  my  heart  l:o  comfort  me  ! 
Decrepid  Winter,  hang  upon  my  shoulders 
Atid  lei  me  wear  thy  frozen  icicles 
Like  jewels  round  about  my  head,  to  cool  me! 
My  eyes  biirii  out,  and  sink  into  their  sockets: 
And  my  infected  brain  like  btimstone  boils ! 
1  live  in  hell,  and  sevi.ral  furies  vex  mc  ! 
Oh,  carry  me  where  no  sun  ever  shew'd  yet 
A  face  of  comfort,  where  the  cai-th  iscrysta)^ 
Never  to  be  dissolv'd  !  where  nougJit  inhabits 
But  night  and  cold,  and  nipping  frosts,  and 

tvinds  [shiver: 

That  cut  the  stubborn  rocks  and  make  theni 
Set  me  there,  friends ! 

K?/^.  Hold  fast;  he  must  to  bed,  friar. 
What  scalding  sweats  he  has! 

Mar.  He'll  scald  in  hell  for't^ 
That  was  the  cause. 

Alph.  Drink,  drink,  a  world  bf^ drink! 
Fill  all  the  cups,  and  all  the  antique  vessels^ 
And  borrow  pots ;  let  me  have  drink  cnouoh  ! 
Bring  all  the  woitiiy  drunkards  of  the  time, 
Th' experienced  drunkards,  let  me  have  them 

all>  [idiots! 

And  lettheni  drink  th(;ir  worst, T*l! make  theiri 
ril  lie  upon  my  back,  and  swallow  vesselsj 
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the  Vfih^  are  p?eci()us.]  So  all  the  copies.         Sffmpson. 


^*  Jjtla'ict  l!te  coed  Ofur  aid  Ihe  rti^in^  lion]  The  leaJiud  reader  need  not  to  b^  told  that 
the  btnr  and  lion  hero,  hy  r.  I  i-mtiful  sijnccilochc,  stand  for  the J'rigid  JUid  the  torrid  zones  ; 
and  bt Lwi:it  the  two.  iiuaiis  li.c  tcwpcrate  zone  :  But  docs  bafety  dwell  here  ^o  a  man  wrapt 
in  ha'.ue^  ?  No;  the  j'rioul  zone  only,  wiuch  might  quench  their  vidlencej  can  bring  luni 
safety,  and  all  his  oihvr  wishe??  hurry  him 

*  To  niiiht  a:)d  cold,  to  nipping  frosts  ♦md  winds, 

*  Tliat  cut  the  Stubborn  rockS  and  nialvc  them  shiver.' 

The  absurdity  therefore  of  the  old  reading  was  no  sooner  observed  than  a  probability  oc» 
burred  of  the  iniu^UfM- how  it  came  into  the  text.  I  believe  the  Authors'  munuscript  had 
accideataily  oniittf  d  t'lc  fi  in  bcurSy  and  ruu  thus: 

*  'i'wixi  the  cold  bear,  Jar  J  lom  the  raging  lion, 
'  Lie«?  my  safe  way* 

Aplnyhonse  prompter,  or  common  corrector  of  the  press,  thinking  this  not  Iliiglish,  without 
entering  into  the  spirit  of  the  Author,  would  naturally  correct  it  into  the  old  text : 

*  Betwixt  the  cold  bear  and  the  raging  lion.* 

And  that  I  have  therefore  only  restored  the  ori»;inal  is  f^trther  probable  from  hence:  Tlie 
hliu'^iuu  to  Phufton  is  Evidently  carried  on  in  ♦^his  line,  and  Ovul  makes  Phad>us  ad\  ise  hira 
particularly  to  avoid  the  serpent,  i.  e.  the  cnnsttUation  that  lus  betwixt  the  tu/o  bears,  Tht 
^«verSe  of  this  therefuro  would  naturally  occur  on  this  occasioa,        S^sifStrd* 
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Have  rivers  made  of  cooling  wine  run  thro' 

me,  [prince's, 

Not  stay  for  this  man's  health,  or  this  great 

But  take  an  ocean,  and  bepin  to  all !  Oh, oh ! 

Mar.  lie  cools  alittle ;  now  away  with  him, 
And  to  his  warm  bed  presently. 

Alph,  No  drink  ? 
Ko  wind  ?  no  cooling  air? 

Bug,  You  shall  have  any  thinp 
His  hot  fit  lessens;  Heav*n  put  in  a  hand  now, 
And  save  his  life)  There's  drink,  sir,  in  your 
AuQ  all  cool  things.  [chamber, 

Alph,  Away,  away;  let's  fly  to  em  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerioand  Evanthe. 
Evan.  To  say  you  were  impotent!    I'm 
asham'd  on't !  [too, 

TomaWe  yourself  no  man?  to  a  fresh  maid 
A  longing  maid?  upon  her  wedding-night 
To  give  her  surh  a  dor?  [also, 

Val.  I  prithee  panlon  mc ! 
Evan.  Had  you  been  dniuk,  't  had  been 
excusable ;  [hands, 

Or,  like  a  gentleman,  under  the  surgeon's 
And  so  not  ablt*,  there  had  been  some  ailour ; 
But  wretchedly  to  take  a  weakness  to  you, 
A  fearful  weakness,  to  abuse  your  body. 
And  let  a  lie  work  like  a  spell  upon  you, 

A  lie  to  save  your  life 

VaL  Will  you  give  me  leave,  sweet? 

JBiun.  You've  taken  too  much  leave,  and 

too  base  leave  too,  [rit  ? 

To  wrong  your  love !  Hast  thou  a  noble  hpi- 

And  canst  thou  look  up  to  the  people's  loves, 

TbtLt  call  thee  wortliy,  and  not  blush,  Va- 

lerio  ?  [thus, 

Canst  thou  behold  me  that  thou  hast  betray'd 

And  no  shame  touch  thee  ? 

Vol.  Shame  attend  the  sinful ! 
I  know  niY  innocence. 

Evan.  Ne'er  think  to  face  it,  that's  a  dou- 
ble weakness. 
And  shews  thee  falser  still !  Theking  himself, 
Tho'  he  be  wicked,  and  our  enemy,  [ries. 
Bat  juster  than  thou  art,  in  pity  of  my  inju- 
Told  me  the  truth. 

Val.  What  did  he  tell,  Evanthe? 
Evan.  That,  but  to  gain  tliy  life  a  fort- 
night longer,  [duties. 
Thy  lov'd  poor  life,  thou  gav'st  op  all  mv 
Vol.  I  swear  'tis  false !  my  life  and  deatli 
arc  eoaal;                                 [fortune. 
Tve  weigh'd  'cm  both,  and  find  'em  but  one 
But  kings  are  men,  and  live  as  men,  and  die 
too,                                         [falshoods ! 
Have  the  affections  men  have,  and  their 
Indeed,  tliey  have  more  power  to  make  'em 
good.                                            [wench, 
The  ki*ug's  to  blame;  it  was  to  save  tky  lite. 


Thy  innocent  life,  that  I  forl>ore  thy  bed, 
For  if  Fd  touchM  thee  thou  hadst  died:  he 

swore  it.  [nobly, 

Evan.  And  wis  not  T   as  worthy  to  die 
To  make  a  ?>t<jry  for  the  time  that  folbws. 
As  he  that  married  me?  What  weakness,  sir/ 
Ordisahility,  do  you  iee  in  me, 
Kitjjcr  in  mind  or  hody,  to  clefraiid  me 
Of  such  an  opportunity  ?  W  you  tiiink  1  mar- 
ried you 
Only  for  pleasure,  or  content  in  lust  ? 
To  lull  you  in  my  arms,  aiid  kiss  you  hourly  ? 
Was  this  my  end  ?   I   might  hare  been  a 

Queen,  sir,  [delicates: 

If  that  had  caught  mc,  and  have  known  all 
There's  few  that  would  have  shuim'd  so  fair 

an  ofier. 
Oh,  thou  unfaithful  fearful  man,  th'  hast 

kill'dme! 
In  saving  me  this  way,  thou  hast  destroy 'd 

ine,  [more  f 

Robb'd  me  of  that  thy  love  can  nevi*r  give 
To  be  unable  to  save  mc  f  Oh,  misery ! 
Had  I  hccn  my  V'alerio,  thou  Evanthe, 
I  would  have  lain  with  thee  under  a  gallows, 
Tho'  the  haniiman  had  been  niy  Hymen,  and 

the  furif:s,  [me: 

With  iron  whips  and  forks,  ready  to  torture 
I  would  have  hugg'd  thee  too,   tiio'  hell  had 

gap'd  at  me. 
Sav'd  my  life?  tliat  expected  to  die  bravely. 
That  would  have  woo'd  it  too?  'Would  1  hiid 

married 
An  eunuch,  that  had  truly  no  ability  3^^ 
Than  such  a  fearful  liar!  Thou  Im^tdone  me 
A  scurvy  courtesy,  that  has  undone  inc. 
Vu/,  I'll  do  no  more ;  since  you're  so  nobly 

fa«*hion'd,  [you ; 

Made  up  so  strongly,  I'll  takeiu}  share  with 
Nav,  dear.  I'll  learn  of  you. 

Evan.  He  ueepstoo,  tenderly; 
My  anger's  gt)ne.  Good  my  lor<l,  pardon  me; 
And  if  I  have  oflcnded,  be  more  angry  : 
It  was  a  woniiin's  fiash,  a  sudden  valour^ 
That  could  not  lie  conceal'd. 

Val.  I  honour  you ; 
By  all  the  rites  of  holy  marriage. 
And  pleasures  of  chaste  love,  I  v\  ondcr  at  you! 
You  appear  the  vision  of  a  Htav'n  unto  me. 
Stuck  all  with  stars  of  honour  shining  clearly. 
And  all  the  motions  of  your  mind  celestial ! 
Man   is  a  lump  of  earth; 'the  best  man's 

spiritless. 
To  such  a  woman;  all  our  lives  and  actions 
But  counterfeits  in  arras  to  this  virtue. 
Chide  me  again ;  you  have  so  brave  an  anger, 
And  flows  so  nohly  from  you,  thus  deliver'd. 
That  I  could  suffer  like  a  child  to  hear  you. 
Nay,  make  myself  guilty  of  some  faults  to 

honour  you. 


vattld  I  had  married 


An  eunuch,  thai  had  truly  no  ability^ 

Than  such  a ]  The  want  of  rather  before  *than  such,'  &c.  has  a  fine  effect,  and 

Ibe  burry  of  b^r  passion  fully  justities  such  a  wilful  omissioa  in  the  Poet.        S^m^n. 
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JEvan,  1*11  chide  no  more ;  youVe  robb'd 
me  of  my  courage, 
And  with  a  cunning  patience  check'd  my 

impudence. 
Once  more,  forji;ivenes3 !  \She  kneeh. 

Val.  Will  this  serve,  Evanthe  ?  [Kinnes  her, 
AntI  this,  my  love  ?  lleav'n's  mercy  be  upon 
But  did  he  tell  no  more ?  [us ! 

Evan.  Only  this  trifle; 
Yon  "set  my  woman  on  me,  to  betray  me : 
n^is  true,  she  did  her  best ;  a  bad  old  woman ! 
It  fclirr'd  mc,  sir. 

VaL  I  cannot  blame  thee,  iewel. 

Ihan,  And  niethought,  when  your  name 
was  sounded  that  way 

Val.  He  that  will  spare  no  fame,  will  spare 
no  name,  sweet. 
Tho',  as  I  am  a  man,  I'm  full  of  weakness, 
And  may  slip  happily  into  some  i;znorance, 
Yet  at  my  years  to  be  a  bawd,  and  cozen 
Mine  owii  ivjpes  with  my  doctrine 

Evan.  I  believe  not, 
Nor  never  shall. — Our  time  is  out  tomorrow. 

Val.  Let's  be  to-nigiit  then  full  of  fruit- 

fulnebd;  ^        [py! 

Now  we  are  both  of  one  mind,  let's  be  liap- 

J  am  no  more  a  wanting  man,  £vunthe, 

Thy  warm  embraces  shall  dissolve  that  im- 

potence. 
And  my  cold  lie  shall  vanish  witli  thy  kisses. 
You  hours  of  ni^ht,  be  long  as  when  Alcinena 
Lay  by  the  lusty  side  of  J  upitcr ; 


Keep  back  the  day,  and  hide  his  golden  beams 
Where  the  chaste  watchful  morning  may  not 

find  'em : 
Old  doting  Tython,  hold  Aurora  fast. 
And  tho'  she  blush  the  day-break  from  her 

cheeks,  [firm. 

Conceal  her  still :  Tiiou,  heavy  wain,  stand 
And  stop  the  quicker  revolutions;  [piness. 
Or,  if  the  day  must  come  to  spoil  our  hap- 
Thou  envious  sui(,  peep  not  upon  our  plea* 

sure; 
Thou  that  all  lovers  curse,  be  far  off  from  us! 

Enter  Ccatruccio^' with  a  guard. 

Evan.  Then  let's  to  bed ;  and  this  night, 
in  all  joys 

And  chaste  delights 

Catt.  Stay  !  I  must  part  ye  both :  [you, 
It  is  the  king's  command,  who  bids  me  tell 
Tomorrow  is  your  last  hour. 

Fal.  I  obey,  sir: 
In  Heav'n  wc  shall  meet,  captain,  where 

king  Frederick 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us. 

Catt.  Mistake  mo  not; 
Tho'  I  am  rough  in  doing  of  my  office,' 
You  shall  find,  sir,  you  liave  a  friend  to  ho* 
nour  you. 
Vai.  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Evan.  'Fray,  captain,  tell  the  king, 
They  that  are  sud  ou  earth  in  Heaveti  shall 
sing.  [Rveunt. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  friar  Marco  and  Rugio. 

tlug.XJ  AVE  you  writ  to  the  captain  of  the 
-"   castle? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  charg'd  him. 
Upon  his  soul's  health,  that  he  be  not  cruel ; 
Told  him  Valerio's  worth  among  the  people. 
And  how  it  must  be  punished  in  posterity, 
Tho'  he  'scape  now. 

Rug.  But  will  not  he,  friar  Marco, 
Betray  this  to  the  king? 

Mar.  Tho*  he  be  stubborn, 
And  of  a  rugged  nature,  yet  he's  honest. 
And  honours  much  V^alcrio. 

Rug.  IIow  does  Aiphonso? 
For  now,  mcthinks,  my  heait  is  light  again, 
And  pale  fear  fled. 

Afar.  He  is  as  well  as  T  am ; 
The  ro2ue,  against  his  will,  has  sav'd  his  life : 
A  desp'ratc  poison  has  re-cur'd  the  priucc. 

Rug.  To  mc  'tis  mobt  miraculous. 

Mar.  To  me  too. 
Till  I  consider  why  it  should  do  so; 
And  now  I've  found  it  a  most  excellent  phy- 
•ick; 


It  wrought  upon  the  riull  cold  misty  parts, 
That  clogg'd  his  soul,  (which  was  anotlier 

poison, 
A  desperate  too)and  found  such  matter  there, 
And  such  abundauce  also  to  resist  it, 
And   wear  away    the    dangenius    heat    it 

brought  witb't. 
The  pure  blood  and  the  spirits  scap'd  un- 
tainted. 
Rug.  'Twas  Tleav'n's  high  hand,  none  of 

Sore  no's  pity. 
Mar.  Most  certain  'twas ;  had  the  malicious 
villain 

Enter  Castruccio, 

Giv'n  him  a  cooling  poison,  he  had  paid  him. 
Rug.  The  captani  of  the  castle! 
Mar.  Oh,  you're  welcome. 

How  docs  your  prisoner? 
Cast.  He  must  go  for  dead ; 

But  when  I  do  a  deed  of  so  much  vill<iiny, 

I'll  have  my  skiu  pulKd  o*er  mine  ears,  my 
lord ! 

Tho*  I'm  the  king's,  I'm  none  of  his  abuses. 

IIow  docs  your  royal  charge?  That  I  uii<;hc 
»ee  once  I 
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Knter  Alphonso  and  friars. 

Mar.  I  pray  see  now ;  you  are  a  trusty 
l^eiitltman. 

Alpft.  Goodi  fathers,  I  thank  Heaven,  I  feel 
no  sickness 

Cast.  He  speaks  again  !  [spirit. 

Afph.  Nothilig  that  bars  t!ic  free  use  of  my 
Methiliks  the  air  is  sweei  to  tne^hnd  company 
A  thinj;  I  covet  now.     Castruccio  ? 

Cast.  Sir. 
lie  speaks  and  knows !    For  IlcavVs  sake, 

break  my  pate,  lord, 
That  1  nmy  be  sure  I  sleep  not ! 

Aiph.  I'^iiou  wert  honest, 
l-lver  among  tlie  rank  of  j;ood  men  counted. 
1  have  been  absent,  long  out  of  the  world, 
A  dream  Fvc  liv'd.      How  does  it  look,  Ca- 
What  wonders  are  abi'oad  ?  [slruccio  ? 

Cast.  I  flin*»  olTduty  [ness) 

To  your  dead  hrotlier,  (fof  he's  dead  in  good- 
And  to  the  living  hope  of  brave  Alph.onso, 
The  noble  heir  of  iSature  and  of  lJ*>nour, 
I  fasten  mv  allegiance. 

Mar.  Softly,  captam ;  [.secret. 

We  dare   not  trust  the  aii*  ti-ith  this  bless 'd 
Good  sir^  be  close  again;  Ileav'n  hasrcstor'd 

you,. 
And  by  miraculous  means,  toyouffnir  health, 

And  made  the  instrument  your  enemies'  ma- 
lice. 
Which  does  prognosticate  ydur noble  fortune; 
Let  not  our  careless  joy  |ose  you  again,  sir. 
Help  to  deliver  you  to  a  further  danger. 
I  pray  you  pu^s  in,  and  rest  a  while  forgotten ; 
For  if  your  brother  come  to  know  you're 

well  again. 
And  ready  to  inherit,  as  your  right,        [life, . 
Before  we've  strcngtfi  enough  to  assure  your 
What  will  become  of  you  ?  and  whai  shall  we 
Deserve,  in  all  o|)inions  that  arc  honest. 
For  our  loss  of  iudiinient,  care,  and  loyalty } 

Rui^.  Dear  sir,  pass  in.  Heav'n  has  begun 
the  work. 
And  bless'd  us  all ;  let  our  endeavours  follow, 
I'o  pn  sene  this  biosing  to  our  timely  uses, 
And  bring  it  to  the  noble  end  wc  aim  at : 
L<?t  our  cares  work  now,  and  our  eyes  pick  out 
An  hour  to  shew  you  safely  to  your  subjects^ 
A  secure  hour ! 

Afi'h.  Vm  couuseird  :  Ye  are  faithful. 

CaxL  Which  hour  shall  not  be  hnig,  as  we 
shall  handle  it. 
Once  n'ore,  the  tender  of  my  duty  ! 

A/p/t.  Thnnk  ye.  I 

Cast.  Keep  you  the  monastery. 


Hug,  Strong  enough,  I'll  Warrant  you. 

[Jtseunim 

Enter  Tony  and  POdramo. 

Pod.  Who  are  all. these  that  crowd  abootk 
,     the  court.  Fool  ? 
Tlirtse  strange  new  fj\ces  ? 

Tom/.  They  are  suitors,  coxcomb, 
Oainty  fitic  suitors  to  the  widow-lady. 
Tir  hadst  best  make  one  of  'em ;  tltoult  h4 
hani:*d  as  handsomely  [follovr'd^ 

At  the  Month^s  end,  and  with  as  much  Joy 
(An  'twere    tomorrow)  as  many  luounung 
Imwds  for  thee,  [nishes^ 

And  ht)Iy  nuns  whose  vestal  fire  ne'er  va- 
in sackcloth  smocks,  as  if  thou  wert  heif 

apparent 
To  all  the  impious  suburbs  and  the  sink-h<^e8» 
Pod.  Out,  you  base  rogue  ! 
Tony.  \\  Uy  doi^t  abuse  thyself.^ 
Thou  art  to  blame;  I  take  thee  for  a  pcn-s^ 
tloinan.  '    ^he^^ 

But  why  does  riot  thy  lord  and  master  marry 
J^od.  Wliv,  sIk's  his  sister. 
Tonu*  Tis  the  better,  I'ool ;  [bloody 

lie  may  make  bold  with  his  own  flesh   and 
For  o'  my  conscience  there's  none  else  will 

trust  him ; 

Then  he  may  pleasure  the  king  at  a  dead 

pinch  too,  [art^ 

Without  a  Mephestophilus^®,  such  as  thou 

And  engroi.s  the  royal  disease  like  a  true  sub-^ 

Pod.  'Ihou  wilt  be  whipp'd.  [ject; 

Tony.  I'm  sure  thou  wilt  be  hang'd ; 

I\-e  lost  a  ducat  eUi*,  which  I'd  be  loath  to 

venture 
Without  certainty.     They  appear  <'. 

[Suitors  pass  bj/i 
P<Ul.  Why,  thfise  are  rasctds. 
Tom/.  Thcv  were  laeanr  to  be  so; 
Does  thy  master  deserve  i)etter  kindred  f 

Pod.  Thcre'^  asi  old  hiwver, 
Trimtn'd  up  like  a  gall\-f<jist-'^;  what  wotdd 
hi'  do  with  her? 
Tcfu/.  A*i  u>ureis  do  with  their  gold;  he 
w.;uld  lo(ik  on  her,  [reporty 

And  read  her  over  once  a-day,  like  a  hard 
Feed  his  dull  eye,  and  keep  his  tingers  itching: 
For  any  thing  else,  she  muy  appeal  to  a  par*' 
liamcnt;  (piece. 

Sub  pttnu'^vind  posteas*^  have  spoilVJ  hiscod-^ 
lliere's  a  physician  too,   older  thun  he, 
And  Gallcn  (iallinaeeus,  but  he  has  lost  hif 
He  would  be  nibblin;i  too.  [spurrr 

Pod.  I  mark'd  the  man, 
If  he  be  a  man. 


«•  Mep/icsiojihilus.]  A  familiar  spirit  attending  upon  Dr.  FaustuS.         Sytnpson. 

<•  Thn/ appear.]  Mr.  Sympson  supposes,  we  cannot  tell  why,  that  the>.e  words  were  *^  st 
|ta»!e-direeti')n,  and  not  the  original  text." 

*^  GaUy-fmst.]  i.  e.  like  a  vessel  dressed  out  and  dcconrted.  The  city-barge,  which  wa^ 
used  upon  the  lord-mayor's  day,  when  he  was  sworn  into  his  office  at  Westminster^  used  ta 
be  culled  the  ^alh/-toist. 

See  also  note  3H  in  Philastcr.         R. 

^  8ubiiana*s  and  post  kac3  have  spoiN.]  Amended  by  Mr.  Sympsom 


Aflt5.  Scene  1.] 


A  WIFE  FOR  A  MONTH. 


989 


TVmy.  ir  h^  much  ado  to  be  so ; 
Searcloths  and  sirrups  glew  him  close  to- 

j^cther,  [ticnts, 

He'd  fall  a^-pieces  else  :  Mending  of  shc-pa- 
And  then  trying  whether  they  hp  rij;hi  or  no 
in  his  own  person,  (there's  the  honest  care 

on't) 
)Ias  mollified  the  man  :  If  he  do  marry  her. 
And  come  but  to  warm  him  well  ai  Cupid*s 

bonfire, 
He'll  bulge  so  subtilly  and  suddenly, 
You  may  snatch  him  up  by  parcels,  like  a 

sea-wreck.  [sir, 

Will  your  worship  go,  and  look  upon  the  rest, 
And  hear  what  they  can  say  for  themselves? 
'    PoiL  ril  follow  tliee.  [Evanit. 

fnter  Camilloy  MftiaUv,  Clcanth^Sf  and  Car 

stt'iiccio. 

Cffm.  You  tell  us  wonders ! 
Cast.  Hut  I  tell  you  truths ; 
Tliey  are  both  nvc^U. 

Men,  VVhv  are  not  we  in  arms  then? 

» 

And  all  the  island  uiven  to  k«iow  44_. 

tM$t,  l)i'<crcctly 
\^nd  privately  it  must  be  done:  'twill  miss 

else,  ["zens 

And  prove  our  ruins.  Most  o'th'  noble  citi- 
Kjiow  it  by  ii^e,  and  stay  the  hour  to  attend  it. 
lPrcpa'*e  your  hearts  and  friends,  let  theirs  be 

nj:!it  too. 
And  keep  ahout  the  kin^,  t*  avoid  suspicion. 
When   you  bhall  hear  the  casile<rbcll,  take 

coiirane, 
^nd   stand  like  men.     Away !  the  kinj^  is 

coming.  [Exeunt  iord$. 

Enter  Frcferifk  and  S^yrtmo. 

JFred.  Now,  captain!  VViiat  have  you  done 

viitii  your  priM>ner.^ 
Cait.  He's  dead,  sir,  and  his  body  flung 
into  the  sea. 
To  (c\;d  tue  tifclies  ;  'twas  your  will,  I  take  it; 
I  did  it  from  u  Mroiig  comnii^siony 
Aod  stood  not  to  capitulate. 

Fred,  *l'is  well  done,  [anger 

And  I  shall  love  you  for  your  faith.  VVliat 
Or  sorrow  did  he  utter  at  his  end? 

Cast.  'Faith,  little,  sir,  that  I  gave  any  ear 

to :  [sion 

He  would  have  spoke,  but  I  had  no  coniui].^- 

So  argue  with  hnu,  so  I  flun^  him  otf.      [up, 
is  lady  would  have  seen  ;   hut  I  lock'd  her 
For  fear  her  woman's  tears  sliould  hinder  us. 
Fred,  T'vas  truaty  still.     I  woiuJer,  my 
Sorano, 
We  hear  not  from  the  monastery:  I  believe 
They  gave  it  not,  or  else  it  wrought  not  fully. 


Ca^t,  Did  you  name  tlie  monastery  ? 

Frtd,  Yes,  1  did,  captain. 

Cunt.  I  saw  the  friar  this  morning,  and  lord 
Hueio, 
Bitterly  weeping,  and  wrin<rine  of  their  hands; 
And  all  the  holy  men  hwns  down  their  heads. 

Sitr,  Tis  done.  Til  warrant  you. 

Caat^  I  ask'd  the  reasf)n. 

Fred.  W  hat  answer  hadst  thou  ? 

Cast.  This  in  few  words,  sir:         [ceas'd, 
Your  bpjthcr's  dead ;   this  niorning  he  <le» 
I  was  your  servaut,  and  I  wept  not,  sir; 
I  knew  'twas  lor  your  good. 

Fred.  It  shall  be  for  thine  too, 
Captain ;  indeed  it  shall.    Oh,  my  Sorano, 
Now  we  shall  live  ! 

Siir,  Ay,  now  th.ere's  none  to  trouble  you. 

Fred.  Captain,  bring  out  the  woman;  and 
give  way 
To  any  suitor  that  sliall  come  to  marry  her. 
Of  what  dcirrcc  soe'er. 

Cu$t.  It  shall  he  djne,  sir.        [Exit  Cast, 

Fred.  Oh,   let  me  have  a  lusty  banquet 
after  it ; 

Enter  EvanthCf  Camillo,  Cieauthes,  Menallo^ 

and  'Vonif. 

I  will  be  high  and  merry  ! 

iS'or.  There  be  some  lords  [sir; 

That  I  could  counsel  you  to  fling  from  courtj^ 
They  pry  into  our  actions.     They  are  such 
I'he  foolish  people  call  their  country's  ho-. 

nonrs, 
(Houcst  brave  things)  and  stile  them  with 

such  titles. 
As  it  ^hey  wen-  tlie  patterns  of  the  kingdom  ; 
Whici)  makes  ttiem  pioud,  and  prone  tq  look 

into  us. 
And  tilk  at  random  of  our  actions. 
They  should  be  lovers,  sir,  of  your  commands, 
And  followers  of  your  will,  bridles  and  curbs 
ro  the  hard-headed  commons  that  mali&;n  us; 
They  come  here  to  do  honour  to  my  sister. 
To  lau^;h  at  your  severity,  and  frii;ht  us : 
If  they  had  power,  what;  would  tl^ese  men  do! 
Do  you  hear,  sir,  how  privily  they  whisper? 

Fred.  I  shall  silence  Vm, 
And  tv) their sijanies.Hiiijuithis week, Sorano; 
In  tlie  mean  time,  have  patience. 

Sur,  How  they  leer"»>. 
And  look  upon  me  as  1  Mere  a  monster ! 
And  talk  and  jeer!  How  I  shall  pull  your 

plumes,  lords,  [days  I 

How  1  siiail  humble  you   within  these  two 
Your  great  names,  nor  your  country,  cannot 

save  ye. 
Fred,  Let  in  the  suitor^ — Yet  submit,  I'll 

pardon  you. 


♦«  And  all  the  island  given  to  know.^  As  the  scene  is  throughout  at  Naples,  this  expressionj^ 
|f  not  a  corruption,  is  a  tl{\grant  oversight.         Symplon, 
45  ■  liow  M^j/ jeer! 

And  look  *jpon  rnc  as  I  were  a  monster^ 

And  talk  and  jeer.]  We  have  no  doubt  bnt^'eer,  in  the  first  place,  i$  corrupt;  and  havf 
|herefore  substituted /c^r:  Xeer  and /yu/f;  talk  ^nd  jeer. 
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You're  half  undone  alrrndy ;  do  not  wind 
^ly  anger  to  that  height,  it  may  consume  you, 

JEnter  Evanthe,  LavifCVy  Physician^  Captain^ 
and  Cutpur$e, 

And  utterly  destroy  thee,  fair  Ev^ntiie ! 
Yet  1  have  wicrcy. 

Eran.  Use  it  to  your  bawds ; 
To  me  use  cruelty,  it  bcbt  becomes  you. 
And  sl)ev.  s  more  kingly  !   I  contemn  your 

mercy ! 
It  is  a  coz'ninj;  and  a  bawdy  mercy. 
Can  any  thii\(*l>e  hop'd  for  to  relieve  me  ? 
Or  is  it  rtt  1  thank  vou  for  a  pity, 
When  you  have  kill'd  njy  lord? 

Frcl  Who  will  have  her? 

Emn.  My  tears  are  gone, 
My  tears  oflovc^Jnto  ray  dear  Valerio, 
.But  I  have  fill'd  mine  eyes  again  with  anger; 
Oh,  were  it  but  so  powerful  to  consume  you! 
My  tongue  with  curses  I  have  arm'd  against 

you. 
(With  maiden  curses,  that  Heaven  crowns 

with  horrors)  [tyranny. 

My  heart  set  round  with  hate  against  thy 
bh !  'would  my  hands  could  hold  the  fire  of 

Heav'n,  [with, 

Wrapt  in  the  thunder  th.at  tlie  gods  revenge 
That  like  stem  justice  I  might  ilingit  on  thee  ! 
Thou  art  a  king  of  monsters,  not  of  men. 
And  shortly  thou  wilt  turn  this  land  to  devils ! 
Fred,  I'll  make  you  one  firsthand  a  wretch- 
ed devil. 
Come,  who  will  have  her  ? 

Low.  I,  an'tlike  your  majesty,     I  am  a 

lawyer, 
I  can  make  h?r  a  jointure  of  any  man'*i  land 

in  Naples.  [it. 

And  she  shall  keep  it  too ;  T  have  a  trick  for 

Timy.  Canst  thou  make  her  a  jointure  of 

thine  honesty. 
Or  thy  ability,  thou  lewd  abridgment  ? 
Those  are  non^suited  and  flung  o'er  the  bar. 
Phy,  An't  please  your  majesty  tp  give  me 

leave, 
I  dare  accept  her ;  and  tho'  old  I  seem,  lady, 
Like  -^son,  by  my  art  1  can  renew 
Youth  and  ability. 

Ibny.  In  a  powdering-tub  [en; 

Stevv  thyself  tender  aj;ain,  like  a  rock-chick- 
The  broth  may  be  good,  but  the  flesh  is  not 

fit  for  dogs,  sure. 
Copt.  Jjidy,  take  me,  and  Til  maintain 

thine  honour  i 
Vm  ft  poor  captain,  as  poor  people  call  me. 
Very  poor  people ;  for  my  soldiers,  they 
Are  quarrer'd  in  the  outside  of  the  city, 
Men  of  ability  to  make  good  a  highway ; 
We  have  but  two  grand  enemies  that  oppose 
The  don  Gout,  and  die  gallows.  [us, 

Tony,  I  believe  you ; 


And  both  these  you  will  bind  lier  for  a  join* 

Now,  Siguor  Firk  !  [turtf. 

Cutpyrse.  Madam,  take  me,  and  be  wise : 

I'm  rich  and  nimble,  and  those  are  rare  in 

one  man ; 
Every  man's  pocket  i&  my  treasury, 
And  no  man  wf.ars  a  suit  but  Hts  me  neatly, 
Cloaths  you  shall  have,  and  wear  the  purest 

linen: 
I  have  a  tribute  out  ofevery  shop,  lady,  [too. 
Meat  yo!i  shall  eat,  (I  hi^ve  my  cat'rers  out 
The  best  and  lustiest)  and  drink  good  wine, 

good  lady,  [you  caper. 

Good  quick'ning  %vine,  wine  that  will  make 

And  at  the  worst 

Tony.  It  is  but  cap'ring  short,  sir. 
You  seldom  stay  for  agues  or  for  surfeits; 
A  shV'^ing  fit  of  a  whip  sometimes  o'ertukea 

yp.  fina;s; 

Marry,  vou  die  most^commonly  of  choak- 
Obstructions  of  the.halter  are  your  ends  ever; 
'Pray  leave  your  horn  and  your  knife  for  her 

to  live  on. 
Eoan.  Poor  vf  f^rched  people,  why  d'  you 

wrong  yourselves? 
Tho'  I  fear'd  death,  I  -should  fear  you  ten 

times  more ; 
You're  every  one  a  new  death,  and  an  odious  ! 
The  earth  will  purify  corrupted  bodies  ; 
You'll  make  us  worse,  and  stink  eternally. 
Go  homv,  go  home,  and  yet  good  nurses  for 
Dream  not  of  wives.  [you  j 

F/eJ.  You  shall  have  one  of  'cm. 
If  they  dare  venture  for  you. 

Evan.  They  are  dead  already. 
Crawling  diseases  that  must  creep  into 
The  next  grave  they  find  open :  Are  these  fit 

husbands  [now. 

For  her  you've  lov'd,  sir?  Tho'  you  hate  me 
And  hate  me  mortally,  u«  1  hate  you, 
Your  nobleness  (in  that  you  have  done  other- 
wise, [tress) 
'And  nam'd  Evanthe  once  as  your  poor  mis^ 
Might  oftcr  w(»rthier  choice. 

Fred.  Speak,  who  dare  take  her 
For  one  Month,  and  tl.en  die? 
Phy.  Die,  sir? 
iYcd,  Ay,  die,  sir! 
That's  the  condition. 

P/^y.  One  Month  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  pleasure, 
To  go  still  on,  unless  I  were  sure  she'd  kill 
And  kill  me  delicately  bel'ore  my  day.  [me. 
Make  it  up  a  year ;  for  by  that  time  I  nmst  die. 
My  hody  will  hold  out  no  longer. 

Fred.  No,  sir; 
It  must  be  but  a  Alonth. 
'    Lttw,  Then  farewell,  madam  <*; 
This  is  like  to  be  a  great  year  of  dissention 
Among  ^ood  people,  and  I  dare  not  lose  it ; 
There  will  be  money  got. 


^  La^.  Then  farewell,  madam.]  This fareweU  lineh  most  probably  the  Physician's.  The 
three  that  follow  I  would  give  to  the  Lawyer,  as  ^ey  are  mighty  well  adapted  to  a  sly 
quirking  practitionefj  who  would  rather  empty  the  pockets  of  bis  clients  of  Uieir  money,  for 


on« 


Aicl  5.  ^ene  1.] 


A  WIFE  rOR  A  MONTII. 


HI 


.    Capt.  Bless  youi  ffood  ladvship !  I 

There's  nutiiing  in  the  grave  but  bones  and  I 
aslies ;  [wenches,  i 

in  taverns  there's  good  wine,  and  excellent 
And  surgeons  while  we  live. 

CutpHrse.  Adieu,  sweet  lady  !  [man, 

Lay  me,  when  I  am  dead,  near  a  rich  alder- 
I  cmonot  pick  his  purse:  No,  1*11  no  dying ; 
Tho'I  steal  linnen,  I'll  not  steal  my  shruud  yet. 

AU,  Send  vou  a  happy  match  !     [  JSjetin^. 

Tony.  And  vou  all  halters ! 

You've  deserv'd  'em  richly.    These  do  all 

villainies,  [not: 

And  mischiefs  of  all  sorts,  yet  those  they  fear 

To  flinch  where  a  fair  wench  is  at  the  stake ! 

Evan,  Come,  your  sentence !  let  me  die ! 
You  see,  sir, 
Noneof  your  valiant  men  dare  venture  on  me; 
A  Month's  a  dangerous  tiling^.— Will  you 
then  be  willing  [too. 

To  die  at  the  time  prefix'd  ?  That  I  must  kuow 
And  know  it  btyoud  doubt. 

Fred,  What  if  1  did,  wench  ^ 

Evan.  On  tliat  condition,  if  I  had  it  cer- 
tain, [me. 
l*d  be  your  &ny  thini;,  and  you  should  enjoy 
However  in  my  nature  1  abhor  you, 


Yet,  as  I  live,  I'd  be  obedient  to  you: 

But  when  your  time  came,  how  I  should  re* 

joice!  [vou! 

How  then  I  should  bestir  myself  to  thank 
To  sec  your  throat  cut,  how  my  heart  would 

leap,  sir !  [you, 

I*d  die  with  you ;  but  first  I  would  so  tortur* 
And  cow  you  in  your  end,  so  despise  you. 
For  a  Weiik  and  wretched  coward,  you  must 

.    end  sure ! 
Still  make  you  fear,  and  shake,  despis'd,  stilt 

laugh  at  you — ^ 
Sred,  Away  with  her !  let  hbr  die  instantly ! 

Enter  Valerio,  disguised. 

Cam,  ^tay ;  there's  another^  and  A  gentles* 
man;  fnese 

His  habit  shews  no  \ei$.    May-be,  his  busi* 
Is  for  this  lady's  love. 

Fred.  Say  why  you  come,  sir^ 
And  what  you  are. 

Val.  I  am  descended  nobly, 
A  prince  by  birth,  and  by  my  tratle  a  soldiei^ 
A  prince  s  fellow ;  Abydus  brought  me  forth; 
My  parents,  duke  Aginor  lyid  fair  F^Ia) 
My  buhiness  hither,  to  renew  my  love 
With  a  youi)'^  noble  spirit,  caH'o  Valerioi 


one  whole  year  longer^  tlian  fill  a  grave  for  his  pleasure,  in  a  twelfth  part  of  the  timei 

Sj/mpson. 

There  is  no  doubt  the  three  last  lines  belong  to  theLauvf^r;  but  no  authoricv,  nor  iii^ 
deed  foMndation,  to  assign  the  first  hemistich  to  the  Physician.  It  iiii^hc  Le  spoken  by  either; 
but,  on  attending  to  the  whole  context,  the  Poet  (we  think)  intended  the  words  for  the 
Lawyer.  The  Piiysiciau  iirst  declares  off;  then  all  the  tiiree  other  suitori*  severally  tak^ 
leave  of  her  i 

Law.  '  l^arewcll,  madam ! 

Capt.  *  Bless  your  good  ladyship ! 

Culpurse.  *  Adieu,  sweet  lady  ! ' 

^  A  Month's  a  dangetovs  t/iiug. 

Kuter  Valerio  disguised* 

Fred,    Away  witli  her. 

Let  tier  die  instantly. 

Evan.  WtU  ifOtt  then  be  wUiiug,  &c.]  There  certainly  are  some  speeches  waniing  betweett 
Frederick's  order  in  the  fourth  line,  and  Evanihe's  question  in  the  fifth  ;  the  reader  cannot 
but  perceive  a  want  of  connexion  here,  and  as  such  I  have  marked  an  hiatus^  which  I  fear 
>ve  shall  never  be  able  to  /ill  up.         Sj/mpson, 

We  much  doubt  whetlier  *  there  are  some  speeches  wanting  here,  but  believe  that  *  Fre- 
derick's order,'  which  occurs  again  very  soon,  should  not  be  in^ierted  iii  this  place.  It  ii 
plain  from  the  whole  tenor  of  the  scene,  that  he  has  given  Eiranthe  the  alternative  of  the 
sentence  of  death  and  marriage^  or  submission  to  his  will  and  pardon.  The  suitors  hai'ing 
ail  refused  to  accept  her,  like  X'alerio,  as  «  Wife  fur  a  Monthf  she  rsills  on  Frederick  to  pro- 
nounce sentence  of  death  on  her.  He  then,  as  may  be  gatlicred  from  her  answer,  proposes 
hijus<^lf  to  her;  and  if  (as  is  not  improbable)  the  Poet  meant  this  proposal  should  be  sup- 
posed to  be  made  in  a  whisper,  no  snecch  is  wanting.  She  then  asks  him,  if  he  will  accept 
her  on  the  terms  sUlotted  to  other  suitors;  find  conunuing  her  scorn^  provokes  him  to  rorv^ 
demn  her^  and  cry  out, 

'  Away  with  her !  let  her  die  instantly !  * 
Tlie  entrance  of  Valerio  immediately  on  those  words,  confirms  the  above  conjecture.  Itc 
certainly  enters  just  as  Kvanthc  is  condemned,  but  certainly  not  till  tliree  speeches  later 
tlian  he  has  hitlierto  been  introduced ;  which  makes  it  still  more  probable  that  the  line 
ftliould  not  have  place  till  that  moment.  Jo  the  first  instance,  it  destroys  the  ctmnexion  o? 
the  dialogue,  wiiich  is  restored  by  the  omission;  and  in  the  second,  it  adds  peculiar  grace 
and  force  to  the  scene,  by  mukhig  the  entrance  of  Valerio  arrest  the  execution  of  seUtence 
ef  deatli  upon  £vaiith«. 

VuL.  11.  4  I 
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A  WIFE  FOR  A  MONTH. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


Tliat  we  fnuT  ventnre  pn  with  honest  lafetj, 
W>  nnd  «iir  friends? 

Fred.  A II  that  I  have  is  yours,  sir. 
Alph.    Come  then ;  Jet's  in,  and  end  this 
nuptial; 
Tlien  to  our  coronation  with  all  speed ! 
hly  virtuous  maid,  tliit  dajf  Til  be  your  bpidc- 
romn. 


And  see  you  bedded  to  your  own  desires  too. 
Beshrew  me,lord8,who  is  not  merry  hates  me! 
Only  Soraiio  shall  not  bear  my  cup. 
Come,  now  forget  old  pains  and  injuries. 
As  I  must  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  healths: 
That  kingdom's  blessed ,wliere  the  king  begins 
His  true  love  iirst,  for  there  all  lovei>  are 
twins.  \^Extitnt  unmet. 


EPILOGUE. 


We  have  your  favours,  gcntleipen,  and  you 
Have  our  endeavours  (dear  friends,  grudge 
not  now).  [sell 

There's  none  of  yuu,  but  when  you  please  ran 
filviy  a  Istme  horse^and  many  a  fair  t^lc  tell ; 


Can  put  off  many  a  maid  unto  a  friend, 
That  was  not  so  since  th'  action  at  Mile-end ; 
Ours  is  a  virgin  yet,  and  they  that  love 
Untainted  flesh,  we  hoiio  our  friends  wz^^ 
prove. 


THE  LOVERS'  PROGRESS': 

A  TRAGEDY, 


This  Play  is  by  Gardiner,  in  tl»c  Comraendatopy  Verses,  ascribed  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  ap^ 
'^ars  to  have  been  one  of  those  pieces  which  were  left  unfuiished  by  him.  and  coroplete^^ 
by  another  writer.  From  the  difference  in  the  l.in(£ua£;e  and  measure  ofth<»  f\','th  art  from 
the  other  parts  of  this  performance,  we  imagine  that  Fletcher  had  no  concern  in  the  con^ 
elusion  of  it.  As  Shirley  is  said  to  have  sometimes  assistcMl  our  Author,  possiMy  his  uiw 
finished  pieces  fell  into  that  writer's  hands,  and  therefore  we  may"  impure  the  ait«^rHrioos 
to  liim.  The  Lovers'  Progress  was  first  printed  iii  the  folio  of  ^647 ;  and  ha«  uot  be<*^ 
iw:ted  for  many  years  past. 

•  The  Loiters'  Progress.]  Progras,  in  this  title,  sigaifics  Pilgrimaefr 


PROLOGUE. 


A  ^TORY,  and  a  known  one,  long  since  writ, 
(Truth  must  take  place)  and  by  an  able  wit ! 
O'oul-mouth*d  detraction  daring  not  deny 
To  give  so  much  to  Fletcher's  memory;) 
If  so,  some  may  object,  why  tlien  do  you 
Present  an  old  piece  to  us  tor  a  new  ? 
Or  wlierefore  will  yoqr  profost  writer  he 
(Not  tax*d  of  theft  beforp)  a  plai^iary  ? 
To  tliis  he  answers  in  his  Just  defence. 
And  to  maintain  to  all  our  innocence. 
Thus  much  ;  tl)o*  lie  hath  travel IM  the  same 

way, 
Demanding,  and  receiving  too  the  pay 


For  a  new  poem,  you  may  find  it  due, 
fie  hiving  neither  cheated  us,  noi*  you: 
He  vows,  and  deeply,  that  he  did  uot  spare 
The  utmost  of  his  sti-eni:;ths,  and  Wia  best  care 
(n  the  reviving  it;  and  tlio*  his  pow*rs 
Could  not,  as  ht*  desir'd,  in  three  short  hourf 
Cioutract  the  suhject,  and  much  Jess  express 
Tlie  chani2:es,  and  the  various  passages 
That  will  be  look'd  for,  you  may  hear  this  dny 
Some  scenes  that  will  confirm  it  is  a  pl.iy. 
He  being  ambitious  that  it  bhuuld  be  known 
What's  giiod  was  Fletcher's',  and  what  ill  hit 
own. 


*  He  heing  amhitioun  that  it  should  be  knmvn 
What's  good  was  Fietcher*s,  nrui  what  HI  his  fwn.]  This  passage  is  a  flaming  rontradles 
tion  to  an  as'^ertion  of  the  Bookseller,  ir\  his  preface  to  the  edition  of  \6i7,  which  the  reader 
will  see  in  the  introductory  note  upon  The  Coxcomb,   and  thither  I  roter  him  for  what  { 
have  said  apoti  that  occasion.         Sj/mpsftm. 

This  passage  is  ttot,  in  our  opinion,  any  contradiction  at  all  to  the  Bookseller's  assertion. 
3ee  our  remark  at  the  beg^nnmg  of  The  (Joxcomh. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


King  of  France. 

Clean  DEK,  Husband  to  Calist a. 

LIOIAN,  Brother   to   CuiistUy  in  love  with 

Olinda. 
C  LA  range'.  Rival  to  Lidian, 
X>OKiLAU.S,   father  to  Lidian  and  Calista,  a 

merrif  old  Man, 
LiSANDEK,  Friend  to  Cleandcr,  and  Jj/ver 

to  Calista. 
Alcidon,  Friend  to  JAdiun. 
Bekonte,  Brother  to  Clea(ider. 
Lf.mure,  a  nobie  Courtier, 
JLK02)    «  Villain^  Lover  o/'  Clarinda^ 


MaLFORT,  a  foolish  Steward  of  Cieandcr^ 

Lancel()T,  Servant  to  Lisander, 

Friar. 

Host's  Ghost. 

Chamherlain. 

Sen)ants, 

C  AI.ISTA,  a  virtuous  Lady^  IVife  to  Cleander, 
Olinda,  a  noble  Maid,  and  rich  Heir,  Jlfii- 
tms  to  JJdiun  and  Clarange. 

Clarinda,  a  lustful  Wcnch^CaUstaU  lioiN 
ing-tiioman. 


SCENE,  France 
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THE  LOVERS'  PROGRESS. 


[Act  1.  Scene  1« 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Leon  and  Malfort, 

Jiaffort.  A  ND  as  I  told  you,  sir 

-^   T^on,  I  understand  you ; 
Clarinda*s  still  pervcr«c. 

Malf,  She's  worse ;  obdurate, 
Flinty,  relentless;  my  love-passion's  jcer'd  at, 
My  presents  scornM ! 

Leon.  Tis  strange,  a  waiting-woraan, 
tn  her  condition,  apt  to  yield,  should  hold  out, 
A  man  of  your  place,  reverend  beard  and 
Besieging  her.  [shape, 

Malf.  You  might  add  too,  my  wealth. 
Which  she  contemns^  five  hundred  crowns 

per  annum 
(For  which  Vve  ventur'd  hard,  my  conscience 

knows  it) 
Not  thought  upon,  tho'  ofFer*d  for  a  jointure ; 
This  chain',  which  my  lord's  peasants  wor- 
ship, flouted ;  [at, 
My  solemn  hum's  and  ha*s,  the  servants  quake 
Ko  rhetorick  with  her ;  ev'ry  hour  she  liaugs 

out 
Some  new  flag  of  defiance  to  torment  mc : 
Last  Lent  my  lady  call'd  me  her  Poor-John, 
But  now  rm  grown  a  walking  skeleton ; 
You  may  see  thro'  and  thro'  me. 

Leon,  Lidced  you  are 
Much  fauTi  away. 

Maff.  I  am  a  kind  of  nothing,       [clister, , 
jLs  she  hath  made  me:    Love's  a  terrible 
And  if  some  cordial  of  her  favours  help  not, 
I  shall,  like  an  Italian,  die  backward, 
And  breath  my  last  the  wrong  way. 

Leon.  As  I  live. 
You  have  my  pity ;  but  this  is  cold  comfort. 
And  in  a  friend  lip-physick ;  and,  now  I  think 

on*t, 
I  should  do  more,  and  will,  so  you  deny  not 
Yourself  the  means  of  comlort. 

Malf.  rU  be  hang'd  first: 
One  dram  oft,  I  beseech  you  ! 

Leon.  You're  not  jealous 
Of  any  man's  access  to  her  ? 

Ma/f.  I  would  not 
Receive  the  dor ;  but  as  a  bosom  friend 


You  shall  direct  mc;  still  provided,  thnt 
T  understand  who  is  the  man,  and  what 
His  purpose  that  pleads  for  me. 

Leon.  By  all  means. 
First,  for  the  undertaker,  I  am  he: 
The  means  that  I  will  practise,  thus 

Malf.  'Prav  you  forward  ! 

Leon.  You  know  your  lady,  chaste  Calista, 
loves  her. 

Maff.  Too  well ;  that  makes  her  proud. 

Lcftn.  Nay,  give  me  leave. 
This  beauteous  lady  (I  may  stile  her  so, 
Being  the  paragon  of  France  for  feature) 
Is  not  alont^  contented  in  herself 
To  seem  and  be  good,  but  desires  to  make 
All  such  as  have  dependance  on  her  like  her: 
For  this,  Clarinda's  liberty's  restrainVI,  [ine  ? 
And,  tho'  her  kinsman,  tiie  gate's  shut  against 
Now  if  you  please  to  make  yourself  the  door 
For  my  conveyance  to  her,  tho'  you  run 
The  hazard  of  a  check  for't,  'tis  no  matter. 

Alulf.  It  being  fur  mine  own  ends  ? 

Leon.  I'll  give  it  o'er. 
If  tliat  you  make  the  least  doubt  otherwise. 
Studying  upon't  ?  good  morrow  ! 

Malf.  Tray  you  stay,  sir ! 
You  arc  my  friend ;  yet,  as  the  proverb  says, 
^  When  love  puts  in,  friendship  is  gone :  * 

Suppose 
You  sliould  yourself  affect  her  ? 

Leon.  Do  you  think 
I'll  commit  incest !  for  it  is  no  less,         [sir. 
She  being  my  cousin-jiennan.  Fare  you  well,, 

Malf.  I  had  t'orj^ot  that;  for  this  once,  for-c 
give  me. 
Only,  to  ease  the  throbbing  of  my  heart, 
(For  I  do  feel  strange  pangs)  instruct  me  what 
You  will  say  for  me. 

Leon.  F'irst,  I'll  tell  her  that 
She  hath  so  far  besotted  you,  that  you  have 
Almost  forgot  to  cast  account. 

Malf.  Mere  truth,  sir.  [ard, 

Leon,  That,  of  a  wise  and  provident  »tew-« 
You're  turn'd  stark  ass. 

Malf.  Urge  that  point  home ;  I  am  so. 

Leon.   That  you   adore  the  ground   she 
And  kiss  her  foot-steps.  [treads  upon,^ 


3  T%is  chain.]  Mr.  Steevens  observes,  that  stewards  anciently  wore  a  chain,  as  a  mark  of 
superiority  over  other  sen*ants;  in  proof  of  which  he  cites  the  following  authorities: 

*  Dost  thou  think  I  shall  become  the  atewarcTs  chair?  Will  not  these  slender  haunches 
'  shew  well  in  a  chain  i '        Martial  Maid. 

Pio.   *  Is  your  chain  right? 

Bob,  '  It  is  both  right  and  just,  sir; 

*  For  though  I  am  a  steward,  I  did  get  it 
<  With  no  man's  wrong.*        Ibid. 
Nash,  in  his  piece  entitled  Have  with  You  to  Saffron  Walden,  1559,  taxes  Gabriel  Harvey 
with  having  stolen  a  noblanan*s  ttezuard's  chain,  at  hislord^s  installing  at  Windsor, 
So  in  Middleton's  Mad  World,  my  Masters,  1608 : 

*  Gag  that  gaping  rascal,  though  he  be  my  grandsire's  chief  gentleman  in  the  chain  of  , 
gold.'    See  Notes  on  Twelfth  Night.        IL 
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Maff.  As  I  do  when  I  find 
Their  print  i*  th'  snow. 

Leon.  A  lovinji;  tool ;  I  know  it,  [related 
By  your  bloodless  frosty  lips.  Then,  having 
liow  much  you  suffer  for  her^  and  how  well 
You  do  deserve  it 

Malf,  How  !  to  suffer  ? 

Leon.  No,  sir ; 
To  have  your  love  return'd- 

Maif,  That's  good ;  I  thank  yon. 

Levn„  1  will  deliver  her  an  inventory 
Of  your  good  parts;  as  this,  your  precious 
nose,  Creaching 

Dropping  affection;  your  high  forehead, 
Almost  to  th'  crown  of  your  head;  your  slen- 
der waist,  [ing 
And  a  back  not  like  a  thresher's,  but  a  bcnd- 
And  court-like  back,  and  so  forth,  for  your 

body. 
But  when  I  touch  your  mind,  (for  that  must 
take  her,  [it, 

Since  your  outside  promises  little)  Til  enlarge 
Tho'  ne'er  so  narrow ;  as,  your  arts  to  thrive, 
Your  composition  with  the  cook  and  butler 
For  the  coney-skins  and  chippings ;  and  half 

a  share 
With  all  the  under-officers  o*  th'  house. 
In  strangers*  bounties ;  that  she  shall  have  all, 
And  you  as  'twere  her  bailiff. 

Ma!/'.  As  1  will  be. 

Leon.  As  you  shalU,  so  TU  promise.— 
Then  your  qualities ; 
As  playing  on  a  cittern,  or  a  Jew's  trump— 

Aftf  jK  A  little  too  on  the  viol. 

Leon.  Fear  you  nothing. 
Then  singing  her  asleep  with  curious  catches 
Of  your  own  Tnaking;   f^r,  as  I  have  heard. 
You  are  poetical.  ^ 

Afalf.  Something  giv'n  that  way:  [reason 
Yet  my  works  seldom  thrive  ;  and  the  main 
The  poets  urge  for^t  i^  because  I  am  not 
As  poor  as  they  are. 

Leon.  Very  likely.    Fetch  her, 
While  I  am  in  the  vein. 

Malf.  Tis  an^pt  time, 
My  lady  being  at  her  prayers. 

Leon.  Let  her  pray  on. 
Nay, go;  and  if,  upon  my  intercession. 
She  do  you  not  some  favour,  I'll  disclaini  her. 
I'll  ruminate  ou't  the  while. 

Malf\  A  hundred  crowns 
Is  your  rew  ard. 

Leon.  Without  'em — Nay,  no  triflinc;. 

[Exit  Malf. 
That  this  dull  clod  of  ignorance  should  kuow 
How  tooet  money,  yet  want  eyes  to  see 
How  grosly  he's  abus'd,  and  wrought  upon ! 


When  he  should  muke  his  will,  the  rogue'« 
turn'd  rampant,  [wench 

As  h*had   renew'd  his  youth.     A  handsoroto 
Love  one  a  spital  whore  would  run  away  from? 
Well,  master  steward,  I  will  plead  for  yoa 
In  such  a  method,  as  it  shall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a  property. 

E?Uer  Malfori  and  Clarinda, 

Malf.  Yonder  he  walks 
That  knows  my  worth  and  value,  tho'  yOt 
scorn  it. 

Clari.  If  my  lady  know  not  this 

Malf.  I'll  auswer  it.  [mfUl 

If  you  were  a  nun,  I  hope  your  cousin-ger- 
Might  talk  with  you  thro' a  grate;  but  you 
are  none,  [off; 

Aud  therefore  may  come  closer :  Ne'er  hang 
As  I  live,  you  shall  bill ;  you  may  salute  as 

strangers, 
Custom  allows  it.  Now,  now,  come  upon  her 
With  all  your  oratory,  tickle  her  to  the  quick, 
As  a  young  advocate  should,  and  leave  no 

virtue 
Of  mine  unmention'd.    HI  stand  centinel; 
Nav,  keep  the  door  myself.  [JEajY* 

Clari.  How  have  you  work'd 
This  piece  of  motley  to  your  ends  ? 

Leon.  Of  that 
At  leisure,  mistress.  [X/Wiig* 

Clari.  Lower ;  you're  too  loud ; 
Tho'  the  fool  be  deaf,  some  of  the  house 
may  hear  you.  [man^ 

Leon.  Suppose  they  should,  lam  a  gentle-' 
And  held  your  kinsman;  under  that,  1  hope, 
I  may  be  irte. 

Clari.  I  grant  it,  but  with  caution  ; 
But  he  not  seen  to  talk  with  me  familiarly. 
But  at  tit  distance;  or  not  seen  at  all. 
It   were  the  better':    You  know  my  lady-s 

humour; 
She  is  all  honour,  and  composed  of  goodnesSf 
As  she  pretends;  and  you  having  uo  business. 
How  jealous  may  she  grow  I 

Leon.  I  will  be  rul'd; 
But  you  have  prouiis'd,  and  I  must  enjoy  you* 

Clari.     We  shall  find  time  for  that;  you 
are  too  hasty : 
Make  yourself  fit,  and  I  shall  make  occasion  ; 
Deliberation  makes  best  in  that  business, 
And  contents  every  way. 

Leon.  But  you  must  feed 
This  foolish  steward  with  some  shadow  of 
A  future  favour,  that  we  may  preserve  his 
To  be  our  instrument. 

Clari.  Hang  him ! 

Leon,  For  my  sake,  sweet ! 


4  Malf.  As  I  will  he. 

Leon.  Asi/ou  shall,  so  Til  promise.']  To  restore  lost  puns  has  been  an  office,  thatcriticf 
have  been  laughed  at,  rather  than  praised  for:  but  the  original,  be  it  bad  or  good,  ought  to 
be  restored;  and  therefore  we  should  not  drop  a  conundrum  here  intended.  Leon  sbonki 
ikiiswer, 

'  Ass  you  shall,  so  I'll  promise.' 
i*  #.  1*11  promise  you  shall  be  made  an  ass  of.         SemwiL 
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I  undtrtook  to  speak  for  him ;  any  bauble, 
Or  slight  einploymeut  iu  the  wuy  of  service, 
Will  \'ee(\  iiiiu  fat. 

Cluri,  Lettvc  him  to  me. 

EnUr  Ma  (furl, 

Malf,  She  comes  I 
My  larly ! 

CUtri.  \  uill  satisfy  hen 

Mulf.  Flow  far 
Have  you  prevaird  ? 

jA:on.  Observe. 

CVrtri.  Monsieur  Mai  fort, 
I  nni:»t  be  brief;  my  cousin  hath  Spoke  iiiuch. 
In  your  beiialf,  and,  to  give  you  some  proof 
I  entertain  you  as  my  servant,  you 
Shall  have  the  grace 

J^'on.  Upon  your  knee  receive  it.    [me  — 

Cluri,  And  Take  it  as  a  special  favour  from 
To  tie  my  sl»oc. 

Malf,  1  nm  o'erjoy*d. 

Jifon.  Gt)od  reason. 

Clari,  You  may  come  higher  in  time< 

Enter  Calista, 

l.Dn.  Noujorc;  the  lady! 

Mnll\  Slie  frown*. 

ChrL  1  thank  you  for  this  visits  cousin  ; 
But  without  leave  hereafter  from  my  lady, 
1  dure  not  change  discourse  with  you. 

Malf.  Trny  you  take 
Yoiir  morning's  draught. 

Leon.  I  tiiauk  you :  Happiness  attend 
Your  honour !     ^ 

[Exeunt  iMm  amd  Malfort, 

Oil.  Who  gave  warrant  to 
This  private  j^nrley? 

Clari.  My  inni>cence;  I  hope 
My  ccmfcrence  with  u  kinsman  cannot  call 
Your  anaer  on  nie. 

Cut.  kinsman  !  Let  me  have 
No  more  of  this,  as  you  detire  you  may 
Continue  mine! 

Cluri,  Why,  madam,  under  pardon, 

s but  zany  brave  Cleander^ 

Evn  in  his  least  perfectiota,]  i,  e.  but  Jainllj/  imilaU  hii  virtues.     The  old  Zany  was  a 
miuiick  or  butfoon. 

*»  llpon  the  rind  of  ev^ry  gentle  poplar. 
And  amorous  myrtle,  {trees  to  Venu%  sacred.)]  Our  poct  has  cither  committed  an  over* 
sj^i'it,  in  inukiui;  the  poplar  and  the  tnyrtle  both  sacred  to  Venus,  or  if  iie  had  any  uutiiority 
fi/t  so  duin&r,  i  don't  know  it  at  prc?ient:  Tis  true,  aa  the  poplar  deli'^hts  m  moisture,  and 
);rows  upon  the  banks  of  rivers,  and  has  leaves  with  dark  and  white  !»i(les,  it  nmy  be  a  pretty 
•ymbol  of  tiie  unlimited  command  of  that  powerful  u,oddess,  throughout  the  three  uliotmc-nts 
of  Jupiter,  Neptune,  and  Fluto.  But,  notwithstanding  this,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that 
tJie  reading  and  pointmg  was  originally  thus : 

•  — ■    •  oi*  evVy  gentle /TO/^/tfr, 

*  And  amoroub  uigrtle  tree,  to  Venus  sncrcd.^ 

By  chancing  the  number,  and  altering  the  comma,  we  atlix  the  epiiltet  '  sacred*  solely  tti 
tiie  myrtle,  and  t^ikc  away  the  confusion,  which  before  subsisted,  of  appropriating  two  trees 
to  one  deity,  when  in  reality  the  case  was  very  far  otherwise,  as  any  uire  knows  who  if 
tlie  least  versed  iu  the  Classicks.        Si/wpson 

We  believe  the  old  reading  genuine,  and  that  it  ought  to  be  followed.  VVe  do  not,  indoed^ 
recollect  that  there  is  any  autlioriiy  for  making  Uie  pophtTi  la  well  u»  the  myrtle,  sacred  ta 
Venus;  but  think  liie  PocU  here  meant  it. 


Suppose  him  otherwise ;  yet,  cooding  id 
A  lawful  way,  it  is  excusable. 

Cat.  Ilow^sthis? 

^Clari.  I  grant  you're  made  of  pureness, 
And  that  your  tenderness  of  honour  holds 
The  sovereignty  o'er. your  passions:  YetyoU 

have 
A  noble  husband,  with  allow'd  embraces 
To  quench  lascivious  fires,  should  such  flam« 

in  you. 
As  I  must  ne'er  believe.     Were  I  the  wife 
Of  one  that  could  but  zany  brave  C'leander*^ 
Ev'n  in  his  least  perfections,  (excuse 
My  o*er-bold  inference)  I  should  desire 
To  meet  no  other  object. 

Cat.  You  grow  saucy  ! 
Do  1  look  further  ?  ' 

Clari.  No,  dear  madam ;  and 
It  is  my  wonder,  or  astonishment  rather, 
You  cuiild  deny  the  service  of  Lisander  ; 
A  man  without  a  rival,  one  the  king 
And  kingdom  gazes  on  with  admiration^ 
For  all  the  excellences  a  mt>ther  could 
Wish  in  her  only  son. 

Cat,  Did  not  mine  honour 
And  obligation  to  Oleander  force  me 
To  he  deaf  to  his  complaints  ? 

Ciari,  Tis  true ;  but  yet  [senc« 

Your  rigour  to  command  him  frbm  your  pi*e» 
Arc;u'd  but  small  compassion ;  the  groves 
Witness  his  grievous  suflferiugs;  your  fail* 

name 
Upon  the  rind  of  every  gentle  poplar*^ 
And  amorous  myrtle,"(treestoVenus  sacred,) 
With  adoration  carv'd,  and  kneel'd  unto. 
This  you,  unseen  of  him,  both  saw  and  heard 
Without  conipassiou ;  and  what  received  he 
For  his  true  sorrows,  but  the  heavy  knowledge 
That  *t%\  as  your  peremptory  will  and  pleasure, 
How-e*er  my  lord  liv'd  in  him,  he  should  quit 
Your  Mght  and  house  for  ever? 

Cat.  J  confess 
r  gave  him  a  strong  potion  to  work      [him : 
Upon  his  hot  blood,  and  I  hope  'twill  cure 
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Yet  I  could  wish  the  cause  had  concern'd 

others, 
I  might  have  met  his  sorrows  with  more  pity; 
AtJcasr,haveiciitsomccouni»cl  to  his  miseries. 
Tho*  now,  for  iionour  sake,  1  must  tbrget  him, 
And  never  know  the  name  more  of  Lisatider ; 
Yet  in  my  justice  I  am  bound  to  grant  him, 
Laying  his  love  a»ide,  most  truly  noble  : 
But  mention  him  no  more.  This  instant  hour 
My  brother  Lidian,  new  rcturn'dfrom  travel, 
And    his  brave  friend  Cluraiigfe,  lone  since 
por  fair  and  rich  Olinda,  are  to  hear  [rivals 
Her  absolute  determinntion,  whom 
She  pleases. to  elect.     See  all  things  ready 
To  entertain  'em ;  and,  on  my  displeasure^ 
No  more  words  of  Lisander ! 

Ciuri.  She  endures 
To  hear  him  nam*d  by  no  tongue  but  her  own  : 
Ilowe'er  she  carries  it,  I  know  she  loves  him. 

[Exit. 
Cal,  Hard  nature,  hard  condition  ot  poor 

women,  [most ! 

That,  wlierc  we  are  most  suM  to,  we  must  fly 
The  trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  freely. 
The  oak  not  envious  of  the  sailing  cedar, 
I'iie  lusty  vine  not  jealous  of  the  ivy        [up. 
Because  she  clips  the  elm  ;  the  flt»wers  siioot 
And  wantonly  kiss  one  another  hourly. 
This  blossom  glorying  in  the  other's  beauty. 
And  yet  they  smell  as  sweet,  and  look  as 

lovely  ; 
But  we  arc  tied  to  grow  alone.    Oh,  honour, 
Thou  hard  law  to  our  lives,  chain  to  ourf»^*e- 

doms  ! 
He  tliat  invented  thee  had  many  curses. 
How  is  my  soul  divided  !  Oh,  Cleander, 
My  best-descrvi:)g  husband  !  '*.^,  Lisajider, 
The  truest  lover  that  e'er  sacrific'd 
To  Cupid  against  Hymen  !  Oh,  mine  honour, 
A  tyrant,  yet  to  be  ohcyd  !  and  'tis 
I3ut  justice  we  should  thy  strict  laws  endure. 
Since  our  obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure. 

[Ej;it. 

Enter  CIca?ider^  LlcKan,  and  Claranf^^, 

Cle.  llokv  indUp[)ortal)le  the  ditVerenee 
Of  dear  fri^'iuls  is,  the  sorruw  tiiat  i  feel 
^•'or  my  Lisandcr's  al)^enoe  (one  that  stamps 
A  reverend  print  on  frieiidship)  does  assure 
Yi>u*rc  rivals  for  a  lady,  u  iuir  iaOy  ;       [me. 
And,  in  the  acquisition  of  her  favours. 
Hazard  the  cutting  of  tint  gordiaa  knot 
From  your  first  clii  Id  hood  to  this  present  hour. 
By  all  the  ties  o{  love  and  amity  faatcn'd. 
I  am  blest  iji  a  wife  (lle.iv'n  make  me  thank- 
Inferior  to  none,  sans  pride  1  speak  it;  [lul !) 
Yet  if  I  weie  a  frechian,  aud  could  purchase 
At  any  rate  tlie  (  ertaiaty  to  enjoy 
Lioauder's  conversation  while  I  liv'd, 
(Forgive  me,  my  Calista,  aud  tiie  sex!) 
I  never  w<;uld  seek  eiiange. 

Lid,  My  lord  and  brother,  [worth 

I   dare   not  blame  your  choice,  Lisauder's 
Being  a  mistress  to  be  ever  courted; 
>ior  shall  our  equal  suit  to  fair  Olinda 
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Weaken,  but  add  strength  to  our  true  nifec- 
With  zeal  so  long  continued.  [tion^ 

Chiru.  When  we  know 
Whom  she  prefers,  as  shecanchuse  but  one. 
By  ourso-loiig-tried  friendshipwehavcvow'ci 
The  other  shall  desist. 

Cle,  'Tis  yet  your  purpose; 
But  how  this  resolution  will  hold  < 

In  him  that  is  refused,  is  not  alous 
Doubtful^  but  dangVous. 

Enter  Mai/ort. 

Malf.  The  rich  heir  is  come,  sir. 

Clel  Madam  Olinda? 

Malf.  Yes,  sir ;  and  makes  choice. 
After  some  little  conference  with  ray  lady. 
Of  this  room  to  give  answer  to  her  suitors. 

Cle,  Already  both  look  pale,  between  your 
hopes 
To  win  the  prize,  and  your  despair  to  lose 
W^hal  you  contend  for. 

Lid,  No,  sir;  I  am  arm'd. 

Cf-irci.  I  coniident  of  my  interest, 

Cle.  I'll  believe  you 
When  you've  endur'd  the  test. 

Enter  Calistuy  Olinda,  and  Clarinda, 

Malf,  Is  imt  your  garr«T  [higher 

Untied.^  You  promis'd   that  I  should  grovr 
In  doing  you  ser\  i«*e. 

Clnri,  Fall  olV,  or  you  lose  me !  [ Exit  Malf, 

Cle.  Nay,  take  your  place  ;  no  Paris  now 
sits  judge 
On  the  contending  goddesses  :  You  are 
The  deity  tliat  mu-ii  make  curst,  or  happy. 
One  of  your  languishing  servants, 

Olin.  I  thu'^  look 
With  equal  eyes  om  both ;  either  deser\*e8 
A  fairer  fortune;  than  they  can  in  reason 
Hope  i\)V  from  me :  From  Lidian  I  expect, 
Wiien  I  have  made  him  mine,  all  plci^ures 
that  [virtues. 

The  sweotness   of  his  manners,  youth,  aud 
Can  give  aS'^'irunce  of :   But  turning  this  way 
To  brave  (.'lantijij^t,  in  his  face  appCtirs 
A  kind  of  m.ije>tv  winch  sliould  command, 
Not  sue  for  favour.     If  the  fairest  lady 
Of  F'r;uice,  set  foi  th  with  nature's  best  en- 
dowments, 
.Nay,  should  J  add  a  princess  of  the  blood, 
I)i.!  now  lay  claim  to  either  for  a  husband, 
•So  vehement  my  affection  is  to  both. 
My  envy  at  her  happiness  would  kill  me. 

Cie.   File  strangest  love  I  ever  heard  ! 

Cul.  You  can 
Enjoy  but  one.. 

Claris  File  more,  I  say,  the  merrier.'^    . 

Olin.  Witness  tiiese  teiirs  1  love  iK)th,  as 
I  know 
You  burn  with  equal  flames,  and  so  affect  me : 
Abundance  makes  me  poor;  such  is  the  hard 
('oiidition  of  my  fortune.  Beyourownjud'^es; 
If  I  should  favour   both,    'twill   taint  uiy 

honour, 
And  that  before  my  life  I  must  prefer : 
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Ifone  Ilcnn  to,  th'  other  is  dlsvalucd : 
You'ro  Hery  botii,  aud  love  ^ill  make  3*011 
warnic  r. 

C/aW.  '1  he  warmer  still  the  fitter.  You're 

"  a  fool,  lady. 

Olin,  To  what  may  love,  and  the  devil  jea-r 

lousy,  spur  you,  [tion  ; 

Is  too  apparent ;  my  naiDe*jf  caird  io  quciv* 

Your  swords  fly  ()ut,yoiir  uugcrs  ran £;t  at  lame: 

Then  what  a  luuidcr  oliny  ir.ode&ty  followb  ! 

Ciori.  Take  heed  of  that  by  any  means. 
Oh,  innocent, 
That  will  deny  a  lilcssins;  when  'tis  oflfcr'd ! 
'Would  I  were  murdcr'd  so,  I'd  thank  uiy 

C/c.  What  pause  you  on  ?  [modesty. 

Qlin,  It  is  at  leni;th  rt'b<jJv'd. 

Clfitu,  We're  on  the  rack  ;  uncertain  ex- 
Th'e  greatest  torture !  [pectation 

Lid.  Command  what  you  please. 
And  you  shall  see  how  w  iliiui^ly  we'll  execute. 

Ohn,  Tlien  hear  uhat,  lor  your  satisfac- 
tion, 
Apd  to  pf«serve  your  friendship,  I  resolve 
Against  myself;  and  'lis  not  to  bealter'd:  fit, 
YouVc  both  brave  gentlemen,  ['11  still  protess 
Both  noble  servants,  for  whose  gentle  offers 
The  undeserving  and  the  poor  ( )linda  fously ; 
Tb  ever  hound  ;  you  love  botii,  fair  una  virtu- 
'Would  r  could  be  so  hnppy  to  content  both  ! 
IVhich  since  I  caimot,  take  this  resolute  ^i- 
6k>froin  me  both  contendedly ,  and  he  [swer; 
That  lost  makes  his  return,  au4  comes   to 
visit,  [well ! 

Comes  to  my  bed.  You  know  my  will ;  fare- 
My  heart's  too  big  to  utter  more.    Come, 

CaL  I'll  wait  on  you  to  your  coach.[ friend ! 
[Eseunt  Oiin.  Cul,  and  Cluri. 

Cle,  You  both  look  blank ; 
I  cannot  blame  you. 

Lid,  We  have  our  dispatches. 

Clam,  I'll  home. 

JUd,  And  I'll  abroad  again :  Farewell ! 

Clara,  larcweU  to  ye  \ 

[ixevnt  Clara,  and  Lid, 

CIb.  Their  blunt  departure  trouble  s  uie : 
I  fear, 
A  sudden  and  a  danjs^erous  division 
Of  their  lontr  love  will  follow.  Have  you  ^>ok 
Your  Jeave  of  fair  Olinda? 

JEntev  Calata. 
CaL  She  is  gOue,  sir. 
CU,  Had  you  brought  news  Lisander  were 
return  d  too, 
\  were  most  happy. 

Cai   btill  upouLisander.^  [health; 

Cle,  t  know  he  Loves  uie,  as^c  loves  his 
And  Heav'u  knows  I  love  him. 

Cal.  I  tind  it  so ;  Fy u. 

For  me  you  have  forgot,  and  what  I  m  to 
-  Cle,  Oh,  think  uot  so.     If  you  hod  lost  a 
sister  [you; 

You  lock'd  all  your  delights  in,  it  would  i;i  icve 
A  little  vou  would  wander  from  the  fondness 
You  ow'd  jour  husband :  I  have  lost  a  friend. 


A  noble  friend ;  nil  that  w-ns  excellent 

In  man,  or  inankiiid,  Has  contain'd  within 

That  loss,  my  wife [himJ 

Enter  Maffort, 

Malf.  Madam,  your  noble  father 

A  fee  for  my  good  news  I 

Cul,  Why,  what  of  him,  sir? 

MaL  Is  li«:hted  at  the  door,  and  longs  ta 
sec  yi>n,  • 

CaL  Auend  him  hither. 

Cie,  Oh,  my  dear  Lisiinder!  [listn. 

But  I'll  b<j  merry.     Let's  meet  him,  my  Ca- 

C(/i.  I  hope  Lisandcr's  love  \yll  now  be 
buried  : 
My    fatlier  will  bring  joy  chough  ft)r  onfr 
To  put  him  out  of  s  memory.  [month. 

Enter  Dorilaus ;  his  arm  in  a  9c<frf, 
Dor.  Ilow  do  you,  s«)n  ? 
nicik!»  my  fair  child  !  I'm  come  to  visit  yotv 
To  bee  wliat  house  you  keep ;  they  say  you're 

bountiful; 
I  like  the  noi^c  well,  and  I  come  to  try  it. 
Ne'er  a  great  belly   yet,  ?    Ilow   have   yon 
trifled !  f  on't 

If  I  had  done  so,  sop,,  I  should  have  heard, 
On  both  sides,  by  sauiL  Dennis ! 

C/*^.  You're  nobly  welcome,  sir; 
We've  tinic  enough  for  timt. 
Dtir.  See  how  she  blushes; 
Tis  n  good  .^jgn,  yuj'li  mend  your  fanlt. 

How  (iobt  tnuu, 
My  good  Culistii  ? 

CaL  Well,  now  I  see  you,  sir;  fy^u* 

I  lio|)e  you  bring  a  frui:tulness  along  with 

JJyr.  (Jut>**"*uck,  I  ne'er  miss;  i  was  ever 

good  a.  ... 

Your,  mother  groan'd  for't,  wench;  so  did 

some  oilier. 
But  I  durst  never  tell. 
CaL  How  does  your  arm,  sir?. 
Cle.  Have  you  been  let  hl.jod  of  late? 
iJw.  Against  my  will,  sir. 
Cat,  A  lull,  dear  fatiier  ? 
Dor.  Mo;  a  gun,  dear  daughter ;    [tock. 
Two  or  three  t-uns;  I've  oue  here  m  my  but-" 
'Twould  tumble  a  snrt^eon's  leeth  to  pull  it 
CaL  Oh,  me !  oh,  me  !  [out. 

Dtnr.  Say  J  if  you  tail  to  fainting, 
Tis  time  for  me  to  trudge:  Art  sueh  a  coward. 
At  the  mere  uame  ol  hurl  to  change  thy  co^ 

lour  ? 
I  have  been  shot  that  men  might  see  clean 

ihro*  me. 
And  yet  I  famted  not.     Besides  myself. 
Here  are  an  hospital  of  hurt  men  tor  you. 

Enter  Serrautt,  tcounded  in  several  placci^ 
Cle,  What  should  this  wonder  be? 
CaL  I'm  amaz'd  at  it. 
Dor,  W  hat  think   yfc  of  these.*    thev're 
every  one  hurt  soundly,  '    '      ' 

Hurt  to  the  proof;  they're  thro'  and  ihro', 
I  ftssucc  yt; 


Act  1.  Sdten^  1.] 


THE  LOVERS*  PROGRESS. 


1t51 


And  that's  good  game :  they  scorn  your  pu- 
ling scnitches. 
CaL  Who  did  this,  bir? 
Dor.  Lcaye  crying,  arid  I'll  tell  you  ; 
Ar«d  gety(iurpUiistei*s,  and  your  warm  Stoops 
read  y  ?»  [over  ? 

Have  you  ne'er  a  shepherd  t!iat  can  tar  us 
Twill  prove  a  business  elsfc,  wc  an:  so  many. 
Coming  to  see  you,  I  was  set  upon, 
I  and  my  men,  as  we  were  singing  frolickly ; 
^ot  dreaming  of  an  ambush  of  base  rogues. 

Set  on  i'tli*  forest,  Tve  forgot  the  ndme 

Ci€.  *Twixt  this  and  Foiitaineblec^n?  in  the 

,  wild  forest  f  [forest. 

Dor.  The  same,  tliesnme,  inthat  at'cnrscd 

Set  on  by  villains,  that  liiakc  boot  of  all  men ; 

THt  peers  oi'  France  are  pillage  there.  They 

shot  at  us. 
Hurt  us,  uiihors'd   us,  came  to  th'  sword, 

there  plied  u<. 
Oppress^    u^   with  fre?h  muititufles^  fl^csli 

shijtttill; 
Rogui"**  ih:u  woiild  hang  themselves  for  a 

fi-esli  doublet, 
And  i'ot  a  scarlet  cr\ssock  kill  their  fathers  ! 
CVf.  Li;;lited  yoii  among  these? 
Dor.  Among  the^e  muiderers 
Our  pf)or  b!«jo<ls  wereengag'd  ;  yet  we  struck 
bravely,  [shun  us. 

And  more  than  once  or  twice  wc  mutic  them 
^nd  shrink  their  rugged  heads ;  but  We  were 
hurt  all. 
CU.  flow  came  you  Off?  for  I  ev*n  long  to 

hear  t!iat. 
Dtfr.  After  our  prayers  madt  to  Ueav*n  to 
help  us, 
Or  to  be  nicrciful  uuro  our  souls,        [wipe  ! 
So  near  we  vverfc— Alas,  poor  wench,  wipe. 
See,  ilcuv*n  svnds  remedy. 


Cal,  I'm  glad  'tis  coin'e,  «ir ; 
My  heart  was  ev'n  a-bleeding  in  my  body. 
Dor.  A  curl'd-hair  gentlleman  stepp'd  iA^ 

a  stranger^ 
As  he  rode  by,  belike  he  heard  Our  bickering^ 
Saw  our  distresses,  drew  his  sword,  and  prov^ 
He  came  to  execute,  and  not  to  argue. 
Lord,  wha^u  lightning  ibethdught  flew  aboilt 

himj  X 

When  he  once  toss'd  his  blade !     In  face 

Adonis',  [brdws; 

Whilte  PeAce  inhabited  between  his  eye- 
But  when  his  noble  anger  stirr'd  his  mettle. 
And  blew  his  fiery  parts  into  a  flame,  [mie). 
Like  Pallas,  when  she  sits  between  two  aS 
Viewing  with  lK)rrid  brows  their  sad  events^ 
Such  then  he  look'd,  and  as  hei-  shield  hiLd 

arm*d  him. 
CuL  This  man,  4ir,  iff)sik  a  friend  to  gife 

an  age  fori 
Thi»  geiltleman  I  must  love  nat'nilly ;      [sir. 
Nothing  can  keep  me  off.    I  pray  you  go  on. 
Dor.  I  will,  for  now  you  please  me.  Thi« 

brave  youth, 
This  bud  of  iMars  (for  yet  he  is  no  riper) 
When  once  he  had  drawn  bloiid,  and  fleshM 

his  sword, 
Fitted  his  manly  mettle  to  hi5  spirit^ 
How  he  bestirr'd  hiin  !  what  a  lahe  he  miidey 
And  thro'  their  fiery  bullets  tht-ust  securely. 
The  hardcuM  villains  wodd'filig  at  his  couA* 

den(  e ! 


Lame  as  I  was,  I  folldw'tf,  ahd  adroir*d  too. 
And  stirr*d,  and   laid  About  me  with  ueW 
spirit;  '        [tioh. 

My  mert  too  v'/ith  new  hearts  thrust  into  at> 
And  down  the  rogues  went. 

Cie.  I  am  si  ruck  with  wonder !     [Hector, 
Dor.  Hcmeuiber  but  the  stoi'y  of  stroilg 

7  A  nl  If  our  warm  stupes  reufJ}/.]  fitoops  (for  srt  it  should  be  spelt)  here  Vigriiftes  li^uidt  to 
bathe  ii»»^;r  wounds:  A  stiHipofu'tne  is  mentioned  by  Shakespeare  in  (Jthello,  and  ^ebeliere 
in 'r\vcift:i-\i.;iir.  Tlw.' Lke  expression  ^occurs  in  otiier  old  authors;  and  ill  this  tery  play, 
kct  iii.  where  Dorilrius  yA\'i, 

«  Aij<l  forty  sto(fpi  of  ivlne,  di-ank  at  thy  funeral.' 

* in  fact'  Adonis^ 

While.  Petrr,  ike]   Thoe  lines,  thouuh  spokf*tt  by  a  comic  personrtge,  are  almost  worthy 
to  c:opt'  With  the  fani(nis  pubbage  in  Shakespeare's  llenry  V,  which  breathes  the  very  spirit 


4^f  Tyrutub: 


*  In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 

*  As  in,nlL.st  'stillness  and  hinuility  : 

>  But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ear?, 

*  Tfcu  imitate  the  action  of  the  tyger; 

*  Siijlln  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood, 

*  Disiiuist.'  fair  Naturt?  with  hard-favour'd  rage; 

*  Then  lend  tijc  eye  a  terrihle  aspect; 

*  Let  ir  ;)iy  thro'  the  p6rta«je  of  the  head, 

'  Like  the  brass  cannon :  len  tim  brow  oV-rWhelra  it^ 

*  As  fearfjlly  as  d.uii  a  galled  rock 

*  O'er-hanii  and  juity  his  confounded  base, 

*  Swiird  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 

*  Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  widej 

*  Hold  hard  the  lueath,  and  bend  up  every  «pirj»: 

*  Tu  his  lull  heiiiht !'  .  * 

a  K  a  • 
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When  like  to  lightning  he  bfoke  tliro'  his  1 
vanguard »,  ■ 

How  the  Greeks  frii^htod  ran  away  hy  troops, 
And  trod  down  troops  to  save  their  live?;  so 

this  man 
Dispcrs'd  these  slaves :  Had  they  been  more 

and  mightier, 
He  had  come  olFthe  greater  and  ;**'>re  wonder. 
Cle.  Where  is  the  man,  good  sir,  that  wc 
may  honour  him  ?  [hira. 

Cal.  That  we  may  fall  in  superstition  to 
Dor.  I  know  not  that ;  from  me  he  late 
departed, 
Bnt  not  without  that  pious  care  to  see  safe 
Mc,  and  my  weak  men  lodg'd,  and  dress'd. 
L  nrg*d  him  [him : 

First  hitlier,  that  I  might  more  freely  thank 
He  told  me  he  had  business,crav*d  my  pardon. 
Business  of  much  import. 
Cie.  Know  you  his  name  ? 
Dor,  That  he  denied  me  too ;  a  vow  had 
barr'd  him.  [less. 

Cal.  In  that  he  was  not  noble  to  he  nanie- 
Dor.  Daushtcr,  you  must  remember  him 
when  I  am  dead. 
And  in  a  noble  sort  requite  his  piety  ! 
Twas  his  desire  to  dedicate  this  service 
To  your  fair  thoughts. 
CaL  He  knows  me  then  ? 
Dor,  Inam'dyou,  rknowled^e. 

And  nam*d  you  mine :  I  tliink  tbat^s  all  his 
Cie.  No  name  ?  no  being? 
CaL  Now  I'm  mad  to  know  him  ! 
Saving  mine  honour,  any  thing  I  had  now, 
But  to  enjoy  his  sight,  but  his  bare  picture- 
Make  me  his  saint  f  I  must  needs  ho. .our  him. 


Serv.  I  know  his  name. 

Cai.  There's  thy  reward  for't;  speak  it. 

[Gives  a  purse 4 

Serv.  His  man  told  me;  but  he  desir'd 
my  silence. 

CaL  Oil,   Jasper,   speak !    'tis   thy  good 
master's  cause  too : 
We  all  are  bound  in  gratitude  to  compel  thee. 

iserxK  Lisander?  yes,  V\n  sure  it  wa^vLi-* 

CuL  Jjsander?  'twas  Lisander.      [sander^ 

Cle.  'J'is  Li^andcr.  [question 

Oh,  my  base  thoughts,  my  wicked  !  to  make 
This  art  could  l;c  another  man's !  it  is  Li- 
A  handsomo-timber'd  man  ?  [sauden 

Serv.  Yes. 

Cle.  My  Lisander ! 
Was  this  iViend's  absence  to  be  mourn*d  ? 

CuL  I  grant  it ; 
ril  mount  his  going  now,  and  mourn  it  se- 
riously, [company. 
When  you  weep  for  him,  sir,  I'll  bear  you 
Tliat  so  much  hcmour,  so  much  honesty, 
Should  he  in  one  man,  to  do  things  thus 
bravely !  [service  ? 
Make  mc^  his  saint  ?  to  mo  give  this  brave 
What  msiy  I  do  to  recompense  his  goodness? 
I  cannot  tell. 

Cle.  Come,  sir,  I  know  you're  sickly; 
So  arc  your  men. 

Dor.  I  must  confess  I'm  weak, 
And  fitter  for  a  bed  than  long  discourses  f 

You  shall   hear  tomorrow. — Tomorrow • 

Provide  surgeons  '*. 

Cle.  Lisandcr  ! 

Cal.  What  new  fire  is  this.^    Lisandcr! 

[Exeunt^ 


9  When  like  to  lightning  he  broke  through  his  vanguard.]  I\Ir.  Seward  says,  '  to  hrcAVfrnm 
his  vanguard  is  the  true  image;'  but  sis  J'rom  would  hurt  the  measure,  ti>e  corruption,  savs 
he,  *  is  probably  in  the  reJative  his,  which  should  be  the  or  ihcir,  i.e.  the  Grecian  vanunaid.' 
We  think  it  means  his  own  vanguard,  and  that  through  his  7'unguard  conveys  Hit  same 
image  as  from  i7,  with  more  warmth  of  expression . 

*•  Clea.  You  shall  hear  tomorrow^  tomoiTow  provide  surgeons. 

Dor.    JJsander ]  So  all  former  editions;  hi;t  wt  think  the  speakers  and  the  puncttui-^ 

tion  wrong.  The  first  line,  we  apprehend,  shoiild  come  from  the  old  man,  Dorilaus;  and 
the  pointing  be  as  we  have  placed  it  in  the  text,  whirh  expresses  his  faintness:  He  is  pro- 
ceening  to  speak,  but  is  forced  to  desist,  and  to  call  for  iisbistunce.  The  exclamation,  *  Li-* 
'  Sander ! '  should  then  come  from  Cleander. 


ACT   11. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lisander  and  Lancelot, 

Lis.  "DRITin^E,   good  Lancelot,  remem- 
•^       her  that  [fore 

Thy  master's  life  is  in  thy  trust ;  and  tncre- 
Be  very  careful. 

Lan.  I  will  lose  mine  own, 
Rftthcr  than  hazard  yours. 


Lis.  Take  what  disguise 
You  ill  yourown  discretion  shall  think  fittest^ 
To  keep  yourself  unknown. 

Imh.  1  warrant  you ; 
'Tis  not  the  first  titne  I  have  gone  invisible : 
I  am  as  fine  a  fairy  in  a  bu^^iness 
Concerning  night-work 

Lis.  Leave  your  vanities.  [spare 

I  With  this  pur)»c  (which  deiiverM^  you  ma/ 
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Vour  oratory)  convey  this  letter  to 
Caiista*s  woinan. 

Lan,  *Tis  a  handsome  girl ; 
Mistress  Clarinda. 

Lis,  I  have  made  her  mine* 
You  know  your  work. 

Lan,  And  if  I  sweat  not  in  it^ 
At  my  return  discard  me.  [Exit, 

Lit.  Oh,  Calista! 
The  fairest,  cruellest — - 

Enter  Clarange. 

CJara,  So  early  stirring? 

A  e;ood  day  to  you ! 
Lis,  I  was  viewing,  sir, 

The  site  of  vour  house,  and  th*  handsome- 
ncss  about  itt 

Believe  rac  it  stands  healthfully  and  sweetly. 
Clara,  The  house  and  master  of  it  really 

Are  ever  at  your  service. 
Lis.  I  return  it : 

Now,  if  you  please,  go  forward  in  your  story 

Of  your  dear  friend  and  mistress. 
Cfara.  1  will  tell  it, 

And  tell  ft  short,  because 'tis  breakfast  time, 

And(iove*suterjiousthingtoaquick  stomach) 

Y«iij  eat  not  yesternight. 

/-if.  I  shall  cmlnre,  sir.  fy^^n) 

'  Clara,  Myself  and  (as  1  then  dcliver'd  to 

A  i!entleman  of  noble  hope,  one  Lidian, 

B.>th  brought  up  from  our  infancy  together, 

One   company,  one  friendship »«,   and  one 
exorcise 

Kver  alTectinp,  one  bed  holding  us, 

One  crief  and  one  joy  parted  still  bt-tweeu  us, 

A] ore  than  companions,  twins  in  all  our  ac- 
tions, [still : 

Wc  grew  up  till  we  were  men, held  one  heftrt 

Time  cali'd  us  on  to  arms,  we  were  one  sol- 
dier, 

Alike  we  50ui;htour  dangers  and  our  honours, 

Crloried  alike  one  in  another's  nobleness: 

When  arms  had  made  us  fit,  we  were  one 
lover, 

Wc  lov'd  one  woman,  lovM  without  division, 

And  woo'd  a  Ioulc  time  with  one  fair  affection; 

An<l  she,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 

At  length,  considering  what  our  Jove  must 
grow  to. 

And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted; 

Rivals  and  honours  make  men  st^ind  at  di- 
stance. 

We  thtn  wooM  with  advantage,  but  were 
friends  still. 

Saluted  fairly,  kept  the  peace  of  love; 

We  conid  nor  both  enjoy  the  lady's  favour. 

Without  some  scandal  to  hcj-  reputation  ; 

We  put  it  to  her  choice;  this  was  her  sen- 
tence, 

■•  One  comptmi/,  one  friendship ^  &c.]  Tn  this  description  of  the  friendship  of  Clarange  and 
Lidiun.  onr  Antiuir  seems  to  have  intended  an  imitation  of  the  excellent  account  of  female 
friendship  in  .'ilrikespearu's  Midsumnier-Aight's  Dream;  to  which  this,  however,  cannot  be 
entitled  to  a  cuinparisoFi.  A  much  better,  on  tliQ  same  subject,  will  be  seen  in  The  Twq 
Noble  Kinsmen,  act  i.  frccne  5.        H» 


*  To  part  both  from  her,  and  the  last  retura- 

mg 

*  Should  be  her  lord ; '  we  obey'd;  and  now 

you  know  it^  [witli*t) 

And,  for  my  part,  (so  tnily  I  am  touch'd 
I  will  go  far  enough,  and  be  the  last  too. 
Or  ne'er  return. 

Lis,  A  sentence  of  much  cruelty,  [on  me^ 
But  mild,  compared  with  what's  pronounced 
Our  loving  youth  is  born  to  many  miseries. 
What  is  that  Lidian,  pray  you? 

Clara,  Calista*s  brotlicr, 
If  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair  l^ly. 

Lis.  I've  seen  her,  sir. 

Clara.  Then  you  have  seen  a  wonder. 

Lis,  I  do  confess.     Of  what  years  is  thif 
Lidian?  - 

Clara.  About  my  years ;  there  is  not  much 
between  us. 

Lis.  1  long  to  knotv  him. 

Clara,  Tis  a  virtuous  longing : 
As  many  hopes  hang  on  his  noble  head, 
As  blossoms  on  a  bough  in  May,  and  sweet- 
ones. 

Lis.  You're  a  fair  story  of  your  friend. 

Clara.  Of  truth,  sir. 
Now,  what's  the  matter? 

Enter  a  Sertoant^ 

Scrv.  Tiicn  *s  a  gentleman  [buisncsf* 

At  door  woidd  speak  with  you  on  private 
Clara.   H'ith  mo?  [him* 

Serv,  lie  says  so,  and  brings  haste  about 
Clara.  NVait  on  him  in,       [Kcit  Servant. 
Lis.  I  will  retire  the  while,  to  the  next 
room.  [Exit* 

Clara,  We  shall  not  long  disturb  you. 

Enter  Alcidon, 

Ale.  Save  yon,  sir  ! 

Clara,  The  like  to  you,  fair  sir!  'Pray  yo« 
come  near.  [not: 

Ale.  'Pray  you  instruct  me,  for  I  know  you 
W'it!»  monsieur  Clarange  I  would  lipeak. 

Clara.  I'm  he, sir: 
You  are  nobly  welcome.  I  wait  your  business. 

Ale,  This  will  inform  you. 

[Gires  him  a  letter,  which  he  rends. 

Clara,  Will  you  please  to  sit  <iovvn?  [him 
He  sliall  command  me,  sir;  J*ll  wait  upon 
Within  this  hour. 

Ale.  You  are  a  noble  gentleman,  [of  us, 
WilTt  please  you  bring  a  friei'd  ?  we  arstwe 
And  pity  either,  sir,  should  be  unfnrnish'd. 

Clara.  I  have  none  n(iw ;   and  the  time's 
set  so  short, 
'Twill  not  be  possible. 

Ale.  Do  lue  ihe  honour: 
I  know  you  are  so  full  of  brave  acquaintance^ 
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And  trorthy  friends,  you   cannot  want  a 

partner ; 
T  would  be  loath  to  stand  stiil,  sir.   Besides, 
You  know  the  custom  imd  iho  vantage  of  it, 
If  you  come  in  ulone. 

t/ara.  And  I  must  meet  it.  fct^ual: 

Ale,  Send ;  we'll  defer  an  hour,  let  us  be 

Games  won  and  lost  on  equal  terhis  shew 

fairest.  [ther, 

Clara.  Tis  to  no  purpoife  to  send  any  whi- 

Unlcss  men  be  at  home  by  revelation. 

So  please  you  breath  a  while,  when  I  have 

done  with  him  [man. 

You  may  be  exercisM  too :   I'll  trouble  no 

EnUr  LUander. 

Lis.  They're  very  loud.    Now,  What's  the 

Clara.  I  must  leave  you,  fncWs? 

Leave  you  a  while ;  two  hours  hence  I'll  re- 
turn, friend. 

Lif.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Clara,  A  little  business. 

Lis,  A  n't  be  but  a  little,  you  may  take  me 
with  vou. 

Clara,  ^TwiW  be  a  trouble  to  yoU» 

Lis.  No,  indoed; 
To  do  you  setvire  I  account  a  pleasure* 

Clara.  I  must  alone. 

Lis.  Why? 

CUara.  'Tis  necessity. 
Before  you  pass  the  walks,  and  back  agam, 
"Iwill  be  with  you. 

Li$.  If  *t  be  not  unmannerly 
To  press  you,  I  u  uuld  i^o^ 

Clara,  I'll  tell  you  true,  sir; 
This  gentlemnn  and  I,  upou  appointment^ 
Are  going  to  vibit  a  lady. 

Us.  I'm  no  Cnpuchiu  \ 
Why  should  not  I  go  ? 

Ale.  Take  the  gentleman  ; 
Come,  he  may  sc'C  the  gtnllewomat)  too, 
And    be  must  v\elcome;  I  do  beseech  you 
take  him.  [woman. 

Lis.  Hy  any  means ;  I  love  to  see  agenile- 
A  pretty  wench  too. 

Clara.  Well,  sir,  we  will  meet  you, 
And  at  the  place.     My  service  to  Uie  lady. 

Ale.  I  ki.ss  your  hnnd.  [Exit, 

Clara.  'Prithee  read  o'er  her  Icttei*. 

L'li.  \r€udiv^.^  *  Monsieur,  [tence 

*  I  know  ^rou  have  consider'd  '*  the  dark  sen- 

*  Olinila  f^ave  us;  and  that,  however  she  dis- 

guis'd  it, 
■  It  pointrd  more  at  QWv  swords'  edges  than 

*  Our  l^oiiics'   bunibhuicnis :   The  last  must 

ciijo^  her  I  ["^J^i 

'  If  we  retire,  our  youths  arc  lost  in  wander- 

*  Jn  enmlation  we  sliail  grow  old  men 

*  And  feeble,  (which  is  the  scorn  of  love, 

and  rust  of  honour,) 


'  And  so  return  more  fit  to  wed  our  sepulchres, 
'  Than  the  saint  we  aim  at ;  let  us  therefor^ 
make 

*  Our  journey  short  and  our  hearts  ready,  and^ 
'  With  our  swords  in  our  bauds,  put  it  to 

fortune  [ing. 

*  Which  shall  be  worthy  to  receive  that  bless- 
'  I'll  stay  you  on  the  mountain,  our  old  hunt^ 

ing-place.  [me : 

*■  This  gentleman  alone  runs  the  hazard  with 
'  And  so  I  kiss  your  hand. 

*  Your  servant,  Lidian.' 

Is  this  your  wench  ?   You'll  find  her  a  sharp 
mistress.  [Lidiau 

What  have  I  thrust  myself  into?  ts  this  that 
You  told  nie  of? 

Clara.  The  same. 

Lis.  My  lady's  brother  I 
No  cause  to  heave  my  sword  against  but  his? 
To  save  the  fatlier  yesterday,  and  this  morn- 
ing [teous; 
To  help  to  kill  the  son  ?  This  is  most  conr- 
The  only  way  to  make  the  daughtcV  dote  on 
me'!  [off? 

Clara.  Why  do  you  muse?  would  you  go 

Lis.  No,  no ; 
I  must  on  now.— This  will  be  kindly  taken; 
No  life  to  sacrifice,  but  pari  of  hers  ?— 
l)o  you  fight  straight? 

Clara.  Yes,  presently. 

Lit.  Tomoi'rovv,  then, 
Tlie  baleful  tidings  of  this  day  will  break  out. 
And  this  night's  sun  will  set  in  blood,      rin 

troubled ! 
tf  I  am  kill'd,  I'm  happV. 

Clara.  Will  you  go,  friend? 

'Us.  I'm  ready,  sir.   Fortune,  th*  hast  mado 
mc  monslious !  [Exeunt: 

Enter  Malfort  and  Clarinda. 

Malf.  Your  cousin,  and  my  true  friend^ 
hiaty  Leon, 
Shall  know  how  you  use  me. 

Clari.  Be  more  tempt  rate. 
Or  I  will  never  use,  nof  kuow  you  mofc 
I*  th'  way  6f  a  servant :  All  the  house  takes 

notice 
Of  your  ridiculous  foppery  ;  I've  no  soone'f 
Pcrfoiin'd  my  duties  in  my  lady's  chamber, 
And  S'le  scarce  down  the  stairs,  but  you  apx 

pear 
Like  my  evil  spirit  to  me. 

Ma/f,  Can  the  fish  live 
Out  of  the  water,  or  the  salamander 
Out  of  t!je  lire?  or  I  live  warm,  but  in 
The  frying-pan  of  your  favour? 

Clari.  'Fray  you  forget 
Your  ciirious  coui|jarisons,  borrowed  frofti 
The  pond  and  kitchen,  and  remember  what 
My  lady's  pleasure  is  for  th*  entertainment 
Ot  her  noble  father. 


"  I  know  you  have  consider*df  &c.]  This  letter  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  prose ;  but 
ire  think  it  was  intended  for  metre,  and  is  as  smooth  verse  as  many  other  passuj^ei  olf  ou^ 
Authorf4 
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Meff.  I  would  leam  the  art 
Of  memory  in  your  Cal>le-book. 

Ciari.  Very  good,  sir  ! 
No  more  but  up  and  ride  ?  T  apprehend 
Your  meaning;  soft  iire  makes  sweet  malt, 
-       sir:  ni 
Answer  you  in  a  proverb. 

Ma/f,  But  one  kiss  from 
Thy  honey  lip ! 

CiarL  You  fi«;ht  too  hie:h ;  my  hand  is 
A  fair  ascent  from  my  foot,     llis  blav'ring 

kisses 
Spoil  me  more  gloves — Enough  for  once ; 

you'll  surfeit 
With  too  much  grtice. 

JMalf.  Have  yon  no  employment  for  me? 

Ciari.  Yes,  yes;  go  send  for  Leon,  and 
convey  him 
Into  the  private  arbour;  from  his  mouth 
1  liear  your  praises  with  more  faith. 

JMalf.  I'm  gone. 
Yet  one  thing  ore  1  po ;  there's  at  the  door 
The  rarest  fortune-toiler — he  hath  told  me 
l*he  strangest  things !   he  knows  you  arc  my 

mistress, 
And  under  seal  delivered  how  many  children 
I  shall  iHJget  on  you ;  'pray  you  give  him  hear- 
Hc*il  make  it  ^ood  to  you.  [ing^ 

Clari,  A  cunning  man 
Of  your  own  making !  howsoever,  Y\\  hear  him 
At  your  entreaty. 

MaiJ'.  Now  I  perceive  you  love  mc,  [ber 
At  ray  entreaty ! — Come  in,  friend :  Remem- 

£nter  Lancelot  like  a  fortune-teUer,  with  a 
purse,  and  two  letters  in  it. 

To  speak  as  1  directed. — He  knows  his  lesson^ 
And  the  right  way  to  ulease  her  j  This  it  is 
I'o  have  a  liend-picce  !  [Ejit. 

Ciari.  Tis  said  you  can  tell 
Fortunes  to  come. 

Lan.  Yes,  mit>tress,  and  what's  past: 


Un-glovc  your  hand.    By  this  straight  line,  I 
You  have  lain  crooked.  [see 

Clari.  Wow  \   lain  crooked? 

Lan.  Yes; 
And  in  thnt  posture  play'd  at  the  old  gnrre, 
(Nobody  hears  me,  and  I'll  be  no  blab) 
And  at  ic  lost  your  maidenhead. 

Clari.  A  shrewd  fellow  ! 
Tis  truth,  but  not  to  be  confessed. — In  thii 
Your  palniestry  deceives  you.     $ometliin» 
else,  sir.  [and 

Imu,  YouVo  a  great  ivoman  with  your  lady. 
Acquainted  with  her  counsels. 

Clari.  Still  more  strarj'je ! 

Lan.  There  is  a  noble  knight,  Lisandcfj 
loves  her, 
Whom  she  reganls  not ;  and  the  destinies, 
With  whom  1  am  famdiar,  hare  delivered 
That  by  your  means  alone  he  must  enjoy  her. 
Your  hand  again  !  Yes,  yes,  you  have  already 
Promis'd  him  your  assistance,  and,  what's 
#        more, 

Tasted  his  bounty;   for  which,  from  the  sky 
There  are  two  hundred  crowns  dropp'd  in  i^ 

pur:>e ; 
Look  back,  you'll  find  it  true.  Nay,  open  it; 
'^I'is  good  gold,  1  assure  you. 

Clari.  How!  two  letters.^ 
The  first  indors'd  to  uie?  this  to  my  lady.— ^ 
Subscribed  Lisander  's. 

Lan,  And  the  fortune-teller 
His  sei*vant  Ltmcelot. 

Clari.  How  had  I  lost  ixiy  eyes,  [lost 

That  I  could  not  know  thee !  Not  a  word  o'th^ 
Of  my  virginity ! 

iMn,  Nor  who  I  am. 

Clari.  V\\  Use  all  speedy  means  for  your 

dispatch  [it 

With  a  welcome  answer ;  but  till  you  receive 

Continue  thus  disguis'd.     Monsieur  Malfort 

(You  kn'/>w  the  way  to  humour  him)  shaiX 

provide 


»5  Clari.  Hoa\  two  letters  ? 

The  first  enduriid  tomef  this  to  my  lady  9 
Subscribed  Lisander, 
probably  the  Author  wrote  thus: 

. •  2a  o  letters  Y 

The  first  endorsed  tome? Subscribed  Lisander. 


This  to  my  lady'^]  I  have  made  a  dash  after  *  The  first  endors'd  to  me,'  to  give 
time  for  the  opening  or  reading  of  her  own  letter;  otherwise  Iiow  could  she  know  it  wa? 
from  Lisander,  before  she  had  either  broke  the  seal  or  perused  its  contents?  And  it  seems 
a^  odd  as  can  be,  for  Lisander  to  set  his  name  on  the  outside  of  Caifibta's  billet,  since  tlie 
subscribing  it  at  the  bottom  was  all  that  was  requisite.         Sympson, 

The  old  reading  is  right,  and  as  it  stands,  ending  *  subscnb'd  Lisander,'  more  naturally 
introduces  Lancelot's  answer;  *And  the  fortune-teller  his  servant  Lancelot.*  Clarinda 
certainly  could  not  *  know  the  letter  was  from  Lisander,    before  she  had  either  broke  the 

*  seal, or  perused  its  contents;  *  nor  was  it  necessary,  to  establish  the  old  reading,  for*  Lisan- 

*  der  to  set  his  name  on  the  outside  of  Calista's  billet.*      Clarinda  receives  two  letters^  and 
afcer  looking  at  the  direction  of  each,  her  own  first,  cries, 

*  The  first  endors'd  Ux  me?  this  to  niy  lady. ' 
She  then  breaks  open  that  addressed  to  herself,  and  finds  it,  as  she  declares  aloud, 

'  Subscrib'd  Lisander.' 
Air  this  is  very  natural,  and  requires  nothing  more  than  a  necessary  ntteption  to  the  theatri- 
cal action  of  the  performer^  to  be  easily  understood. 
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^  lodjiins  for  you,  nnd  cood  etitertnimncui ; 
Nay,  since  we  trade  l>otli  one  way,  tliou  slmlt 
Some  feelii)|i  witli  lue:  take  thut.  [have 

Lun.  iiountit'ul  weiicti, 
Maybt  thuu  ne'er  want  nnploymeiit ! 

Ciari,  Nur  such  pay,  boy!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lidian  arid  Alcidon  at  one  dmtr,  LUun- 
dtr  and  Clarun^e  at  amHh^r, 

Lid,  You're  welcome. 

Ale.  Let  us  do  our  oifice  first,  ^  [ground 
And  then  ipuke  choice  of  a  new  piece  of 
To  try  ot»r  fortunes. 

Lis.  AlTs  fair  here. 

Ale.  And  here : 
Their  sivoids  are  equal. 

Lis.  If  there  be  any  odds 
Jn  mine,  we  will  exchun{j;c. 

Ak.  We'll  talk  of  that 
When  we  are  further  of.     Farewell! 

Lis.  Tareweii,  friend ! 

[Exeunt  Us.  and  Ale. 
■   Lid,  Come,  let  us  not  be  idle ! 

Clara.  I  will  fn:d  you 
Eniploynient,  fc;ir  not. 

Lid.^  You  know,  sir,  the  cause 
That  brings  us  hither. 

Clara.  There  needs  no  more  discourting ; 
Ko  time  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Lid.  Let  our  swordi  ar;;ue;  and  1  wibh, 
Clarange, 
The  proud  Olinda  saw  us. 

Clara.  'Would  she  did  ! 
Whatever  estimation  she  holds  of  mc, 
She  should  behold  me  like  a  man  fi«^ht  for  her. 

Lid.  Tis  nobly  siiid.    bet  on.     Love  and 
ray  fort u ne !  [2 'Itcj/fglit. 

Clara.  The  same  for  me  !    Come  home, 
brave  Lidian! 
Twas  manly  tlirust :  This  token  to  the  lady  ! 
You  have  it,  sir;  deliver  it.     Take  breath; 
I  see  you  bleed  apace ;  you  shall  have  fair 
play. 

Enter  Lisandcr, 

Lis.  Yon  must  lie  there  a  while ;  I  cannot 

help  you  **. 
Lid.  Nay,  then  my  fortune's  gone;  I  know 

1  must  die : 


Yet  dearly  will  I  sell  my  love.  Come  on  both. 
And  use  your  fortunes;  I  eipectno  favour j 
Weak  as  J  am.  my  confidence  shall  meetyou  ! 
CliLva.  Yield  up  your  cause,  and  live. 
Lid.  What,  dost  thou  hold  me 
A  recreant,  that  prefers  life  before  credit? 
'J'ho'  I  bleed  hard,  my  Irniour  finds  no  issue; 
That's  constant  to  my  heart. 
Clara.  Have  at  your  life  then  ! 
Li$.  Hold,  i\x  Ti^urn,  and  bend  my  sword 

against  you ;  [gentleuian. 

My  cause,  Claranp.e,  too.    View  this  brave 
That  >et  may  live  to  kill  you ;  he  stands  no- 
And  has  as  j:re<vt  a  pronusu  of  the  dixy      [blyji 
Aj*  you  can  tie  unto  yourself;  as  ready  '*; 
Llis  sword  as  sharp:    V^iew  him  with  that 

remenibiance 
That  you  delivir'd  him  to  me,  Claraupc, 
And  with  those  eyes;  that  clearness  will  be-* 

come  you : 
View  him,  as  you  reported  him;  survey  him; 
Fix  on  voip-  fiicndship,  sir.     I  know  you'r^ 

noblp,^ 
And  step  but  inward  to  your  old  affection, 
F.xamine  bat  that  soul  grew  to  your  bosom. 
And  try  then  if  your  sword  will  bite;  it  caiH 

not,  [ed. 

The  cd<;e  wjll  turn  again,  asham'd  and  blunt- 
Lidian,  y(m  are  the  pattern  of  fair  friendship^ 
J  sampled  for  your  love,  and  imitated ; 
The  temple  of  true  hearts,  stor'd  with  affoc- 

tions, 
For  sweetness  of  your  spirit  made  a  saint : 
Can  you  decline  this  uobioness.to  ani;cr? 
'i'o  mortal  anger?  'gaiuft  die  mi\n  you  love 

most?  [tore.? 

Have  you  the  name  of  virtuous,  not  tiie  iia- 
Lid.  1  will  sit  down. 
Clara.  And  Til  sit  by  you,  Lidian. 
Lis.  And  I'll  j;o  on.  Can  lieav'n  be  pleas'd 

with  these  thint;s?  [jzelher^ 

To  see  two  hearts  that  have  been  twin'd  to- 
AJarn*  d  in  friendsliip,  to  the  world  two  \\Ki\\- 

dcrb»**,  [healtb. 

Of  one  j:rowth,   of  one   nourishment,   one 
J'hu^  ihoria  In  (iivorc'd  fortme  weak  woman? 
Can  iAtw.  Us.'  pleasM  ?  Love  is  a  j^enile  spirit; 
The  wind  tiiat  blows  the  April  tiowers  not 

soU<.r; 


"«  You  must  lie  there,  &c.]  These  words  aie  addressed  to  Alcidon  uiihoutj  whom  Lisander 
has  overcome. 

»5  lie's  readi/.]  From  the  context,  there  is  reason  to  suppose  we  should  read,  '  as  ready  : ' 

« lie  stands  nobly, 

*  ^Vnd  has  as  great  a  promise  of  the  i\ay 

*  As  you  can  tit  unto  yourself;  as  ready ; 

*  His  sword  as  sliarp;* 

Besides,  *  he's  ready '  is  very  flat,  and  in  this  place  scarce  sense. 

»•- that  have  been  twin'd  together , 

Married  in  friendship  to  the  icorid,  to  wonder.]  The  Editors  of  1750  propose  reading, 

* ; ~  that  have  been  ticiund  together, 

*  Married  in  friendship,  to  tlie  world  a  wonder.' 
*  Have  been  twind*  is  clearly  the  true  reading;  tlie  whole,  we  appFehcnd,  should  nwi  thus; 

<  Tu  see  two  hearts,  tliat  have  been  ttriud  totrether, 

<  ilarried  iii  fticudsUip,  to  the  world  two  uohdeit^  ike. 
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8he*8  drawn  with  doves  to  sliew  Iter  peace- 

fulness; 
I JODS  and  bloody  pards  are  Mars*s  servants. 
Would  YOU  serve  Love?  do  it  with  humble- 

ness,  [murmurs; 

Without  a  noise,  with  still  prayers,  and  soft 
Upon  her  altars  oflfcr  your  obedience. 
And  not  your  brawls;  she's  won  with  tears, 

not  terrors : 
That  fire  you  kindle  to  Jier  deity. 
Is  only  grateful  when  it's  blown  with  sighs*. 
And  holy  incense  flung  with  white-hand  in- 
nocence ;  [tious : 
You  wound  her  now;  you  are  too  supersti- 
Ko  sacrifice  of  blood  or  death  she  longs  for. 
Lid.  Came  he  from  Heav'n  ? 
.  Ciura,  He  tells  us  truth,  good  Lidian. 
Lit.  That  part  of  uoble  love  which  is  most 

sweet. 
And  gives  eternal  being  to  fair  beauty. 
Honour,  ye  hack  a-pieres  with  your  swords ; 
And  that  ye  tigiit  to  cniwn  ye  kill,  fair  credit ! 
Clara.    I'luis  we  embrace;  no  more  fight, 

but  all  friendship!  [fits. 

And  where  Love  pleases  to  bestow  his  bene- 
Let  us  not  argue. 

Lid,  N  ay,  brave  sir,  come  in  too. 
You  may  love  also,  and  may  hope ;  if  you  do, 
And  not  rewarded  fo/t,  there  is  no  justice. 
Farewell,  friend !  here  let's  part  upon  our 

pilgrimage : 
It  must  be  so,  Cupid  draws  on  our  sorrows, 

And  where  the  lot  lights 

Clara.  I  shall  count  it  happiness. 
Farewell,  dear  frien'cl ! 

JJs.  First,  let's  relieve  the  gentleman  [oflT, 
That  lies  hurt  in  your  cau!>e,  and  bring  niro 
And  take  some  care  for  your  hurts ;  then  I'll 

part  too, 
A  third  unfortunate,  and  willing  wanderer. 

[Eteunt. 

Enter  OHnda  and  Calitta, 

OUn,  My  fears  foresaw  'twould  come  to 
Cut.  1  would  [tliis. 

Your  sentence  had  been  milder. 
OUn.  Tia  past  help  now. 
Col.  I  share  in  your  despair^  and  yet  my 
hopes  [means 

Have  not  quite  left  me,  since  all  possible 
Are  practis'd  tj  prevent  tiie  mischief  follow- 
ing [way; 
Their  mortal  meeting :  My  lord's  coasted  one 
My  father,  tho'  his  hurts  forbad  his  travel^ 
Ilatli  took  anotiier;  my  brother-iu-law  iie- 
roDte, 


A  tliird;  and  evVy  minute  we  must  look  for 
The  certain  knowledge,  which  we  must  en- 
dure 
With  that  calm  patience  Heaven  shall  pleaM 
to  lend  us. 

Enter  Dorilaus  and  Oleander,  ieverally. 

Dor.  Dead  both? 

Cle.  Such  is  the  rumour,  and  'tis  gcDcroK 

Olin.  I  hear  my  passing-bell. 

Cat.  I'm  in  a  fever. 

Cle,  They  say,  their  seconds  too ;  but  what 

they  are  [taiu. 

Is  not  known  yet;  some  worthy  fellows  cci^ 

Dor.  Where  had  you  knowledge? 

Cle,  Of  the  country  people; 
Tis  spoken  every  where. 

Dor,  I  tieard  it  too  *7  ; 
And  'tis  so  common,  I  do  half  believe  it. 
You've  lost  a  brother,  wench ;  he  lov'd  yon 
well,  [service; 

And  might  have  liv'd  t*  have  done  hiti  country 
But  he  is  gone.  1  hou  fell'st  untimely,  lidian^ 
But  by  a  valiant  hand,  that's  some  smaU 

comfort. 
And  took'st  him  with  thee  too;  thou  lov'dst 
brave  company.  [vant. 

Weeping  will  do  no  good :  You  lost  a  ser- 
He  might  have  liv'd  t*  liave  been  your  master. 
But  you  fear'd  that.  [lady ; 

OUn.  Good  sir,  be  tender  to  me  ;  [it  *'. 
The  news  is  bad  enough,  you  need  not  preflt 
I  lov'd  him  well,  I  lov'd  'em  both. 

Dor.  It  seems  so. 
How  many  more  have  you  to  love  so,  lady? 
They  were  both  fools  to   fight  for  such  a 

fiddle'*! 
Certain  tliere  was  a  dearth  of  noble  anger* 
When  a  slight  woman  was  thought  worth  m 
quarrel. 

Oltn.  'I'ray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor.  r\\  tell  thee  what  I  tliink ;  the  plague, 
war,  famine. 
Nay,  put  m  dice  and  drunkenness,  (and  those 
You'll  graut  are  pretty  lielps)  kill  not  so  many 
(I  nuaii  S4j  many  noble;  a?  yuur  loi'cs  do, 
Rather  \our  lewdness.    1  crave  your  mercy, 

woiiien ! 
Be  not  o&iidcd,  if  I  ai»f  er  ye:  f  merry, 

I'm  iure  yeVe  touch'd  me  deep.  I  canu*  to  Ite 
And  ^itU  my  children;  but  to  see  one  ruin'd 

Enter  Jkroute  and  Alcidon  ;  ClarindafoU 

By  this  fell  accident Are  they  all  dc-ad? 

It  UA^y  be,  speak. 


•  When  it  blows  with  light.]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  first  folio,  which  Symp%oo  follows. 
Our  K'ction  is  from  the  second  folio. 

**  7  heard  it  so  too.}  &*  is  clearly  an  interpolation,  and  gained  place  lierc  from  its  occurring 
ID  tile  next  line. 

«7 y^tu  need  not  press  it.]  i.  e.  make  it  worse.         Sywrpton. 

'*  Theff  verebothfoolt  to  fniht  fur  tueh  a  fiddle.]  Coiisidcnng  the  whimsiral  terms  that 
Oliiida  had  imposed  on  her  Wo  lowers,  it  is  not  improlmbie  that  Uie  Autoors  wrou, 

*  Inev  were  botli  fools  to  fight  fur  sucu  a  --''''-  * 

Vol.  n.  «L 
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[Act  9.  Scene  1. 


Cfe,  WImtnews? 
Ber.  What  dead?  Ye  pose  me; 
I  understaiif^you  not. 

C/f.  My  brother  Lidian, 
plarar);^^,  and  their  seconds. 

Bcr.  Here  is  one  of  *cm; 
And  sure  tfiis  gentleman's  alive. 

Aic.  1  hope  so ; 
§o  is  your  son,  si^ ;  so  is  brave  Claran^e : 
They  fouslit  indeed,  and  tliey  were  hurt  suf- 
tlcicntlv;  [niQur; 

We  were  all  hart ;  that  bred  the  general  ru- 
^ut  friends  again  all,  and  like  friends  we 
parted. 

C/c.  Heard  you  qf  Lisnnder? 

Bfr.  Yes,  and  missM  liiin  narrowly ; 
He  was  one  o*  tli*  combatants,  fought  with 

this  gentleman, 
Second  nL'ainst  vour  brother;  by  his  wisdom 
(For  certainly  good  fortune  follows  him) 
All  was  made  peace.   I'll  tell  you  thp  rest  at 
iporwe  are  hungry,  [dinner, 

jily,  I,  before  I  eat,  [dam, 

Must  pay  a  vow  I'm  sworn  to.  My  life,  ma- 
Was  at  Lisaudcr's  mercy,  I  live  by  it ; 
And,  for  the  noble  favour,  he  de^ir'd  me 
Xo  ki.ts  your  fair  hand  for  him,  offering 
This  second  service  as  a  sacrifice 
At  the  altar  of  your  virtues. 
■    Dor,  Come,  joy  op  all  sides  I 
Heav'n  will  not  suQ'cr  honest  men  to  perish. 

CU.  Iki  proud  of  such  a  friend. 

Dor.  For<;iye  me,  madam ; 
It  was  a  grief  might  buye  concerned  you  npar 
too.  '  [der.^ 

Cle.  No  work  of  exccllencp  but  still  Lisan- 
Go  thy  ways,  worthy  ! 

Oliri.  We'll  be  merry  too. 
Were  I  to  speak  again,  I  wQuld  be  wi.^er. 

'  [fLfeunt. 

Munent  CoHsta  avd  C/arinda. 

CaK  loo  much  ot*  this  rare  cordial  tD&V^^ 
me  sick ; 
JIove\er,  1  olcyyon. 

Ciuri.  Now  or  never 
Is  an  o|'t  iim*'  to  move  her.     Madam  \ 

Cat    VVlio's  that?  . 

CV/.ri.  ^our  servant:  I  ^puhl  speak  with 
your  i:idvship.  . 

Lul.  M  iiy  dobt  then  look  about? 

Cluri.  IVe  private  business 
Tbacnoiif  niusthearbpt  }pu.  Lisander-r — 

L\ii.  W  hcit^? 

L'utii.  Nny*,  he's  not  here,  but  wduld  en- 

irt  ;tt;  iliis  luvour;  [^i^cn, 

S<)i)  e  t'f  your  bah  am  fropn  your  own  hand 


For  hcN  much  hurt,  and  that  he  tliinks  would 
cure  l)im. 

CaL  He  shall  have  nil  roy  pray'rs  too. 

Clari,  But  conceive  me, 
It  must  be  frou>  yourself  immediately: 
Pity  so  brave  a  gentleman  should  peris>h ! 
He's  superstitious,  and  he  holds  your  hand 
Of  infinite  powf^r.     I  would  not  urge  tliiji, 

madam. 
But  only  in  a  man's  extremes,  to  h^p  him. 

CaL  Let  him  come. 
Good  wench !  'tis  that  1  wish ;  I'm  happy  in't ; 
My  husband  his  true  friend,  njy  noble  f  ather^i 
The  fair  Olinda,  all  desire  to  see  him; 
He  sliall  have  maqv  hands. 

Clari.  i'hat  he  desires  not,  [ries ; 

Nor  eyes,  but  yours,  to  look  upon  bis  mis&p 
For  then  he  thinks  'twould  be  no  perfect 

cure,  madam ; 
He  would  come  private. 

Cal.  How  can  that  be  here?  [him, 

I  shall  do  wrong  unto  v^\  those  that  honour 
Besides  my  credit. 

Clari.  Dare  you  not  trust  a  hurt  man  ? 
Not  strain  a  courtesy  to  su^ve  a  tientlcman? 
To  save  his  life,  that  lias  sav'd  all  your  family  J 
A  man  that  comes,  like  a  poor  mortified  pil- 

Rrim, 
Only  to  beg  a  blessing,  and  depart  again  ? 
He  would  but  see  you;  that  he  thinks  wouIc| 

cure  him : 
But  since  you  find  fit  reasons  to  the  contrary. 
And  that  it  cannot  stand  with  vour  clear  ho- 

nour, 
(Tho'  you  best  know  how  well  he  has  dor 
serv'd  of  you)  [it^ 

I'll  send  him  word  back  (tho*  I  grieve  to  dq 
Grieve  at  my  soul,  for  certainly  'twill  kill  him)^ 
What  your  will  is. 

C<ilL  Stay !  I  will  think  upon*t. 
Where  is  ho,  wench? 

CUii'i.  If  you  desire  to  sr e  him. 
Let  not  that  trouble  you,  he  shall  be  with  you, 
Apd  in  that  time  that  no  ma^  shall  suspect 

you : 
Yqur  honour,  madam,  is  in  your  own  fret 

keeping; 
Your  care  in  me,  in  him  all  honesty ; 
If  you  desire  biui  not,  Itt  him  pas<«  by  you. 
And  ail  this  business  reckon  but  a  dream  ! 

Cal.  Go  in,  and  (counsel  me;  I  would  fain 
see  him, 
And  \villingly  comfort  him, 

Clari.  ^I  is  in  your  power ;  py. 

And,  if  you  dure  trust  m'c,  you  shall  do't  safiM 

Head  that,  \givin§  a  letter.^  aiid  let  that  tcU 

you  how  he  honours' you.         \^S^xatnt, 


Act  3.  Scene  i.] 
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ACT  IIL 


SCENE  r. 

tlnter  Clarinda  and  Leow, 

ijeon,  npf IIS  happy  hii^ht [Kistei  her. 

^    Clari.  Preserve  this  cAgerness 
TTill  we  raeet  nearer ;  there  is  Siiniething  doile 
Win  give  us  opportunity. 

Leon.  Witty  girl !  the  plot? 
.    Cluri.  You  shall  hear  that  at  leisure. 
The  whole  house  reels  with  joy  at  the  report 
Of  Lidiun's  sufctr,  and  thrttjoy  encrcas'd 
From  tlicir  atfection  to  the  brdve  Lisander^ 
In  beinj;  made  the  happy  instrument  to  cdra- 
Tlie  liloody  dilFtTCMce.  [pound 

Leon.  They'll  hear  shortly  that 
Will  turn  tlioir  niirth  to  mourning:  He  >Va8 
then  [since, 

The  principal  means  to  §r.  ,fe  two  livfcs  ;  but. 
There  are  two  fairn,  and  by  his  single  hand, 
Tor  which  hib  lile  must  answer,  if  the'  king, 
Wlio:*eariIi  is  long,  can  reacli  hini. 

Clari.  We  have  now 
'  fl**  spare  time  to  hear  stories :  Take  tliis  key ; 
T'will  make  your  passage  to  the  bartqneting- 
In  the  garden  free.  [house 

Ijtoii.  You  will  not  fail  to  cdme  ? 

CtarL  For  mine  own  sake,  ne*er  dduht  it. 
Now  for  Li^ander !  [Exit  Leon. 

Enter  Dorilaus,   Cleandcr,  and  tervantt 
with  lights. 

Dor.  Td  bed,  to  bed  !  'tis  very  late. 
.  Cle.  to  bed  all! 
t\'r  drank  a  health  too  much. 

Dor.  You'll  sleep  the  better; 
My  usual  physic  that  way. 
Cle.  Where's  your  mistress? 
Clari.  She  is  above,  but  very  ill  and  aj^oish ; 
Tlie  late  fright  of  her  brother  hadnmch  trou- 
bled ben 
bbe  would  entreat  to  lie  alone; 
Cle.  Her  pleasure. 

Dor.  Commend  my  love  to  hei",'  and  my 
prayVs  for  her  liealtli : 
111  sec  her  ere  I  go. 

[Exeunt  amttei  prttter  Clari, 
Cluri,  All  good  rest  to  ye  ! 
Wow  to  my  watch  for  Lisander !  when  he's 

furnisb'd, 
Fur  mine  own  friend  !  Since  I  stand  centincl, 
I  love  to  laugh  i'th*  evenings  too;  and  may. 
The  privilege  of  my  place  w  ill  warrant  it. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Lisander  and  Lancelot, 

tdi.  You've  done  well  hitherto.    Where 
are  we  now  ? 


Lah.  Not  far  from  the  hdttse,  I  heat  by 
'  ih*  owls;  there  are 
Many  of  your  Welch  falconers  about  it; 
Here  were  a  night  to  chuse  to  run  away  witb 
Another  man's  wife,  and  do  the  feat ! 

Ia$.  Peace,  knave ;  [hear  us. 

The  house  is  here  l>efore  us^  and  some  may 
The  candles  are  all  out.   .. 

Lan.  Biit  one  i*  th*  parlour*  F'^^y- 

I  see  it  glimmer  hither  *».     'Pray  come  thi^ 

Lis.  Step  to  the  gardeb-door,  and  feel  an't 

bd  open. 
Lan.  Vm  gding ;  luck  deliver  mc  ttom  the 
5aw-pits, 
Of  [  am  buried  quick  I  I  hear  a  dog  ;  fried; 
No,  'tis  a  cricket."  Ha!  here's  a  cuckold  bu- 
Take  heed  of  his  horns,  sir.  Here's  the  door^ 
'tis  open. 
Chri.  [at  the  door.^  Who's  there? 
Lis.  A  fritlid. 
Clari.  Sir!  Liii»nder! 
Lis.  I. 
Clari.  You're  welconle^  folldtt  ite,  and 

make  lio  noise. 
Lis.  Go  to  \ our  horse^  and  keep  ydur  waCcM 
with  care,  sirrah, 
Add  be  sure  you  sleep  not. 

[Exeunt  Lis.  afid  Clari. 
iMn.  Send  me  out  the  dairy-maid,     [ing; 
To  play  at  triimp  with  me,  and  keep  me  wak*^ 
M  v  fellow  horse  and  1  now  must  discourse 
Like  two  learn 'd  almanack-makers,  df  the 
stars,  [drdukards* 

And  tell  what  a  plentiful  year  'twill  prove  of 
If  Pd   but  a  pottle  of  sack,  like  a  sbarpi 

prickle. 
To  knock  my  nose  against  when  I  am  hddding, 
I  should  sing  like  a  nightingale ;  but  J  muse 
Keep  watch  without  it.    I  am  apt  to  dance;. 
Good  Fortune,  guide  tbe  from  the  fairies' 
circles !  [Esii^ 

Enter  Clarinda  (with  a  taper)  and  Lisander. 
Calista  sitting  behind  a  curtain. 
Clati.  Come  near ! 
ril  leave  you  now  ;  draw  ^ut  that  curtain. 
And  have  your  wish. Now,  Leon;  I'm  for 

thee :  riiours; 

We  that  are  servants  must  make  use  of  stoKri 
And  be  glad  of  snatch'd  Occasions.      [Exit. 

Lis.  She's  asleep ; 
Fierce  Lore  hath  clos'd  his  lights;  (I  liiay  lodk 

on  licr) 
Within  hoc  eyes  h'has  Iwk'd  the  Graces  tip; 
I  n;ay   bciiold   dud  live,     liow  iweei  she 

breatlies  ! 
The  orient  morning  breaking  o^t  iri  bdourt 


*9  I$et  it  simper  hither.]  We  suspect  this  to  be  a  corruption,   and  that  Ire  should  read 

flimmer.    Simper ^  we  apprehend,  never  occurs  in  this  seuse;  and  Lauocldt^  though  A 
aot^  n  not  uiiide  a  spcukcr  of  barbarisms. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


Is  not  80  full  of  perfumes  as  her  breath  is; 
She  is  the  abstract  of  all  excellence^ 
And  scorns  a  paralleL 

Cal,  Who's  there  ? 

Ids,  Your  servant, 
Your  raost  obedient  slave,  adored  lady, 
That  comes  but  to  behold  those  eyes  atiain, 
And  pay  some  vows  £  have  to  sacred  beauty, 
And  so  pass  by :  I'm  blind  as  ignorance, 
And  know  not  where  I  wander,  how  I  live, 
Till  I  receive  from  their  bright  influence 
Light  to  direct  me.     FordevotionS  sake, 
(You  are  the  saint  I  treed  these  holy  steps  to, 
And  holy  saints  are  ^tll  relenting  sweetness) 
Be  not  enrag*d,  nor.be  not  antrry  with  me; 
The  greatest  attribute  of  Heav'n  is  mercy. 
And  'tis  the  crown  of  Justice,  and  the  glory, 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  save  with  pity. 

Cal,  Why  do  you  kneel  ?  I  know  you  come 
to  mock  me,  [me. 

To  upbraid  me  with  the  benefits  you've  given 
Which  are  too  manv,  and  too  mighty,  sir. 
For  my  return;  ani  I  confess  'tis  justice. 
That  for  my  cruelty  you  should  despise  me; 
And  I  expect,  however  j^ou  arc  calm  now, 

{A  foil  you  strive  to  set  your  cause  upon) 
t  will  break  out :  Calista  is  unworthy, 
Coy,  proud,  disdainful,  (1  acknowledge  all) 
Colder  of  comfort  than  the  frozen  north  is, 
And  more  a  stranger  to  Usander's  worth. 
His  youth  and  faith,  than  it  becomes  her 

gratitude; 
I  blush  to  grant  it :  Yet  take  this  along, 
(A  sovereign  medicine  to  allay  ^displeasure. 
May-be,  an  argument  to  bring  me  off  too) 
She's  married,  and  she's  chaste;  how  sweet 

that  sounds  ! 
How  it  -perfumes  all  air  'tis  spoken  in  ! 
Ob,  dear  Lisander,  wpuld  you  break  this 

union  .^  [hand, 

Lis,  No;  I  adore  it:  Let  roe  kiss  your 

And  seal  the  fair  faith  of  a  gentleman  on  it ! 

Cal.  You're  truly  valiant:  Would  it  not 

afflict  you 
To  have  the  horrid  name  of  coward  touch  you? 
Such  is  the  whore  to  me. 

Lis.  I  nobly  thank  you : 
And  may  I  be  the  same  when  I  dishonour  you! 
This  I  may  do  again.  \ Kiuing  her  hand. 

Oil.  You  may,  and  worthily ;  Fty, 

Such  comforts  maids  may  grant  with  moucs- 
And  neitlier  make  them  poor,  nor  wrong 

their  bounty  ••. 
Koble  Lisander,  how  fond  now  am  I  of  you  ! 
J.  beard  you  were  hurt. 

Xif .  f  ou  dare  not  heal  me,  lady  ?  [es  ! 
I  am  hiirt  here.  How  sweetly  now  she  blush- 
Excellent  objects  kill  our  sight;  she  blinds 

me:  [her. 

The  roses  in  the  pride  of  May  shew  pale  to 
Oh,  tyrant  Custom,  and,  oh,  coward  Uonour! 


How  ye  compel  me  to  put  on  mine  own 

chains ! 
May  I  not  kiss  you  now  in  superstition  ? 
For  you  appear  a  thing  that  I  would  kneel  to ; 
Let  me  err  that  way !  [Kisses  her. 

Cal.  You  shall  err  for  once  ; 
I  have  a  kind  of  noble  pity  on  yon. 
Amongyour  manly  5uflrerings,make  this  most. 
To  err  no  furtht-r  in  desire ;  for  tlien,  sir. 
You  add  unto  the  gratitudes  1  owe  you ; 
And  after  death,  your  dear  friend's  soul  shaH 
bfess  you. 

Lis,  I'm  wondrous  honest. 

Cal.  I  dare  try.  [Kiss. 

Lis,  I've  tiisted 
A  blessedness  too  great  for  dull  mortality : 
Once  more,  and  let  me  die ! 

Cal,  I  dare  not  murder: 
How  will  maids  curse  me,  if  I  kill  with  kisses. 
And  young  men  fly  th*  embraces  of  fair  vir- 
gins!  [rately. 
Come,  'pray  sit  d<«wn ;  but  let's  talk  tempc- 

Lis.  is  my  dear  friend  a-bed  ? 

C-al.  Yes,  and  asleep. 
Secure  asleep  :  'Tis  midnight  too,  Lisander; 
Speak  not  so  loud. 

Lis,  You  see  1  am  a  statue ; 
I  could  not  btuiid  else  as  I'd  eaten  ice, 
Or  took  iuto  my  blood  a  drowsy  poison. 
And  Nature's  noblest,  brightest  flame  burn 

in  me. 
Midnight?  and  I  stand  quietly  to  bf:hold  so? 
The  alarm  rung,  and  I  sleep  like  a  coward  ? 
I'm  worn  away;  my  faith,  my  dull ol»edieuce. 
Like  crutches,  carrv  mv  decaved  body 
Down  to  the  grave  ;  I  have  no  youth  within 
Yet  happily  you  love  too  ?  [me. 

Caf,  Love  with  honour. 

Lis.  Honour?  what's  that?  'tis  but  a  spe- 
cious title 
We  should  not  prize  too  high. 

Cal.  Dearer  than  life. 

Lis,  The  value  of  it  is  as  time  has  made  it. 
And  time  and  custom  have  too  far  insulted  : 
We  are  no  gods,  to  be  always  tied  to  strict-* 

ness; 
Tis  a  presumption  to  shew  too  like  'em  : 
March  but  an  hour  or  two  under  Love's  en- 
signs ! 
We  have  examples  of  great  memories 

Cal.    But  foul  ones  too,  that  greatness 
cannot  cover ! 
Tliat  wife  that  by  example  sins,  sins  double. 
And  pulls  the  curtain  open  to  her  shame  too. 
Mcthinks,  to  enjoy  you  thus — ' — 

Lis,  'Tis  no  joy,  lady : 
A  longing  bride,  if  she  stop  here,  would  cry ; 
The  bridegroom  too,  and  with  just  cause, 

curse  Hymen. 
But  yield  a  little,  be  one  hour  a  woman, 
(I  do  not  speak  this  to  compel  you,  lady) 


^  lihtke  her  poor,  nor  wrong  her  bount^,1 .  As  her  has  nothing  to  refer  to  but  mMds  iu  th« 
'^  aboTf;  we  must  certainly  change  the  number,  and  write, 

'    ■         make  ihm  poor^  nor  wrong  their  bounty/       Sympson*  * 
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And  Kire  your  will  bnt  motion,  let  it  stir, 
Btit  in  the  taste  of  that  weak  fenrs  call  evil ; 
Try  it  to  understand  it,  (weMl  do  nothing) 
You*ll  never  come  to  know  pure  good  else. 

Cat.  Fy,  sir!  [error 

Us,  I've  found  a  way ;  let's  slip  into  this 
As  innocents,  that  know  not  what  we  did ; 
As  we  were  dreaming  both,  let  us  embrace ; 
The  sin  is  uonc  of  ours  then,  but  our  fan- 
cies'.— [nour? 
What  have  I  said  ?  what  blasphemy  to  ho- 
Oh,  my  base  thoughts !  'Pray  you  take  this, 

and  shoot  me. 
My  villain  thouehts !     [Offering  her  a  pUtoi. 

CaJ.   •  weep  your  miseries,  [  Noise  within. 
And  would  to  lleav'n What  noise  ? 

Ia$.  It  comes  on  louder.  [honour, 

Kill  me,  and  save  yourself;  save  your  fair 
And  lay  the  fault  on  me;  let  my  \\iv  perish, 
Aly  l»iise  iasriviouslife !  Shoot  (]|uicklY,  lady  ! 

Cat,  Not  for  the  world.  Retire  behind  the 

hangings,  [Usander ! 

And  tliere  stand  close. — My  husband  !  close, 

Enter  Cieander,  with  a  taper, 

Cle.  Dearest,  are  you  well  ? 

Cal.  Oh,  my  sud  heart ! 
hly  head,  my  head ! 

■  Cie.  Alas,  poor  soul !  what  do  you 
Out  of  your  bed  ?  you  take  cold,  my  Calista. 
How  do  you  ? 

Cut.  ?<ot  so  well,  sir,  to  lie  by  you : 
My  brother's  fright 

Cle.  1  had  a  frightful  dream  too, 
A  yery  frightful  dream,  my  best  Calista : 
Methuugiit  there  came    a  dragon  to  your 

chamber, 
A  furious  dragon,  wife;  I  yet  shake  at  it. 
Arc  all  thiols  well? 

Lis.  [from  behind  the  hangings.]  Shall   I 
shout  lum.^ 

Cat.  No. All  well,  sir. 

Twas  but  your  care  of  me,  your  loving  care, 
Which  always  watches. 

Cie.  And  methought  he  came 
As  if  i)e  had  risen  laus  out  of  his  den. 
As  I  do  from  these  hangings 

Ias.  Dead? 

Cal,  Hold,  trood  sir! 

Cie.  And  forc'd  you  in  his  arms  thus. 

Col.  Twas  but  fancy  [me. 

That  troubled  you  ;  here's  nothing  to  disturb 
Good  sir,  to  rest  again  ;  and  I'm  now  drowsy, 
And  will  to  bed.  AJake  no  noise,  dear  hus- 
band, [body 
But  let  me  sleep ;  before  you  cau  call  any 
I  am  a-bed. 

Cle,  This,  and  sweet  rest  dwell  with  you! 

[Exit, 

Cal,  Come  out  again;  aud,  as  you  love, 
Lisan'lcr,  [bled : 

Make  riaste  away  !  You  see  his  mind  is  trou- 
D' you  know  tlie  door  you  came  in  at  ? 

iiW.  Well,  sweet  lady. 

€•/.  Aud  cau  you  bit  it  readily? 


Us,  I  warrant  you.  [ness. 

And  must  I  ^o  ?  must  here  end  all  my  bappi« 
Elere  in  a  dream,  as  if  it  had  no  substance? 

Cal,  For  this  time,  friend,  or  here  begin 


our  rums ; 


We  are  both 'miserable. 

Ids,  This  is  some  comfort 
In  my  afflictions,  they're  so  full  already. 
They  can  find  no  encrease. 

Cal,  Dear,  speak  no  more ! 

Lis.  You  must  Ik*  silent  then. 

Cal.  Farewell,  Lisander, 
Thou  joy  of  man,  farewell  !    . 

Lis.  Farewell,  brieht  lady. 
Honour  of  woman-kind,  a  heav'nly  blessing f 

Cal.  Be  ever  honest ! 

Lis.  I  will  be  a  dog  else !  [brary, 

Tlie  virtues  of  your  mind  I'll  make  my  fi- 
Iii  which  I'll  study  the  celestial  beauty: 
Your  constancy,  my  armour  that  I'll  tight  ins 
And  on  my  sword  your  ciiastity  shall  sit. 
Terror  to  rebel  blood. 

Cal.  Once  more,  farewell !  [Noise  within. 
Oh,  that  my  modesty  could  hold  you  still,  sir ! 
He  comes  again. 

Lis.  Heav'n  keep  aiy  baud  from  munier. 
Murder  of  him  I  love ! 

Cal,  Away,  dear  friend,  [sander! 

Down  to  the  garden-stairs ;  that  way,  Li- 
VVe  are  betray'd  else. 

Lis.  Honour  guard  the  innocent !     [£n'f» 

Enter  Clrander. 

Cle.  Still  up?  I  fipar'd  your  health. 

Cut,  W  has  miss'd  him  happily. — 
I'm  goint;  now  ;  i*vc  done  my  meditations^ 
My  heart's  almost  at  pc:ice. 

Cte.  To  my  wunn  btd  then  ! 

Cal.  I  will ;  'pray  you  l»«ad. 

[A  pistol  shot  within, 

Cle.  A  pistol  shot  i'th  house  ?  [derer ! 

At  these  hours?  .Sure  some  thief,  some  mur- 
Rise,  ho  !  rise  all !  I  am  betray'd. 

Cal.  Oh,  Fortune! 
Oh,  giddy  thing!  H'has  met  some  opposition, 
Aud  kill'd  !  I  am  confounded,  lost  for  ever  ! 

Enter  Dorilaus. 

Dor.  Now,  what's  the  matter? 

Cle.  Thieves,  my  noble  father, 
Villains  and  rogues. 

Dor.  Indeed,  ^  heard  a  pistol: 
Let's  search  about. 

Enter  Malfort^  Chtrinda,  and  servanttu 

Malf.  To  bed  again ;  they're  gone,  sir, 
(\  will  not  bid  you  thank  my  valour  for't) 
Gone  at  t\\v.  garden  door ;  there  were  a  dozen^ 
Apd  bravely  arm'd  ;  I  saw  'em. 

Clori.  I  am  glad, 
Glad  at  the  heart. 

Serv.  One  shot  at  me,  and  miss'd  me. 

Malf.  No,  'twjis  at  me;  die  bullet  flew 
close  by  me. 
Close  by  my  ear :  Another  had  »  huge  sword^ 
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[Act  3.  Scen«  i« 


FlmirisliM  it  thus,  but  at  the  point  t  met  him ; 
But  the  rogue  taking  me  to  {»c  jour  lordship, 
^^s  sure  your  name  is  terrible,  and  we 
Not  much  unlike  i*th'dark)  roar'd  out  aloud, 
*  It  is  the  kill-cow  «»  Dorilnus ! '  and  away 
They  ran  as  they  had  flown.-"— Now  you  must 

love  me, 
Or  fear  me  for  my  courage^  wench. 

[Aside  to  Clot. 
ClaH.  Oh,  rogue! 
Oh,  lying  rogue !  Lisander  stumbled,  madam, 
At  the  stairs*  head,  and  in  the  fall. the  shot 

went  off ; 
Was  cone  before  they  rose. 
CaL  I  thank  Heav'n  for*t! 
Clari,  I  was  frighted  too;  it  spoil'd  my 

game  with  Leon. 
C/e.  You  must  sit  up ;  an  thcy^d  coiiie  to 
your  chamber 
What  pranks  would  they  have  play'd  ?  How 
came  the  door  open  ? 
Malf,  I  heard  *em  when  they  forc'd  it ; 
upi  I  rose, 
I'ook  Durindana**  ill  my  band,  and  like 
Orlando  issu'd  forth. 

Clari,  1  know  youVi^yaliant. 
C/e.  To  bed  again,  [rising 

And  be  you  henceforth  provident !    At  sun- 
Wfe  miist  part  for  a  while. 

Dor,  WhenyouVe  a-bed,  [taking, 

'Take  leave  of  her  ;  there  'twill  be  worth  the 
Here  'tis  but  a  cold  ceromony.    Ere  long 
We'll  find  Lisander,  or  we  have  ill  fortune. 
Cle*  Lock  all  the  doors  fast. 
Malf,  Tho'  they  all  stood  open, 
lAy  name  writ  on  the  door,  they  dare  not 
enter !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Clarange,  and  Priat  with  a  letter, 

Clara,  Tum'd  hermit? 

Friar.  Yes,  and  a  devout  one  too ; 
1  heard  him  preach. 

Clara.  That  lessens  my  belief ; 
For  tho'  I  grant  my  Lidian  a  scholar. 
As  far  as  6ts  a  gentleman,  h'hath  studied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he's  a  master, 
Civility  of  manners,  courtship,  arms. 
But  never  aim'd  at,  as  1  could  perceive. 
The  deep  points  of  divinit^y. 

Friar,  That  confirms  his 
Devotion  to  be  real,  no  way  tainted 
With  ostentation  or  hypocrisy, 
The  cankers  of  religion ;  his  sermon 
8o  full  of  gravity,  and  with  such  sweetness 
Delivered,  tlmt  it  drew  the  admiration 
Of  all  the  hearers  on  him ;  his  own  letters 
To  y9u,  which  witness   be  ivill  leate  the 

world, 
And  these  to  far  Olinda,  his  late  roistres«. 
In  which  he  hatl),  with  sil  the  moving  lan- 
guage 


That  ever  express*d  rhetorick,  solicited 
The  lady  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
Blessed  in  her  embraces,  may  remove 
All  scruplous  doubts. 

Clara.  It  Strikes  a  sadness  in  me ! 
I  know  not  what  to  think  of  't. 

Friar.  Ere  he  enter'd 
His  solitary  cell,  hk  pennM  a  ditty^ 
His  long  and  last  farewell  to  love  and  womeffy 
So  feelingly,  that  I  confess,  however 
It  stands  tiot  with  my  order  to  be  tukcn 
With  such  poetical  raptures,  I  was  mov'd^ 
And  strautrcly,  with  it.  ^ 

Clara,  Have  you  the  copy  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  sir  :  t 

My  Novice  too  can  sit)g  it,  if  you  please 
To  give  him  hearing. 

Clara.  And  it  will  come  timely, 
For  I  am  full  of  melancholy  thoughts, 
Against  which  I  have  heard,  witlt  reasorf^ 

musick 
To  be  the  speediest  cure ;  'pray  yoa  apply  it.' 

A  SONG   BY  THE  NOVICE. 

Adieu,  fond  love !  farewell,  you  wanton 

I'm  free  again ;     .  Fpow'rs  I 

lliou  dull  disease  of  blood  and  idle  hours/ 

Bewitching  pain. 
Fly  to  tlie  fools  that  sigh  away  their  time ! 
My  nobler  love,  to  Heaven  climl«i 

And  there  behold  beauty  still  young. 
That  time  can  ne'er  corrupt,  nor  death  de-' 
stroy ; 

Immortal  sweetness  by  fair  angels  sung^ 
And  honoured  by  eternity  and  joy! 
There  lives  my  love,    thitlier  my  hope* 

aspire; 
Fond  love  dcclinesythis  hcav'nly  love  grows 

higher. 

Friar.  How  do  you  approve  it? 

Clara.  To  its  due  desert ; 
Tt  is  a  hcav'nly  hymn,  no  ditty,  father; 
It  passes  ihro'  my  ears  unto  my  soul. 
And  works  divinely  on  it.     Gne  me  leave 
A  little  to"  consider:— Shall  I  be 
Out-done  in  all  things  ?  nor  good  of  myself/ 
Nor  by  example?  shall  my  loose  hopes  still/ 
The  viands  of  a  fond  affection,  feed  me 
As  I  were  a  sensual  beast  ?  spiritual  food 
liefus'd  hy  my  sick  palate?  'tis  resolv'd. 
How  far  off,  father,   doth   this  new -made 

hermit 
Make  his  abode  ? 

Friar.  Some  two  days*  journey,  son. 

Clara.  Having  rcveal'd  my  fair  intentiony 
to  you^ 
I  hope  your  piety  will  not  deny  m« 
Your  aids  to- further  'em. 

Friar.  That  were  against 
A  good  man's  charity. 

Clara.  My  first  request  is. 


«  Kill-cow.]  An  allusion  to  the  story  of  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick. 

**  Durindana.]  The  naoi«  of  Orimodo'ii  sword.    The  heroes,  in  the  old 


imncv  to  tbeir  tword*. 
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You  would  some  time,  for  reasons  I  will 

shew  you, 
Defer  delivery  of  Lidian's  letters 
To  fair  Olinda. 
Friar.  Well,  sir. 
Cfara.  For  what  follows, 
You  shall  direct  me.     Suaiethinv  I  will  do, 
A  new-bom  zeal  and  frieudbhip  prompts  me 
to.  [tU'tunl. 

Enter  Dftrilaut,  Cleander,  Chambtrluin  ;  a 
tab/Cf  tap^rSf  and  chairs. 

Cfe.  We   have  supp*d  well,  friend  :     Let 
our  hefjs  be  ready ; 
We  must  be  stirring  early.  \ 
Chum.  They  are  mnde,  sir. 
Dor.  1    cannot  sleep  yet.     Wliere's  tlic 
jovial  host 
You  told  me  of?  It  has  been  my  custom  ever 
fo  parly  with  mine  host. 

Ue.  ileS  a  i;0(*(l  fellow,  [with. 

And  such  a  o;ie  I  knuw  you  love  to  laugii 
ijo  call  your  muster  up. 

Cham,  lie  cannot  come,  sir. 
J)or.  Is  he  a-bod  with  his  wife? 
Chum.  No,  certainly. 
Dor.  Or  with  some  other  guests.^ 
Cham    Neither,  an*t  like  you. 
CVe.  Why  then  he  shall  come,  by  jour 
leave,  my  friend; 
J*ll  fetch  liim  up  myself. 

Chafit.  Indeed  you'll  fail,  sir. 
Dtfr.  Is  he  i'th'  house .^ 
Cham.  No,  but  he  is  hard  by,  sir; 
lie's  fast  in's grave;  he  has  been  dead  these 
three  weeks. 
Dor.  Then  o'  4ny  conscience  be  will  come 
but  lamely, 
And  disc;oursc  worse. 

Cle.  Farewell,  mine  honest  host  then. 
Mine  honest  m'-rry  host !  Will  you  to  bed  yet  ? 
Dor.  No,  not  tins  hour;  \  prithee  sit  and 

chat  by  mp. 
Cie.  Give  us  a  quart  of  wine  then  ;  we'll 

be  merry. 
Dor.  A  match,  my  son.     'Pray  let  your 
wine  be  li%in^, 
Or  lay  it  by  your  muster. 

Cham.  It  ^ijull  be  (juick,  sir.  [Er/V. 

Dor.  lias  not  mine  host  a  wife? 
Ck.  A  good  okl  woman.  [some  ; 

Difr.  Another  cotlin!  that  is  not  so  hai.d- 
Your  hostes^es  in  inn«  siiouid  be  blitli  things. 
Pretty  and  young,  to  draw  in  pasi^engc.rs; 
She'll  never  fill  her  beds  well,  if  she  be  not 
beauteous, 

Enter  Chamberlain  vith  wine, 

Cle.  And  courteous  too. 
Dor.  Ay,  ay  ;  and  a  good  fellow, 
That  will  mistake  sometimes  a  gentleman 
For  lier  good  man.     Well  done :  Here's  to 
Lisander ! 
Cle*  My  full  love  meets  it.    Mi^^e  fire  in 
oar  lodgings ; 


We'll  trouble  thee  no  further.  To  your  son  1 

[Exit  Chamberlain. 
Dor.  Put  in  Clarang^  too;  off  with't.   j 
thank  you. 
This  wine  drinks  merrier  still.   Oh,  forminf 

host  now  !  * 

Were  he  alive  ai^ain,  and  well  dispos*d, 
1  would  so  claw  his  pate  ! 
C'//'.  Vou'rc  a  hard  drinker. 
Dor.  I  love  to  make  mine  host  dnink ;  hell 
lie  then 
The  rarest,  and  the  roundest,  of  his  friei^ds, 
Ilisqu.-xrrels,  and  his  guests;  and  they're  tb« 

best  bawds  loo. 
Take  *ein  in  that  tunc. 
Cle,  You  know  all. 
Dor.  1  did,  son ; 
But  time  and  i\niis  have  worn  me  out. 

Cle.  'Tis  late,  sir; 
1  hear  none  stirring,  [A  lute  is  struck. 

Dor.  Hark  I  what's  that?  a  lute? 
Tis  at  the  door,  I  think. 
Cle.  The  doors  are  shut  fast 
Dor.  Tis  morning;  sure,  the  fidlcrs  are 

To  fright  men's  sleeps.  Hare  we  ne'er  a  pis»» 
pot  ready  ? 
Cle.  Now   I  remember,  Fve  heard  mine 
host  that's  dead 
Touch  a  lute  rarely,  and  as  rarely  sing  too, 
A  brave  still  mean. 

Dor.  I'd  give  a  brace  of  French  crowns 
To  see  liim  rise  and  fiddle. 
C^e.  Hark!  a  song! 

A  sovo. 
Tis  late  and  cold  ;  stir  up  the  fire; 
Sit  close,  and  draw  tlie  table  nigher; 
Be  merry,  and  drink  wine  that's  old, 
A  hearty  med'cine  'gainst  a  cold  ! 
Your  beds  of  wanton  down  the  best. 
Where  you  shall  tumble  to  your  rest; 
I  could  wish  you  wenches  too. 
But  I  am  dead,  and  cannot  do. 
Call  for  tlie  best  Uic  house  may  ring. 
Sack,  white,  and  claret,  let  them  bring. 
And  drink  apace,  while  breath  you  have; 
You'll  (ind  but  cold  drink  in  the  grave: 
Plover,  partridge,  tor  your  dinner, 
And  a  capon  for  the  sinner. 
You  shall  find  ready  when  you're  up. 
And  your  horse  shall  have  his  sup : 
Welcome,  welcome,  shall  tly  round. 
And  I  shall  smile,  tho'  under  ground. 

Cle.  Now,  as  I  live,  it  is  his  voice  ! 
Dor.  He  sings  well ;  the  devil  has  a  plea-^ 
*      sant  pipe. 
Cie.  The  fellow  lied  sure. 

Enter  Host. 

He   is  not  dead ;   he's  here.     IIow  pale  he 
]}or.  Is  this  he?  [looks! 

Cle.  Yes. 
Host,  You're  welcome,  noble  gentlemen! 

My  brave  old  guest,  most  welcot^e ! 
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Clf,  Lying  kfiAvrs, 
To  U')l  us  }'uu  were  dead.    Come,  sit  down 

by  us. 
We  tliauk  you  for  jour  soog. 

Bost»  *\Vouid  it  had  been  better! 

JJor,  Speak,  are  you  dead? 

HoMt,  Yes,  indeed  am  f,  gentlemen; 
J  have  been  dead  these  three  weeks. 

Vor,  'ihen  here's  to  you. 
To  comfort  yuur  cold  body ! 

Cle.  What  d*you  meau  r 
Stand  further  off. 

Dor.  I  will  stand  nearer  to  him. 
Shall  he  come  out  ou's  cotiiin  to  bear  U9  com- 
pany, [host, 
And.  we  not  bid  him  welcome?  Come,  mine 
Mine  honest  host,  here*s  to  you ! 

Host.  Spirits,  sir,  drink  iiot. 

Clf.  Why  do  you  appear? 

Host.  To  wait  upon  ye,  gentlemen  ; 

5*T  has  been  ray  duty  living,  now  my  farewell) 
fear  ye  are  not  us\i  accordingly. 

Dot'.  I  could  wish  you  warmer  company, 
mine  host, 
Howe'er  we're  us'd. 

Host.  Next,  to  entreat  a  courtesy; 
And  then  I  go  to  peace. 

CVf .  U*t  in  our  power  ?  [buried 

Host.  Yes,  and  'tis  this ;  to  tee  my  body 
In  holy  ground,  for  now  I  lie  unhaliow'd. 
By  the  clerk's  fault ;  let  my  new  grave  be 
made  [me. 

Amongst  good  fellows,  that -have  died  before 
And  merry  hosts  of  my  kind. 

Cle,  It  shall  be  done. 

Dor.  And  forty  stoops  of  wine  drank  at 
thy  funeral. 

Cle.  Do  you  know  our  travel  ? 

Host.  Yes,  to  seek  your  frieiidSy 
That  in  afflictions  wander  now. 

Cle,  Alas  !  [dent 

Ho^t.  Seek  'em  no  further,  biit  be  coiifi- 
They  shall  return  in  peace 

Jjor»  There's  comtort  yet. 

Cle.  'Pray  you  one  word  more :  Is't  in  your 
powV,  mine  host,  *      [death, 

(Answer  ino  softly)  some  hours  before  my 
To  give  me  warning? 

Host.  1  can't  tell  ;*ou,  truly ; 
But  if  1  can,  so  much  alive  1  lov'd  you, 
I  will  appear  a^ain.     Adieu  !  [Esit, 

Dor,  Adieu,  sir. 

Cle,  Vm  troubled;  these  strange  appari- 
tions ure 
For  the  intjst  part  fatal. 

Dor.  'Ihis,  if  told,  will  not 
Find  credit.    The  light  breaks  apace ;  let's 

lie  down, 
And  take  some  little  rest,  an  hour  or  two. 
Then  do  mine  Host's  desire,  and  so  i*eturn. 
I  do  believe  him. 

CVe.  Sndol.    To  rest,  sir!         [Exeunt, 

Enter  Culisia  and  Clarinda, 
Cal,  Clarinda  \ 


Clori.  Madam. 

Cat.  Is  the  house  well  order'd  ? 
The  doors  look'd-to,  now  in  your  master's 
absence  ?  [vants  ? 

Your  care  and  dilit^^nce  amongst  the  ser- 
Clari.  I'm  stirring,  madam. 
Cal.  So  thou  art,  Clarinda, 
More  than  thou  ought'st,  I'm  sure.    Whj 
do^t  thou  blush  ? 
Clari.  I  do  not  blush. 
Cal.  Why  dost  thou  hang  thy  head,  wench  ? 
Clari,  Madam,  you   are  deceived,  I  look 
upright ; 
I  understand  you  not. — She  has  spied  Leon  s 

[Aside^ 
Shame  of  his  want  of  caution  ! 

Cal.  Look  on  me. 
What !  blush  again  ? 

Clari.  Tis  more  tlian  I  know,  madam ; 
I  have  no  cause  that  I  And  yet. 
Cal,  Examine  then. 
Clari,  Your  ladyship  is  set,   I  think,  to 

shame  me. 
Cal,  Do  not  deserve  't.  Who  lay  with  you 
last  night  ? 
What  bedfellow  had  you  ?  None  of  the  maids 
came  near  you. 
Clan.  Madam,  they  did.  [then, 

CaL  Twas  one  in  your  cousin's  cloaths 
And  wore  a  sword;  and  sure  1  keep  no  Ama- 
zons, [guilty ; 
Wench,  do  not  lie ;  'twill  but  proclaim  thee 
Lies  hide  our  sins  like  nets;  like  persj.cctivcs. 
They  draw  offences  nearer  still,  aud  greater. 
Come,  tell  the  truth. 

Clari,  You  are  the  strangest  lady 
To  have  these  doubts  of  me !  how  have  I 

liv'd,  madam. 
And  which  ot  ail  my  careful  services 
Deserves  these  shames  ? 

Cal,  Leave  lacing,  'twill  not  scr\'e  you  : 

This  impudence  becomes  thee  worse  tlian 

lyijig.  [oft ; 

I  thought  you  had  liv'd  well,  and  I  was  proud 

But  yuu  are  pleased  to  abuse  my  thoughts. 

Who  was't?  [less. 

Honest  repentance  yet  will  make  the  fault 

Clari.  Do  you  compel  me  ?  do  you  stand 

so  strict  loo? 

Nay,  tlioii  have  at  you !  I  shall  rub  that  sore, 

maHum, 
Since  you   provoke  me,  will  but  vex  your 
Let  n\v.  alone  !  [ladyship : 

Cal.  1  will  know. 

Clari.  For  your  own  peace,  [further: 

The  peace  of  your  own  conscience,  ask  no 
Walk  in,  and  let  uie  alone. 
CaL  No;   I'll  know  all 
Clari,  Why  then.   Til  tell  you:  Twas  a 
man  I  lay  with, 
(Never  admire ;  'tis  easy  to  be  done,  madam^ 
And  usual  too)  a  proper  man  I  lay  with, 
(Why  F.itould  you  vex  at  tliut?)  young  as  Li- 

Sander, 
And  able  toa!  I  grudge  not  at  your  pleasure,, 
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Why  should  yon  stir  at  mine  ?  I  steal  none 
from  you. 
Cal.  And  dost  thou  giory  in  tliis  sin  ? 
Cinri.  Tin  ghid  on*t ; 
To  t^lorv  in*t  is  for  a  mighty  lady, 
That  rnav  command. 

CuL  Why  didbt  tliou  name  Lisander? 
Ciari.  D(K:s  it  anger  you  ?  does  it  a  little 
^all  y'>u?  [lady? 

I  know  it  does.    Why  would  you  urge  me, 
Why  would  you  be  so  curious  to  compel  me  ? 
I  nam'd  Lisander  us  my  precedent, 
The  rule  I  eiT*d  by :  You  love  liiin,  I  know  it ; 
I  grudg'd  not  at  it,  but  am  plcas*d  it  is  %o; 
And,  by  my  care  and  dilim'uce,  you  enjoy *d 

him. 
Shall  I  tor  keepiniTcounsd  have  no  comfort? 
Will  you  have  all  yourxlt?  t'M«j;ross  all  oka- 
sure?  [now,  mailam? 
Are  you  so  hard-bcartcd  ?  Why  do  you  blush 
Cal,  My   anjier  bluslics,  not  my  shame, 

base  woman! 
Ciari.  I'll  make  your  shame  blush^  since 
you  put  me  to*t : 
Who  lay  with  you  t'other  night? 
Cfl/.  With  me,  you  monster  I 
Ciari,  Whose  sweet  embraces  circled  you  ? 
not  your  husband's.  [madam  ! 

I  wonder  you  dare  touch  me  in  this  point, 
Stir  her  against  you  in  whoso  hand  your  life 

lies! 
Blore  than  your  life,  your  honour!  What 

smug  Amaztm  [a  petticoat.  * 

Was  that  I  bn)ughtyou  ?  that  maid  had  ne'er 
Cal.  Shc*ll  half  persuade  me  anon  I  am  a 
beast  too ; 
And  I  mistrust  myself,  tho'  I  am  honest. 
For  giving  her  the  helm. — Thou  know'st,  Cla- 

rinda, 
Er'n  m  thy  conscience,  I  was  ever  virtuous ; 
As  far  from  lust  in  nicetinj);  with  Lisander, 
As  tliepure  wind  in  woicomint!  the  morning; 
In  all  the  coiiver*»ation  T  liad  with  hiii. 
As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heaven. 
Didiit  not  thou  persuade  me  too  ? 

Cluri.  Yes,  I  had  reason  for't;  Pon't. 

And  now  you  are  ncr.>>uadod,  I'll  make  U'ie 
Cat.   If  J  had  sinuM  thus,  ar 
entic'd  me, 
Tlje  nobleness  and  beauty  of  his  person. 
Beside  the  mi;;hty  beiictiis  I'm  bouiul  to, 
I9  this  sufilcicnt  warrant  for  thy  weakness  ? 
If  I  Imd  bcfti  a  whore,  and  crav'd  thy  coun-" 
si»l  [ness. 

In  t!)e  conveyance  of  my  fault,  and  faithful- 
Tiiy  secrecy  and  truth  in  hifli^^  of  it, 
Is  It  thy  justice  to  rep^y  ine  thus? 
To  be  the  master  sinner  to  compel  me. 
And  build  thy  lust's  security  on  mine  honour? 
Ciari,  They  that  love  this  sin  love  their 
security :  ' 

prevention,  madam,  is  the  nail  I  knock 'd  at. 
And  I  have  bit  it  home,  and  so  Til  hold  it, 


and  my  youth 


And  you  must  pardon  mf»,  and  he  silent  too. 
And  sutfer  what  yon  "^ce,  and  suffer  patiently; 
1  shall  do  worse  else. 

Cal.  Thou  canst  not  touch  my  credit; 
Truth  will  not  suffer  me  to  be  abus'd  thus. 
Ciari.  Do  not  you  stick  to  Truth,  she's 

seldom  heard,  madam ; 
A  poor  weak  tongue  she  has,  and  that  it 

hoarse  too  [hen 

With  pleadinor  nt  the  V>ars;  none  understand 
Or  if  you  had  her,  what  can  she  say  for  you? 
Must  she  not  swear  ho  came  at  midnight  to 

yon,  [zen'd 

The  door  left  open,  and  your  husband  c#- 
With  a  ffMj;n'd  sickness? 

Cal.  But,  by  my  soul,  I  was  honest! 
Thou  knoiv'st  I  vvas  honest. 

Ciari.  That's  all  one  what  I  know; 
What  I  will  testify  is  that  shall  vex  you ! 
Trust  not  a  guilty  race  with  likelihoods. 
And  on  aj)parcnt  proof;  take  heed  of  that, 

madatn : 
If  you  were  innocent,  as  it  may  he  you  arc, 
(J  do  not  know  ;  1  leave  it  to  your  conscience) 
Jt  were  the  weakest  and  the  poorest  part  of 

Men  being  so  willing  to  believe  the  worst, 

So  open-ey'd  in  this  age  to  all  infamy. 

To  put  your  fame  in  this  weak  bark  to  th' 

venture.  [honour, 

CaL  What  do  I  suffer!  Oh,  my  precious 
Into  what  box  of  evils  have  I  lock'd  thee! 
Yet,  rather  than  be  thus  outbrav'd,  and  by 
My  drudge,  my  footstool,  one  that  sti'd  to  he 
Perish  both  lire,and  honour!  Devil,  thus  [so, 
1  flare  thy  worst,  defy  tliee,  spit  at  thee .' 
And   in  my  virtuous  rage,  thus  trample  on 

thee  ! 
Awe  me,  thy  mistress,  whore,  to  be  thy  bawd  ? 
Out  of  my  house !  proclaim  all   that  thott 

know'st. 
Or  malice  can  invent;  fetch  jealousy 
From  hell,  and  like  a  fury  breathe  it  in 
Th(>  bosom  of  my  lord  :  and  to  thy  utmost 
Bhibt  my  fair  fame  !  yet  thou  shalt  feel,  with 

horror 
To  thy  sear'd  conscience,  my  truth  is  built 
On  suci)  a  fufn  base,  that  if  e*er  it  can 
Be  forc'd,  or  undenuia'd  by  thy  liase  scandals, 
Heav'ri  keeps  no  guard  on  innocence  !  \^Exit, 

Ciari.  I'm  lost, 
In  luy  own  hopes  forsaken ;  and  must  fall 
(The  greatest  torment  to  a  guilty  woman) 
Without  revenge.     'Till  1  can  t'a»hiou  it, 
I  must  submit,  at  least  appear  as  if 
I  did  repent,  and  would  olfcnd  no  further. 
Monsieur  Bcronte,  my  li»rd's  brother,  is 
Obli«;'d  unto  me  for  a  private  favour; 
*Tis  he  must  mediate  for  me :  But  when  time 
And  opportunity  bid  me  strike,  )ny  wreak *3 
Shall  pour  itself  oli  her  nice  chastity 
Like  to  a  torrent;  deeds,  not  words,  shall 

speak  me !  [  KxiU 


Vol.  n* 


^  Ml/  wreak.]  i,  e.  revenge, 

a  M 
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AqT     IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Alcidon  and  Beronte,  teverally. 

Ale,  'VT'OU'RE  opporuincly  met. 
•■•     Bcr.  Your  countenance 
Expresses  haste  mix*d  with  some  fear. 

Ale.  You'll  share 
IVith  me  in  botii,  as  soon  as  you  Are  made 
iVcquainted  with  the  cause  :  If  you  love  vir- 
tue «*, 

In  danger  not  secure 1  have  no  time 

For  circumstance :  Instruct  me  if  Lisander 
Be  in  your  brother's  housed. 
Ber.  Upon  my  knoWlcdge 
He  is  not  there. 
Ale,  I'm  glad  on*t. 
Bcr,  Why,  good  sir? 
Without  offence  I  speak  it,  there's  no  place 
Id  which  he  is  more  honour'd,  or  more  safe. 
Than  with  his  friend  Cleandcr. 

Ale,  In  your  votes* 
I  grant  it  true ;  but  as  it  now  stands  with  him, 
I  can  give  reason  to  make  satisfaction 
For  what  I  speak :  You  cannot  but  remember 
The  ancient  difference  between  Lisander 
And  Cloridon,  a  man  in  grace  at  court. 
Ber.  I  do ;  and  the  foul  plot  of  Cloridon's 
kinsmen 
Upon  Lisander's  life,  for  a  fall  given 
ToCloridou  'fore  the  king,  as  they  encoun- 
At  a  solemn  tilting.  [tcr'd 

Ale.  It  is  now  rcveng'd. 
In  brief,  a  challenge  was  brought  to  Dsander 
By  one  Chrysantbcs;  and,  as  far  as  valour 
Would  give  him  leave,  dpclin'd  by  bold  Li- 

Sander : 
But  peace  refu5*d,  and  braves  on  braves 
heap'd  on  him,  [rel 

Alone  he  met  the  opposites,  ending  the  quar- 
With  both  their  lives. 

Ber.  \\w  truly  sorry  for't.  [death. 

Ale.  The  king,  ihcenscd  for  his  favourite's 
Hath  set  a  price  upon  Lisandor's  head, 
As  a  reward  to  any  man  thjfl  brings  it. 
Alive  or  dead :  To  gain  this,  every  where       | 


if  you  love  virtue 


He  is  pursu'd  and  laid  for ;  and,  the  friend* 

ship 
Between  him  and  your  noble  brother  known, 
'His  house  in  reason  cannot  pass  unsearch'd ; 
And  that's  the  principal  cause  that  drew  mc 

hither. 
To  hasten  bis  remove,  if  he  had  chosen 
This  castle  for  his  sanctuary. 

Ber,  Twas  done  nobly, 
And  you  most  welcome.  This  night  'pray  you 

take 
A  Imlgin?  with  us;   and,  at  my  entreaty, 
Conceal  this  from  my  brother:   He  is  |;j;r()vvB 
I  Exceeding  sad  of  late ;  and  the  hard  fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  so  high  a  rale. 
Will  much  encrease  his  melanclioly. 

Ale,  I  am  tutor'd. 
Truv  you  lead  the  way. 

Ber.  To  serve  you,  I  will  shew  it. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Cleandcr,  with  a  hook. 

Cle,  Nothing  more  certain  than  to  die; 
but  when. 
Is  most  uncertain  :  If  so,  every  hour 
We  should  prepare  us  for  the  journey,  whick 
Is  not  to  be  put  off.     I  must  submit 
To  the  divine  decree,  not  argue  it, 
And  chearfuliy  I  welcome  it:  I  have 
Dispos'd  of  my  estate,  coofess*d  my  sins, 
And  have  remission  from  my  ghostly  fatJiftr, 
Being  at  peace  too  here.     1  he. apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  fancy ;  Dorilaus 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me ;  it  made  answer 
To  our  demands,  and  promis'd,  if  'twere  not 
Denied  to  him  by  Fate,  he  would  forewarn  me 
Of  my  approaching  end.  I  feel  no  symptom 
Of  sickness;  yet,  I  know  not  how,  a  dullues* 
Invadeth  me  all  over.     Ha ! 

Enter  Hott, 

Host,  1  come,  sir, 
To  keep  my  promise;  and,  as  far  as  spirits 
Are  sensible  of  sorrow  lor  the  living, 
I  grieve  to  be  the  messenger  to  tell  you, 


In  danger  not  secure.]  Thus  all  the  copies  ;  but  whether  right  or  wrong,  the  reader  must 

judge:  To  me  the  place  appears  manifestly  corrupt,  and  I  am  inclined  to  think  it  ought  to 

run  so^ 

* if  you  love  Virtue, 

*  Indanger  ought  to  succour  it,  Sympson, 
* if  you  love  Virtue 

*  In  danger  not  secure '] 

This  is  plainly  a  broken  sentence,  and  we  think  signifies,  *  If  you  are  a  friend  to  Virtue, 
*  don't  lull  yourself  into  a  false  idea  of  its  security,  when  it  is  in  danger.'  The  old  reading 
is  far  better  than  the  proposed  alteratit)n.  ^ 

*5  Be  in  your  father's  huuse.]  The  whole  scene  proves  that  wc  should  read,  as  thfe  Editors 
of  1?50  propose,  *  brothers  house.' 

«€  --i In  your  votes 

I  grunt  it  true,]  If  this  reading  be  genuine,  votes  mutt  here  signify  pfis/ies,  or  opinions  ^ 
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Ere  many  hoars  pass,  you  must  resoWc 
To  fill  a  grave. 

C/e.  And  feast  the  worms  .^ 

HosL  K'en  so,  sir. 

CVe.  I  hear  it  like  a  man. 

Host,  It  well  becomes  you  ; 
There's  no  evading  it. 

Cie.  Can  you  discover 
By  whose  means  1  most  die? 

Host.  That  is  denied  me : 
But  my  prediction  is  too  sure :  Prepare 
To  make  your  peace  with  Heaven;  so  fare- 
well, sir !  [Exit. 

Cle.  I  see  no  enemy  near;    and  yet  I 
tremble 
Like  a  pale  coward !  My  sad  doom  pronouuc'd 
By  this  aerial  voice,  as  in  a  glass 
Shews  hie  my  death  in  its  most  dreadful 

shaped. 
What  rampire  can  my  human  frailty  raise 
Against  the  assault  or  Fate  ?  I  do  begin 
To  fear  myself;  my  inward  strengths  forsake 

roe; 
I  must  csdl  out  for  help.  Within  there !  haste. 
And  break  in  to  my  rescue ! 

Enter  Dorilaus,  CalistOf  Olinda^  Beronte, 
Atcidon,  Servants,  and  Clarinda,  at  several 
doors. 

Dor.  Rescue?  where? 
Shew  me  your  danger. 

C-al.  I  will  interpose 
My  luyal  breasst  between  you  and  all  hazard. 

Ber.  Your  brother's  sword  secures  you. 

Aic.  A  true  friend 
Will  die  in  your  defence. 

C/e.  I  thank  ye  !  to  all  my  thanks ! 
Encompassed  ttms  with  friends,  how  can  T 
fear?  [ed. 

And  yet  I  do !  I'm  wounded,  mortally  wound- 
Nay,  it  is  within;    1  am  hurt  in  my  mind. 
One  word 

Dor.  A  thousand.  [yo"« 

CVe.  I  shall  not  live  to  speak  so  many  to 

Dor.  Why?  what  forbids  you? 

Cle.  But  e'en  now  the  spirit 
Of  my  dead  Host  appeared,  and  told  me,  that 
This  night  I  sliould  be  with  him.    Did  you 

not  meet  it  ? 
It  went  out  at  that  door. 

Dor.  A  vain  chimera 
Of  your  imagination  !  Can  you  think 
Mine  Host  would  not  as  well  have  spoke  to 

mc  now, 
As  he  did  in  the  inn?  These  waking  dreams 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  strike  a  strange 
Distraction  in  your  faraiiv.     See  the  tears 
Of  my  poor  daughter,  fair  Olinda's  sadness, 


Your  brother's  and  your  friend's  grief,  ser- 
vants* sorrow.  [live 
Good  son,  bear  up ;  you've  many  years  to 
A  comfort  to  us  all.    Let's  in  to  supper. 
Ghosts  never  walk  'till  after  miduight,  if 
I  may  believe  my  grannam.  We  will  wash 
These  thoughts  away  with  wine,  spite  of  hob- 
goblins,                                      [madam, 

Cle.  You  reprehend  me  justly.  Gentle 
And  all  the  rest,  forgive  me;  I'll  endeavour 
To  be  merry  with  you. 

Dor.  That's  well  said. 

Ber.  I  have 
Procur'd  your  pardon..  [To  ClarmdM* 

CaL  Once  more  I  receive  you 
Into  my  service;  but  take  special  care 
You  fail  no  further. 

Clari.  Never,  madam. — Sir, 
When  you  shall  find  tit  time  to  call  me  to  it, 

[J/wir#, 
I  will  make  good  what  I  have  said. 

Ber.  Till  when,  v 

Up<m  your  life  be  silent ! 

Dor.  We  will  have 
A  health  unto  Lisander. 

Cle.  His  name,  sir. 
Somewhat  revives  me;  but  his  sight  would 

cure  me. 
However,  let's  to  supper. 

Olin.  'Would  Clarange 
And  Lidian  were  here  too  !  as  they  should  be. 
If  wishes  could  prevail. 

Cal.  TheyVe  fruitless,  madam.    [Exeunt, 

Enter  Leon. 
Leon.  If  that  report  speak  truth,  Clarinda 

is  [deo 

Discharg'd  her  lady's  service,  and  what  bur- 
I  then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent. 
The  crop  she  reap*d  troiu  her  attendance  was 
Her  best  revenue,  and  my  principal  means 
Clarinda's  bounty,  tbo'I  labour'd  hard  for't, 
A  younger  brother's  fortune.  Must  I  now 
Have  sour  sauce,  after  sweet  meats?  and  be 

driven 
To  levy  half-a-crown  a  week,  besides 
Clouts,  sope,  and  candles^,  for  my  heir  ap» 

parent. 
If  she  prove,  as  she  swears  she  is,  witli-child  ? 
8uch  us  live  this  way,  find,  like  me,  tho' 

wenching  [^>f't. 

Hath  a  fair  face,  there's  a  dragon  in  the  tail 
That  stings  to  tU'  quick.    I  must  sculk  here, 

until 
I  am  resolv'd  :  How  my  heart  pants,  between 
My  hopes  and  fears !  She's  come.     Are  we 

i'th'port? 
If  not,  let's  sink  together. 


^  Clouts,  sope,  and  candles.]  In  The  Chances  p.  114  of  this  volume,  Don  John  says, 

* But  to  raise  a  dairy 

'  For  other  men's  adalteries,  consume  myself  in  candles, 

*  And  scow'ring  works ' 

The  Editors  of  1750  alter  candles  to  caudles;  we  have  rejected  their  variation,  in  which  we 
diink  ourselves  justified  by  what  LeOD  here  snys,  which  proven  candles  right. 


268 


THE  LOVERS'  PROGRESS. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Efiter  Clarinda, 

Claru  Thinjj;s  go  better  [|y, 

Thiin  you  deserve ;  you  carry  things  so  open- 
I  must  bear  ev'ry  way.    I  am  once  more 
In  n»y  lady's  grace 

I^on,  And  I  in  yours? 

Ciuri.  It  may  be; 
But  1  have  sworn  unto  my  lady  never 
To  sin  again. 

J.etm.  To  be  surpriz*d.     The  sin 
Is  in  itself  excusable;  to  be  taken 
Is  a  crime,  as  the  poet  writes. 

Cluri.  You  know  my  weakness,  [got 

And  lh{\t  makrs  you  so  confident. — You've 
A  fair  gword :  Was  it  not  Lisander*s? 

Leon.  Yes,  w  ench ; 
And  I  grown  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it: 
It  huth  been  tlie  death  of  two.     With  this 

Li  Sander 
Slew  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes :  I  took  it  up, 
Broken  i'  lli'  handle,  but  that  is  reform'd ; 
And  now,  in  my  possession,  the  late  master 
Dai  cs  never  come  to  challenge  it.  This  sw  ord, 
And  aJi  the  weapons  that  I  have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  service  :  Shall  we  bill  ? 
Ytn  very  gamesome. 

Clan.  I  must  first  dispose  of 
The  fool  Malfort;  he  hath  smoak'd  you,  and 

is  not, 
But  by  some  new  device,  to  be  kept  from  me ; 
I  have  it  hete  shall  fit  him.    You  know  where 
You  must  expect  me;  with  all  possible  silence 
Get  thither. 

Leon.  You  will  follow  ? 

r/«ri.  Will  I  live? 
She  that  is  forfeited  to  lust  must  die, 
lliat  humour  being  un-fed.     Be  gone ;  here 

conies 
My  champion,  in  armour.  [Exit  Leon, 

Enter  Ma  (fort,  m  armour, 

3fa[f,  What  adventure 
Tm  bound  upon  I  know  not,'  but  it  is    [thus. 
My  mistress*  pleasure  that  I  should  appear 
1  may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others, 
But,  as  I  am,  I'm  sure  my  shadow  frij;hts  me : 
The  clashing  of  my  armour,  in  my  ears 
Sounds  like  a  passing-bell :  and  my  buckler 
puts  me  [pick-axc 

In  mind  of  a  bier;   this  my  broad-sword,  a 
To  dig  my  grave.  Oh,  love !  abominable  love  ! 
What  monsters  issue  from  thy  dismal  den 
riarinda's  placket,  which  I  must  encounter. 
Or  never  hope  to  enter. 

Ciari.  Here's  a  knight-errant  I— 
Monsieur  Malfort. 

3/tt/f .  Stand,  stand,  or  I'll  full  for  you. 

Ciari.  Know  you  not  my  voice? 

Malf.  Yes,  'twas  at  that  I  trembled. 
But,  were  my  folse  friend  Leon  fa^e 

C/uri.  'Tishe. 

AiaiJ'.  Where?  where? 

Ciari.  He  is  not  come  yet. 

Mai/.  Tis  well  for  him,  ^ 

I  am  so  full  of  wrath. 


Ciari,  Or  fear. — ^This  Leon,  [ly, 

Howe'er  my  kinsman,  hath  abus'd  you  gross- 
And  this  night  vows  to  take  me  hence  per- 
force. 
And  marry  me  to  another :  Twas  for  this. 
Presuming  on  your  love,  I  did  entrtat  you 
To  put  your  ammur  on,  that  with  more  safety 
You  might  defend  me. 

MaiJ\  And  I'll  do  it  bravely. 

Ciari.  You  must  stand  here  to  beat  him 
off,  and  suflfer 
No  human  thing  to  pass  you,  tho'  it  appear 
In  my  lord's  shape  or  lady's :  Be  not  cozeu'd 
With  a  disguise. 

Muif.  1  have  been  fool'd  already. 
But  now  I'm  wise. 

Ciari,  You  must  swear  not  to  stir  hence. 

Maif.  Upon  these  lips. 

Ciari.  Nor  move  until  I  call  you. 
^  Maif,  I'll  grow  here  ratlier. 

Ciari,  This  night's  task  well  ended, 
I'm  yours  tomorrow.  Keep  sure  guard.  [Exil* 

Maif,  Adieu ! 
My  honeycomb,  how  sweet  thou  art,  did  not 
A  nest  of  hornets  keep  it !  what  impossibilities 
Love  makes  me  undertake !  I  know  myself 
A  natural  coward,  and,  should  Leon  come, 
Tho'  this  were  carmon-proof,  I  should  deliver 
The  wench  before  he  ask'd  her.  I  hear  soms 

footing ! 
'Tis  he  :  Where  shall  I  hide  myself?  that  is 
My  best  defence. 

Enter  Cleander. 

Ck,  I  cannot  sleep ;  strange  visions 
Make  this  poor  life  I  fear'd  of  late  to  lose, 
A  toy  that  1  grow  weary  of. 

Maif,  Tis  Leon. 

Cie,  What's  that? 

Maif,  If  you  are  come,  sir,  for  Clarind:\, 
I'm  glad  I  have  her  for  you ;  I  resign 
My  interest:  You'll  find  her  in  her  chamber ; 
I  did  stay  up  to  tell  you  so. 

Cle.  Clarinda? 
And  Leon?  there  is  something  more  in  this 
Than  I  can  stay  to  ask.  [Exit, 

Maif.  What  a  cold  pickle. 
And  that  none  of  the  sweetest^  do  I  find 
My  poor  self  in  ! 

Cie,  \ycithin.]  Yield,  villain  ! 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon  runnings  Cleander 

Jhilowing, 

Ciari.  Tis  my  lord  ! 
Shift  for  yourself. 

Leon.  His  life  shall  first  make  answer 
For  this  intrusion !  [Kills  Cleander, 

Malf,  I  am  going  away  ! 
I'm  gone  already  !  [  EalU  in  a  swotm^ 

Cle,  Heav'n  take  mercy  on 
My  soul!  too  true-presaging  Host !      [Dies. 

Oktri,  He's  dead. 
And  this  wretch  little  better.     Do  you  start 
Upon  your  handy-work  ? 

Lton.  I  am  amaz'd. 
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Clari  Get  o'er  the  garden-wall;  fly  for 
your  life,  l^^^J' 

But  kave  your  sword  behind ;  enquire  nut 
TU  fashion  somethinu;  out  of  it,  tho*  I  perish, 
Shall  make  way  for  reven^i^e. 
Lei)n.  These  are  the  fruits 
Of  lust,  Clarinda  ! 

Clari.  Hence,  repenting  milk-sop  ! 

[Rrit  Leon. 
Now  'tis  too   late.     Lisander's  sword?  Ay, 
that, 

[Puts  the  sword  in  MalforVs  hand. 
That  is  the  base  I'll  build  on.  So;  Til  raise 
The  house.     Help!  murder!  a  most  horrid 

murder ! 
Monsieur  Beronte !  noble  Dorilaus ! 
All  buried  in  sleep  ?  Ah  me!  a  murder! 
A  most  unheard-of  murder ! 

Enter  Dorilaus,  us  from  bed. 

Dor.  More  lis^hts,  knaves! 
Beronte  !  Alcidon  !  more  lights ! 

lEgkter  Beronte,  Alcidon,  and  Serxantn  with 

lights. 

Clari.  By  this 
I  sec  too  much. 

Dor.  My  son  Clcander  batliing 
In  his  own  i'ore.     The  devil  to  tell  truth 
I*th*  shape  of  an  ho^t ! 

Ber.  My  brother? 

Mu'f.  I  have  been 
Tth'  other  world,  in  hell  I  think,  these  dc\'ils 
With  fire-brands  in   their  paws  sent  to  tor-' 
meut  me  [pose 

(Tho*  I  ne  er  did  the  deed;  for  ray  lewd  pur- 
To  be  a  wboremaster. 
'Dor.  Who's  that?  ' 

Ale.  Tis  one 
In  armour.     A  bloody  sword  in*s  hand. 

Dor.  Sans  question, 
The  murderer. 

Ma/f.  Who?  I?  you  do  me  wrong  : 
I  never  had  the  heart  to  kill  a  chicken; 
Nor  do  1  know  this  bword. 

Ali\  I  do,  too  well. 

Ber.  l\c  seen  Lisandcr  wear  it. 

Clari.  This  confirms 
"What  ycstcr-nighc  I  whispered :  Let  it  work  ; 
Tiiecn-iumstauce  may  make  it  good. 

'  Mulf.  My  lord? 
And  I  liis  murderer? 

Ber,  L)ra;z  the  villain  hence !  [him. 

The  rack  shall  force  a  free  confession  from 

.Mulf.  I  am  struck  dundi;  you  need  not  stop 
my  mouth. 

Btr.  Away  with  hin» !    [iVIu//*.  curried  off.^ 

Enter  Caiistti  and  Olinda. 

Cul.  Where  is  my  lord  ? 

Dor.  All  that  [j^c^ 

Remains  of  him  lies  there.  Look  on  this  ob- 
AikI  then  turn  marble. 

Cal.  I  am  so  already, 
Ma^ltt  fit  to  ii9  htk  monument :  Bci^wl.  ere  fore 


Do  you,  that  have  both  life  and  motion  left 

you. 
Stand  sad  spectators  of  his  death,  and  not 
Bring  forth  his  murderer? 

Ber,  That  lies  in  you  : 
Yon  must,  and  shall  produce  hinu 

Dor.  She,  Beronte  ? 

Ber.  None  else. 

Dur.  Thou  lic'^t !  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  head^    * 
Or  write  it  on  thy  heart. 

Ale.  Forbear  !*  there  is 
Too  much  blooil  shed  already. 

Ber.  IiCt  not  c holer 
Stille  your  judgment!  Many  an  lionest  father 
Hath  got  a  wicked  daughter.  If  I  prove  not, 
With  evident  proofs,  her  hand  was  in  tha 

blood 

Of  my  dear  brother,  (too  good  a  husband 

for  her)  [^ward. 

Give  your  revenge  the  reins,  and  spur  it  for- 

Dor.  In  any  circumstance  but  shew  her 

I'll  strike  the  first  stroke  at  her. 

Ber.  Let  me  ask 
A  question  calmly  :  Do  you  know  this  sword? 
Have  you  not  seen  Lisander  often  wear  it  ? 

Dor.  The  same  with  which  he  rescued  me, 

Cul.  I  do: 
What  inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty? 

Ber.  Was  he  not  with  you  in  the  house 
to-night  ? 

Cal.  No,  on  my  soul ! 

BtT.  Nor  ever  heretofore  [nest, 

In  private  with  you,  when  you  feign*d  a  sick- 
To  keep  your  husband  absent? 

Cat.  Never,  sir, 
To  a  dishonest  end 

Ber.  Was  not  this  woman 
Your  instruu^.ent?  Her  silence  doe^  confess  it. 
Here  lies  Clcander  dead,- and  here  the  sword 
Of  false  Lisander,  too  long  cover'd  with 
A  mask  of  seeming  truth. 

Dor.  And  is  this  all 
The  proof  you  can  allec'j^e?  Lisnnder  guilty, 
Or  my  poor  dauj^hter  an  adulteress  ? 
Suppose  that  she  had  changVl  discourse  with 
To  whom  she  ow*d  much  more?  [one 

Cul.  Thon  hast  thy  ends, 
Wicked  Clarinda !  [5Ac  falls. 

0/in.  Help  !  the  lady  sinks; 
Malice  hath  kill'd  her. 

Dor.  I  would  have  her  live,  [time 

Since  I  dare  swear  she's  innocent.    '  f  is  no 
Or  place  to  argue  now  ;  this  cause  must  be 
Decided  by  the  judge  ;  and,  tho*  a  father, 
I  wdl  deliver  her  into  the  hands 
Of  justice:  If  she  prove  true  gold  when  tried, 
She's  mine;  if  not,  with  curses  1*11  disclaim 

her. 
Take  up  your  part  of  sorrow;  mine  shall  b# 
lieady  CO  answer  with  her  life  the  fact 
That  she  is  charg'd  with. 

Ber.  Sir,  I  lt)ok  upon  you 
As  on  a  father. 
2)(;/*.  With  the  eyes  of  sorrow. 
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I  see  you  as  a  brother^.  Let  your  witnesses 
Be  ready. 

Ber.  Tis  my  care. 

Ale.  I  am  tor  Lidian : 
This  accident,  no  doubt,  will  draw  him  from 
His  hcrtuifs  life. 

Clari.  Things  yet  go  right ;  persist,  sir. 

[Kxeunt, 

Enter  Lisander  and  Lancelot, 

Us,  Are  the  horses  dead  ? 

Lan.  Out-right.     If  you  ride  at  this  rate, 
You  must  resolve  to  kill  your  two  a-day. 
And  that's  a  hir^e  proportion. 

Lis.  Will  you  please, 
At  any  pi'ice,   and  speedily,    to  get  fresh 

ones  ? 
You  know  my  danger,  and  the  penalty 
That  follows  it,  should  I  he  apprehended : 
Your  duty  in  obeying  my  commands 
Will  in  a  better  language  speak  your  service. 
Than  your  unnecessary  and  untimely  care 
Of  ray  expence. 

Lau.  Vm  gone,  sir.  [Exit. 

Lis.  In  this  tliicket 
I  will  expect  you.— Here  yet  I  have  leisure 
To  call  myself  unto  a  strict  account 
For  my  pass'd  life,  how  vainly  spent !  I  would 
I  stood  no  further  guilty  !  but  I  have 
A  heavier  reckoning  to  make  !  '  This  hand, 
Of  late  as  white  as  innocence,  and  unspotted, 
Now  wears  a  purple  colour,  died  in  gore ; 
My  soul  of  the  same  tincture !    Purblind 


passion, 


[desp 


air. 


With  flattVing  hopes,  would  keep  me  from 
Pleading  I  was  provok'd  to't ;  but  my  reason. 
Breaking  such  thin  and  weak  defences,  tells 

me, 
IVe  done  a  double  murder;  and  for  what? 
Was  it  in  service  of  the  kint;  ?  his  edicts 
Command  the  contrary  :  Or  for  my  country  ? 
Iler  genius,  like  a  mourning  mother, answers. 
In  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes  she  hatli  lost 
Two  hopeful  sons,  that  might  have  done  their 
.    parts  [then? 

To  guard  her  from  invasion.   For  what  cause 
To  keep  th'  opinion  of  my  valour  upright 
r  th'  popular  breath;  a  sandy  ground   to 

build  on ! 
Bought  with  the  king's  displeasure,  as  the 

breach  [forts. 

Of  Heav'u*sdvcrees,  the  lossof  ray  true  com- 
In  parents,  kinsmen,  t'rienda;  as  tiie  fruition 
Of  all  that  1  was  born  to,  and  that  sits 
Like  to  a  hill  of  lead  here.     In  my  exile, 
(Never  to  be  repcal'd,  if  1  escape  so) 
I  have  cut  off  all  hopes  ever  to  look  on 


Enter  lidiany  like  a  hermit. 

Divine  Calista;  from  her  sight  and  converse 
For  ever  banish'd ! 

Lid.  I  should  know  this  voice. 
His  naming  too  my  sister,  whom  Lisander 
Honour*d,  but  in  a  noble  way,  assures  m.% 
That  it  can  be  no  other :  I  stand  bound 
To  comfort  any  man  I  find  distressed  ; 
But  to  aid  him  that  sav'd  iiiy  life,  religion 
And  thankfulness  command  !  and  it  may  be 
High  Providence  for  this  good   cud  hath 

brought  him 
Into  my  solitary  walk. — Lisander ! 
Noble  Lisander ! 

Lis.  Whatsoe'er  thou  art. 
That  honourable  attribute  thou  giv'st  me, 
I  can  pretend  no  right  to.  Come  not  near  me; 
I  am  infectious;  the  sanctity 
Of  thy  profession  (for  thou  appcar'st 
A  rev'rend  hermit)  if  thou  fly  not  from  me. 
As  from  the  plague  or  leprosy,  can't    keep 
From  being  polluted.  [thee 

JSid.  With  good  counsel,  sir. 
And  holy  prayers  to  boot,  I  may  cure  you, 
Tho*  both  ways  so  infected.  You  look  wildly, 
(Peace  to  your  conscience !)  sir,  and  stare 

upon  me. 
As  if  you  n^ver  saw  me:  Hath  my  habit 
Alt^r*d  uiy  face  so  much,  that  yet  you  know 

not 
Your  servant  Lidian  ? 

Ias.  I  am  amaz*d ! 
So  young,  and  so  religious? 

Lid.  I  purpose  [world 

(Heav'n  make  me  thankful  for't)  to  leave  the 
IVe  made  some  trial  of  my  strengtlis  in  this 
My  solitary  life ;  and  yet  I  find  not 
A  faintness  to  go  on. 

Ias.  Abo^e  belief ! 
Do  you  inhabit  here? 

Lid.  Mine  own  free  choice,  sir : 
I  live  hercrpoorly,  but  contentedly, 
Because  I  find  enough  to  feed  iny  fortunes; 
Indeed  too  much :  These  wild  tields  ai*e  my 

gardens. 
The  crystal  rivers  they  afford  their  waters. 
And  grudge  not  their  sweet  streams  to  quencb 

afflictions; 
The  hollow   rocks  their  beds,  which,   tho' 

they're  hard, 
(The  emblems  of  a  doting  lover's  fortune) 
Yet  they  are  quiet;  and  the  weary  slumber* 
The  eyes  catch  there,  softer  than  beds  of 

down,  friend  ; 
The  birds  my  bell  to  call  me  to  devotions; 
My  book  the  story  of  my  wandVing  life. 


•'  I  see  you  as  a  brother.]  i.  c.  as  a  partaker  in  sorrow,  if  the  place  is  right :  Otlierwise, 
U>  make  an  antithesis,  it  ought  to  be, 

*  I  see  you  as  a  son  ;* 
Beronte  having  before  led  the  way  by  saying, 

*  1  look  upon  you  as  afather.'        Sympson. 

Admirable  explanation! —Mr.  bympsou  must  have  forgot  that  Beronte  was  the  brother 
•f  Cleander ;  and  it  is  not  clear  that  he  remembered  Dorilaus  was  Calista's^c/^Aer, 
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Tn  which  I  find  more  hours  due  to  repentance 
Than  time  hath  told  me  yet. 
Lis,  Answer  me  truly. 
lUd,  I  will  do  that  without  a  conjuration. 
Lit.  Y  tK  depth  of  meditation,  do  you  not 
Sometimes  think  of  Olinda  ? 

Lid.  1  endeavour  • 
To  raie  her  from  my  memory,  as  I  wish 
You  would  do  the  whole  sex ;  for  know,  Li- 
Sander,  [der, 

The  greatest  curse  brave  man  can  labour  un- 
Is  the  strong  witchcraft  of  a  woman's  eyes. 
Where  I  find  men,  I  preach  this  doctrine  to 
'em :  [mistress. 

As  youVe  a  scholar,  knowlediie  make  your 
The  hidden  *'  beauties  of  the  iieav'ns  your 

study ; 
There  shall  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  faith, 
And  for  your  eye  inimitable  objects  ; 
As  you're   a  professed  soldier,  court  your 
honour ;  [tress  I 

Tho'  she  be  stern,  she's  honest,  a  brave  mis- 
The  jtreater  danger  you  oppose  to  win  her. 
She  shews  tlie  sweeter,  and  rewards  the  no- 
bler; 
Woman's  best  loves  to  hers  mere  shadows  be, 
For  after  deatli  she  weds  your  memory. 
Tliese  are  my  contemplations. 

Lis,  Heav'nly  ones; 
And  in  a  young  man  more  remarkable. 
But  wherefore  do  I  enw,  and  not  tread  in 
This  blessed  track  ?  Here's  in  the  heart  no 

falshood   ■ 
To  a  vow'd  friend,  no  quarrels  seconded 
With  challenges,  wjiicb,  answer'd  in  defence 
Of  the  word  reputation,  murder  follows. 
A  man  may  here  repent  his  sins,  and  tho' 
His  hand  like  mine  be  stain'd  in  blood,  it  may 
be  [off; 

With  penitence  and  true  contrition  wash'd 
You've  prov'd  it,  Lidian  ? 

Lid.  And  you'll  find  it  true, 
If  you  persevere. 

IAS.  Here  then  ends  my  flight. 
And  here  the  fury  of  the  king  shall  find  me 
Prcpar'd  for  Heav'n,  if  I  am  mark*d  to  die 
For  that  I  truly  grieve  for. 

Enter  Friar,  and  Clarange  in  afriar'shahit. 

Friar.  Keep  yourself 
Conceafd ;  I  am  instructed. 

Clara.  How  the  sight 
Of  my  dear  friend  confirms  roe ! 

Lis.  What  are  these? 

Ud.  Two  reverend  friars ;  one  I  know. 

Friar.  To  you 
This  joumev  is  devoted. 

Lid.  Welcome,  father!  [grounded. 

Friar.  I   know   your  resolution  so  well 
And  your  adieu  unto  the  world  so  constant. 
That  tho'  I  am  the  unwilling  messenger 
Of  a  strange  accident  to  try  your  temper, 


It  cannot  shake  you.  You  had  once  a  friend^ 
A  noble  friend,  Clarang^. 

Lid.  And  have  still, 
r  hope,  good  father. 

JFVwr.  Your  false  hopes  deceive  you; 
He's  dead. 

IJs.  Clarano;^  dead  ? 

Friar.  I  buried  him.  [lore. 

Some  !»aid  he  died  of  melancholy,  some  of 
And  of  that  fondness  perish'd. 

Lid.  Oh,  Clarange! 

Clara.  Hast  thou  so  much  brave  natar^ 
noble  Lidian, 
So  tenderly  to  love  thy  rival's  memory? 
The  bold  Lisander  weeps  too. 

Friar.  I  expected 
That  you  would  bear  this  better. 

Lid.  I'm  a  man,  sir. 
And,  my  great  loss  weigh'd  duly— 

Friar.  His  last  words  w^re. 
After  confession,  *  Live  long,  dear  Lid iafl, 
*  Posscss'd  of  all  thy  wishes ! '    And  of  me 
He  did  desire,  bathing  my  hand  withtears^ 
That  with  my   best  care  I  should  seek  and 
find  you,  [you. 

And  from  his  dying  mouth  prevail  so  with 
Tliat  you  a  while  should  leave  your  bermit*9 

strictness, 
And  on  his  monument  pay  a  tear  or  two. 
To  witness  liow  you  lov'd  him. 

Lid.  Oh,  my  heart!  [not 

To  witness  how  I  lov'd  him  ?  'Would  he  had 
Led  me  unto  his  grave,  but  sacrificed 
His  sorrows  upon  mine.    He  was  my  friend, 
M^  noble  friend ;  I  will  bewail  his  ashes. 
His  fortunes  and  poor  mine  were  born  to- 
gether, [him. 
And  I  will  weep  'cm  both:  I  will  kneel  by 
And  on  his  hallo w'd  earth  do  my  last  duties 
I'll  gather  all  the  pride  of  spring  to  deck  him ; 
Woodbines  shall  grow  upon  hishonour'dgrave. 
And,  as  they  prosper,    clasp  to  shew  our 

friendship. 
And,  when  they  wither,  1*11  die  too, 

Clara.  Who  would  not 
Desire  to  die,  to  be  bewail'd  thus  nobly  ? 

Friar.  There  is  a  legacy  he  hath  bequeath'^ 
you; 
But  of  what  value  I  must  not  discover. 
Until  those  rites  and  pious  ceremonies 
Are  duly  tender'd. 

Lid.  I'm  too  full  of  sorrow 
To  be  inquisitive. 

Lis.  To  think  of  his, 
I  do  forget  mine  own  woes. 

Enter  Alcidon. 
Ale.  Graze  thy  fill,  now 
Th'  hast  done  thy  business.    Ha!  who  have 

we  here  ? 
Lisander }  Lidian  f  and  two  rev'rend  friars  ? 
I  What  a  strange  scene  of  sorrow  is  express'd 


•*  The  hidden  beautia.]  Hidden^  %.  e,  unobserved  before.        Sjmpson. 
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In  different  postures,  in  tbeir  looks  and  sta- 
tion ! 
A  common  painter  eying  these,  to  help 
His  dull  invention,  might  draw  to  the  life 
The  living  suns  of  Priam,  as  they  stood 
On  the  pale  walls  of  Troy,  when  Hector  fell 
Under  Achilles*  spear.     I  come  too  late ; 
My  horse,  tho*  good  and  strong,  uiov'd  like 

a  tortoise: 
111  news  had  wings,  and  hath  got  here  be- 
fore me. 
All  Pythagoreans?  not  a  word'^? 

Lid.  Oh,  Alcidon! 
Deep  rivers  with  soft  murmurs  glide  along, 
The  shallow  roar.    Clarang^ ! 

Us.  Cloridon  ! 
Chrysanthes  !  Spare  my  grief,  and  apprehend 
>Vhat  I  should  speak. 

Ale.  Their  fates  I  have  long  since 
For  vour  sake  mourn *d:  Ciarangb*s  death 
(for  so  [not . 

Your  silence  doth  confirm)  till  now  I  heard 
Are  these  tlie  bounds  that  are  prescribed  untu 
The  swelling  seas  of  sorrow  ? 

Xi*.  The  bounds,  Alcidon  3®?  [tcrs, 

Can  all  the  winds  of  mischief  from  all  quar- 
Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volgu,  Po, 
Paying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  ocean, 
Make  it  swell  higher?  I^m  a  murderer. 
Banish 'd  proscribed :  Is  there  aught  else  that 
Be  odded  to  it?  [can 

Lid.  I  have  lost  a  friend, 
Priz*d  dearer  than  my  being,  and  he  dead, 
M V  miseries  >'  at  the  neight  contemn  the  worst 
Of  Fortune's  malice. 

Ale.  How  our  human  weakness,  fus 

Grown  desperate  from  small  disasters,  makes 
Imagine  them  a  period  to  our  sorrows. 
When  the  first  syllable  of  greater  woes 
Is  not  yet  written  ! 

Lid.  How? 

Lis.  Speak  it  at  large:  [tious 

Since  grief  mu?t  break  my  heart,  I  am  anibi- 
It  should  be  exquisite. 

Ale.  It  must  be  told ; 
Yet,'  ere  you  hear  it,  with  all  care  put  on 
The  surest  armour,  anviird  in  the  shop 


Of  passive  Fortitude.    The  good  Cleander, 
Your  friend,  is  raurder*d. 

Lis,  Tis  a  terrible  pang, 
And  yet  it  will  not  do;  I  live  yet.     Act  not 
The  torturer's  part ;  if  that  there  be  a  blow 
Beyond  this,  give  it,  and  at  once  dispatck 
■.  me. 

Ale,  Your  sword,  dyed  in  his  heart-blood, 
was  found  near  him ; 
Your  private  conference  at  midnight  urg'd 
With  fair  Calista;  which  by  her,  whose  pure 

truth 
Would  never  learn  to  tell  a  lie,  being  granted, 
She  by  enm«»'d  Ijeronte  is  acr.us'd 
Qf  murder  and  adultery,  and  you 
(However  I  dare  swear  it  false j  concluded 
Her  principal  agent. 

Lid.  Wave  upon  wave  rolls  o'er  me  ! 
My  sister !  my  dear  sister ! 

Clara.  Hold,  preat  heart ! 

Friar.  Tear  open  his  doublet. 

Lis.  Is  this  wound  too  narrow 
For  my  life  to  get  out  at?  Brnig  me  to 
A  cannon  loaded,  and  some  pitying  friend 
Give  fire  unto  it,  while  I  nail  riiy  breast 
Unto  his  thundVing  mouth,  that  m  the  instant 
I  may  be  piece-peal  torn,  and  blown  so  far 
As  not  one  joint  of  my  dismembered  limbs 
May  ever  be,  by  search  of  man,  found  out. 
Cleander!  Yet  why  name  I  him?  However  . 
His  fall  dcscrvjd  an  earthquake,  if  compar'd 
With  what  true  honour  in  Calista  sutlers, 
Is  of  no  moment.  My  good  augel,  keep  me 
^From  blasphemy,  and  strike  me  dumb,  be- 
fore, 
V  tir  ajiony  of  my  spirit,  I  do  accuse 
The  pow'rs  above,  for  their  unjust  permission 
Of  virtue,  innocent  virtue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  least  vicious  mark ! 

Clara.  I  never  saw 
A  man  so  far  transported. 

Ale.  Give  it  way ; 
'Tis  now  no  time  to  stop  it. 

Enter  Lancelot. 

Ijin.  Sir,  I've  bought 
Fresh  horses ;  and,  as  you  respect  your  life, 


«  All  Pytliagoreatis  9  not  a  word  i]  Alluding  to  the  five  years'  silence  enj<.'ined  by  Pytha- 
goras to  his  disciples,  before  they  were  admitted  to  his  conversation,  or,  as  some  say,  even 
to  the  sight  of  him.        R. 

The^ame  expression  occurs  in  Ben  Jonson's  Silent  Woman,  on  the  entrance  of  Trucwit 
to  Morose :  *  Fishes?  Pythof!,oreunsf'  alluding  to  their  muteness  and  taciturnity, 

v> The  hounds,  Alcicion  Y  ' 

Can  all  the  winds  of' mischief [fnrnt  all  quarters, 
Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  to, 

Tailing  at  onee  their  tribute  to  this  ocean.]  Mr.  Seward  wishes  to  rcni}  foods  for  ninds; 
which  Mr.Sympson  does  not  agree  to,  but  puts  the  two  last  lines  in  a  parenthesis.  We  think 
the  pas^gc  requires  no  assistlmce,  and  that  the  simple  sense  is,  *  neither  winds  nor  uulcrs 
can  add  lo  this  sea  of  calamity.' 

5*  My  misery's  at  the  height  contemn,  &c.J  So  first  folio.  Second  reads,  miseries.  Octave 
1750, 

and  he  dead, 


My  misery  at  th'  height,  contemn  the  worst,'  &c. 
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Speedily  back  'em ;  the  archers  of  the  king's 

guard 
Arc  every  where  in  quest  of  you. 

Us,  My  life?  [Strikes  Lancelot, 

Perish  alfsnch  with  thee  that  wish  it  longer ! 
Let  it  but  clear  Calista's  innocence, 
And  Nestor*&  age  to  mine  was  youth.  1*11  fly 
To  meet  the  ra^e  of  my  incensed  king, 
And  wish  his  favourite's  ghost  appeared  in 

flames, 
To  urge  him  to  revenge.  Let  all  the  tortures 
That  tyranny  e'er  found  out  circle  me, 
Provided  Justice  set  Calisia  free ! 


Ale.  Ill  follow  him. 

[Exeunt  Lis.  Ak*  and  Lau, 

Lid.  I'm  rooted  here. 

Friar.  Remember  [dan^n^ 

Your  dear  friend's  last  request,  your  sister's 
With  th'  aids  that  you  may  lend  her. 

Lid.  'Pray  you  support  me^ 
My  legs  deny  their  oifice. 

CLiru.  I  grow  still 
Further  engag'd  unto  his  matchless  virtues; 
And  T  am  dead  indeed,  until  I  pay 
ihe  debt  I  owe  him  in  a  noble  way. 

\Ex€unU 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  DoriUius  and  Servant* 

Dor.  'T'lIOU  hast  him  Mife  ?  [him  t 

"     Serv.  As  fuj^t  a?  locks  can  make 

He  must  break  lino*  three  doors,  and  cut  the 

throats 
Of  ten  tall  fellojvs,  if  that  he  escape  us. 
Bei»ide8,  as  far  as  I  can  apprehend, 
He  hath  no  such  iiitcntioi)3«,  for  his  looks 
Are  full  of  penitence. 

Dor.  Trust  not  a  knave's  looks ; 
They're  like  a  whore's  oaths.     How  does  my 

r>or  (laughter 
her  restraint? 
Serv.  With  such  a  resolution 
As  well  becomes  your  lordship's  child. 

[Knock  within. 
Dor.  Who's  that? 

^  Enter  Jj'murt, 

Si^rv.  Monsieur  Lemurc. 

Dur.  Tliis  is  a  speciul  fjivour. 
And  may  stand  sui  Lxampio  in  the  court 
I'or  courtesy:  It  is  tlie  cliont's  duty 
'Jo  wait  upon  his  prttrfiii ;  you  prevent  me, 
That  am  your  humble  suitor. 

JjCin.  M  V  near  place 
About  the  ting,  ttio'  it  swell  others,  cannot 
Make  me  forget  your  worth  and  age,  which 
may  [sorry 

Challenge  much  more  respect:  And  1  am 
That  my  endeavours  for  you  have  not  met 

with 
The  good  success  I  wi'-h'd;  Imov'd  the  king 
With  ray  best  advantage,   both  of  time  and 
I'  tir  favour  of  your  daughter.  [place. 

Dor.  How  d*  you  find 
His  majesty  aft'ectcd  ? 

Lem    Not  to  he 
Sway'd  from  ilic  rigour  of  the  law ;  yet  so  far 
Thf?  rarity  o'  ili*  caii^e  hath  won  upon  him, 
That  he  resolves  to  have  iu  his  own  person 
The  beariug  oft ;  her  trial  will  be  noble. 


And  ta  my  utmost  stt*ength,  where  1  may 

s*rve  her, 
My  aids  shall  not  be  wanting. 
Dor.  I'm  your  servant. 
Lan.  One  word  nioret    If  you  lore  JJ^ 

Sander's  life. 
Advise  him,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep 
Out  of  the  way ;  if  he  be  apprehended, 
I1)is  city  caiuiot  ransom  him.    So,  good  moi^ 

row!  [Exit. 

Dor.  All  happiness  attend  you !  Go  thy 

ways ;  [sake. 

Thou  hast  a  clear  and  noble  soul.     For  thy 
I'll  hold  that  man  mine  enemy,  wjio  daret 

mutter  [moves. 

The  court  is  not  the  sphere  whet-e  Virtut 
Humanity  and  Nobleness  waiting  on  her. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Two  gentlemen  (but  what  they  ar# 
I  know  not, 
Thf-ir  faces  are  so  muffled)  press  to  see  yoU) 
And  vvi'.l  not  be  denied. 

Dur.  Whate'er  they  are, 
I  am  too  old  to  fear. 

ISero.  They  need  no  usher; 
They  make  their  own  way. 

Enter  Lisander  and  Alcidon: 
Dor.  Take  you  yours. — JJsander! 

fL'r</  Servants 
My  joy  to  see  you,  and  my  sorrow  for 
The  danjyer  you  arc  in,  contend  so  here, 
(Tho'  ditferenl  passions,  nay,  oppos'd  in  na* 
1  know  not  which  to  entertain.  [ture) 

Lis.  Your  hate  [tic« 

Should  win  the  victtn-y  from  both  ;  With  jus- 
You  may  look  on  me  as  a  homicide, 
A  man  whose  life  is  forfeited  to  th'  law; 
But  if,  howe'er  I  stand  arcus'd,  in  thought 
I  sinn'd  uyainst  ('Icander's  life,  Or  live 
Guilty  of  the  dishonour  of  your  daughter, 
May  all  the  miseries  that  can  fall  on  luaa 
Here,  or  hereafter,  circle  me  I 


s*  No  such  invention.]  Mr.  Seward  •oncurred  with  me  in  the  present  alteration.  Synws9n» 
Vol.  IL  «  N 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


Dor,  To  me 
This  protestation's  useless ;  I  embrace  you, 
As  the  preserver  of  my  life,  the  man 
To  whom  my  son  owes  his;  with  life,  his 

honour : 
And  howsoever  your  afiection 
To  my  unhappy  daughter,  tho'  it  were 
(For  I  have  sifted  her)  in  a  noble  way, 
Hath  printed  some  taint  on  her  fame,  and 

brought 
Her  life  in  question ;  yet  I  would  not  purchase 
The  wish'd  recovery  of  her  reputation. 
With  strong  assurance  of  her  innocence 
Before  the  king  her  judge,  with  certain  loss 
Of  my  Lisander,  for  whose  lifeM,  if  found, 
There's  no  redemption :  My  excess  of  love 
(Tho'  to  enjoy  you  one  short  day  would 

lengthen 
My  life  a  dozen  years)  boldly  commands  me, 
Upon  my  knees,  which  yet  were  never  bent 
But  to  the  king  and  Heaven,  to  entreat  you 
To  fly  hence  with  all  possible  speed,  and  leave 
Calista  to  her  fortune. 

Xft.  Oh,  bless*d  saints ! 
Forsake  her  in  affliction  ?  Can  you 
Be  so  unnatural  to  your  own  blood. 
To  one  so  well  deserving,  as  to  value 
My  safety  before  hers  ?  Shall  innocence 
In  her  be  branded,  and  my  guilt  escape 
Unpunish'd?  Does  she  suffor^o  much  for  me, 
For  me  unworthy*  and  shall  I  decline 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment, 
/  The  course  of  justice,  to  draw  out  a  life? 
A  life?  I  stile  it  false,  a  living  death. 
Which  being  uncompelKd  laid  down,  will 

clear  her, 
And  write  her  name  anew  in  the  fair  legend 
Of  the  best  women.  Seek  not  to  dissuade 
I  will  not,  like  a  careless  poet,  spoil  fme  ! 
The  last  act  of  my  play,  'till  now  applauded. 
By  giving  the  world  just  cause  to  say  I  fear*d 
Death,  more  than  loss  of  honour. 

jDot.  But  suppose 
Heav'n  hath  designed  some  other  saving  means 
For  her  deliv*rance  ? 

Lis.  Other  means?  That  is 
A  mischief  above  all  I  have  groan'd  under  : 
Shall  any  other  pay  my  debt,  while  I 
Write  myself  bankrupt  ?  or  Calista  owe 
The  least  beholdingncss  for  that  which  she, 
On  all  the  bonds  of  gratitude  I've  seal'd  to, 
May  challenge  from  me  to  be  freely  tendered  ? 
Avert  it,  mercy !  I'll  go  to  my  grave 
Without  the  curses  of  my  creditors; 
I'll  vindicate  her  fair  name,  and  so  cancel 
My  obligation  to  her :  To  the  king. 
To  whom  I  stand  accountable  for  the  loss      | 


Of  two  of  his  lov'd  subjects'  lives,  I'll  offer 

Mine  own  in  satisfaction ;  to  Heav*n 

I'll  pay  my  true  repentance;  to  the  times 

Present,  and  future,  I'll  be  register'd 

A  memorable  precedent  to  admonish 

Others,  however  valiant,  not  to  trust 

To  their  abilities  to  dare  and  do ; 

And  much  less  for  the  airy  words  of  honoafy 

And  false-stamp'd  reputation,  -to  shake  off 

The  chains  of  their  religion  and  allegiance. 

The  principal  means  appointed  to  prefer 

Societies  and  kingdoms  3-*.  [Exit, 

Dor.  Let's  not  leave  him ; 
His  mind*s  much  troubled. 

Ale.  Were  your  daughter  free, 
(Since  from  her  dangers  his  distraction  rises) 
ilis  cause  is  not  so  desperate  for  the  slaughter 
Of  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthet,  but  it  roav 
Find  pa«vgc  to  the  mercy  of  the  king,  [him 
The  motives  urg'd  in  his  defence,  that  forc'd 
To  act  that  bloody  scene. 

Dor.  Heav*n  can  send  aids. 
When  they  are  least  expected.  Let  us  walk  : 
The  hour  of  trial  draws  near. 

Ale.  May  it  end  well !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Olinda  and  Udian. 

Olin.  That  for  my  love  you  should  turn 
hermit,  Lidian, 
As  much  amazes  me  as  your  report 
Ciarano^'s  dead. 

Lid.  He  is  so,  and  all  comforts    [buried  ; 
My  youth  can  hope  for,  madam,  with  him 
Nor  had  I  ever  left  my  cell,  but  that 
He  did  enjoin  me  at  his  death  to  shed 
Some  tears  of  friendship  on  his  monument; 
And  those  last  rites  perforra'd,  he  did  be- 
queath you, 
As  the  best  legacy  a  friend  could  give. 
Or  I  indeed  could  wish,  to  my  embraces. 

Olin.  Tis  still  more  strange;  is  tliere  no 
foul  play  in  it? 
I  must  confess  I  am  not  sorry,  sir. 
For  your  fair  fortune  ;  yet  'tis  fit  I  grieve 
The  most  untimely  death  of  such  a  gentleman; 
He  was  my  worthy  servant. 

Lid.  And  for  this 
Acknowledgment,  if  T  could  prize  you  at 
A  higher  rate,  I  should;  he  was  my  friend. 
My  dearest  friend. 

Oli7t.  But  how  should  I  be  assur'd,  sir, 
(For  slow  belief  is  the  best  friend  of  truth) 
Of  this  gentleman's  death  ?  If  I  should  credit 
And  afterward  it  fall  out  contrary,  [it. 

How  am  I  sham'd !  how  is  your  virtue  tainted ! 

Lid.  There  is  a  friar  that  came  along  with 
His  business,  to  deliver  you  a  letter        [niey 


.«  For  whole  Ufe,  if  found.]  Whose  h  the  right  reading,  the  other  a  manifest  error  of  the 
press.        Synipson. 

Both  folios  read  WHOSE ! ! ! 

M  . appointed  to  prefer 

Societies,  &c.]  The  Editors  of  1750  think  it  probable  we  should  rend  preserve  instead 
q( prefer.  We  do  not  conceive  any  variation  necessary,  prefer  meaning  promote  the  i>#- 
ierett  and  welfare  of  societies  and  kingdoms. 


Ik 
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From  dead  Clanuig^:  You   shall  bear  his 

testimony. 
Father!  ray  reverend  father !  Look  upon  him; 
Such  holy  men  are  authors  of  no  fables. 

Enter  Clarange  and  Friar, 

Olin,  They  sliould  not  be ;  their  lives  and 
their  opinions, 
Like  brightest  purest  flames,  should  still  bum 

upwards. 
To  me,  s.r  ?  [Clarange  fielivcrt  a  letter, 

Clara,  If  you  are  the  fair  Oiinda. 
JFVkir.  I  Jo  not  like  these  cross  points. 
Clara,  Give  nie  leave; 
Vm  nearest  to  myself:  What  I  have  plotted 
Shall  be  pursued ;  you  must  nut-over-rule  nie. 
Olin,  D'you  put  the  first  hand   to  your 
own  undoing  ? 
Play  to  betray  your  game?  Mark  but  this 

letter! 
'  Lady,  Vm  come  to  claim  your  noble  promise : 

[Reads. 
*-If  you  be  mistress  of  your  word,  youVe 
mine ; 

*  Fm  last  returned.  Your  riddle  is  dissolved  35, 

*  And  I  attend  your  faith.  Your  humble  ser- 

vant, Clarange.' 
Is  this  the  friar  that  saw  him  dead  ? 

Lid,  Tis  he ; 
Clarangb,  on  my  life!  I  am  defeated! 
Such  reverend  habits  juggle?  my  true  sorrow 
For  a  false  friend,  not  worth  a  tear,  derided? 

Friar."  You  have  abus'd  my  trust. 

Olin,  It  is  not  well. 
Nor  like  a  gentleman. 

Clara,  All  stratagems 
In  love,  and  that  the  sharpest  war,  are  lawful. 
By  your  example,  I  did  cliange  my  habit, 
Caught  you  in  your  own  toil,   and  triumph 

in  it; 
And  what  by  policy's  got,  I  will  maintain 
With  valour  I  No  Lisander  shall  come  in 
Again  to  fetch  you  off. 

LicL  His  honoured  name, 
Pronounc'd  by  such  a  treacherous  tongue,  is 

tain  led. 
Maintain  thy  treason  with  thy  sword?   With 

what 
Contempt  I  hear  it !  in  a  wilderness 
I  durst  encounter  it,  and  would,  but  that 
In  my  retired  hours,  (not  counterfeited 
As  thy  religious  shape  was)  I  iiave  leanrd, 
When  justice  may  dcteroMne,  such  a  cause^ 
And  of  such  weight,  as  this  fair  lady  is. 
Must  not  be  put  to  Fortune.     I  appeal 
Unto  the  king;  and  he  whose  wisdom  knows 
To  do  his  subjects  right  in  their  estates. 
As  graciously  with  judgment  will  determine 
In  points  of  honour. 

Olin,  ril  steer  the  same  course  with  you. 

Clara.  I'll  stand  the  trial. 


Friar,  What  have  you  done?  of  what 
Intend  you  ? 

Clara.  Ask  not;  111  come  off  witli  honour. 

[Exeuntm 

Enter  Beronte,  Clarinda,  Malfart;  a  bar  §et 
forth,  Officers,  « 

Ber.  Be  constant  in  your  proofs:  Should 

you  shrink  back  now. 
Your  life  musi  answer  it;  nor  am  I  safe, 
My  honour  being  engaged  to  make  that  ^ood 
Which  vou  nthrm. 

Clari.  I'm  confident,  so  dearly 
I  honourVl  my  dead  lord,  that  no  respect. 
Or  of  my  lady's  bounties,  (which  were  great 

ones, 
I  must  confess)  nor  of  her  former  life,  [her^ 
(For  while  that  she  was  chaste,  indeed  Ilov'd 
Shall  hinder  me  from  lending  my  assistance 
Unto  your  just  revenge — mine  own  I  mean.— 

[Aside* 
If  Leon  keep  far  off  enough,  all's  secure: 
Lisander  dares  not  come  in ;  modest  blushes 
Parted  with  nie  long  since,  and  impudence, 
Arm'd  with  ray  hate  unto  lier  innocence, 
Shall  be  the  weapon  I  will  fight  with  now. 

Ber.  The  rack 
Being  presented  to  yovi,  you'll  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  yet. 

Mu{f.  Conceal?  I  know  nothing 
But  that  I  shall  be  hang'd,and  that  1  look  for: 
It  is  my  destiny;  I  ever  had 
A  hanging  look ;  and  a  wise  woman  told  me,  V 
Tho*  I  had  not  the  heart  to  do  a  deed 
Worthy  the  halter,  in  my  youth  or  age,        • 
I  should  take  a  turn  with  a  wry  mouth;   and 

now  [ballad 

Tis  come  about.     I  have  penn'd  mine  owq 
Before  my  condemnation,  in  fear 
Some  rhiracr  should  prevent  me. — Here's  mjr 

lady :  [hence, 

'Would  I  were  in  Heaven,  or  a  thousand  miles 
Thutl  might  not  blush  to  look  on  her! 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Calista,  and  Oiinda, 

Dor.  You 
Behold  this  preparation,  and  the  enemies 
Who  are  to  fight  against  your  life ;  yet  if 
You  bring  no  witness  here,  that  may  convince 
you  [hold  up 

Of  breach  of  faith' to  your  lord's  bed,  and 
Unspotted  hands  before  the  king,  this  trial 
You  are  to  undergo  will  but  refine, 
And  not  consume,  your  honour. 

Cal.  Ilow  confirni'd  n 

I  am  here,  whatsoever  fate  falls  on  me, 
You  shall  have  ample  testimony.     'Till  the 

death 
Of  my  dear  lord  (to  whose  sad  memory 
I  pay  a  mourning  widow's  tears)  I  liv*d 
Too  happy  in  my  holiday  trim  of  glory. 


**^Your  riddle  is  Dissolv'd.]  This  confirms,  we  apprehend,  the  conjecture  offered  in  p.  257. 
But  should  not  we  read  here, 

*  ■  your  riddle  is  REsolv'd.' 

SN3 


276 


THE  LOVERS'  PROGRESS. 


[Act  5.  Scene  I, 


And  courted  with  felicity**;  that  drew  on  me, 
With  other  helps  of  nature,  as  of  fortune, 
The  envy,  not  tiic  love,  of  most  that  knew 

me; 
This  made  meto  presame  too  much,  perhaps 
Too  proud ;  but  I  am  humbled :  And  if  now 
J  do  make  it  apparent,  I  can  bear 
Adversity  with  such  a  constant  patience 
As  will  setoff  my  innocence,  I  hope,  sir. 
In  your  declining  age,  when  I  should  live 
A  comfort  to  you,  you  shall  have  no  cause, 
Howe'er  I  stand  accus'd,  to  hold  your  honour 
Shipwrcrk'd  in  such  a  daughter. 

Olin,  Oh,  best  friend  ! 
My  honour's  at  the  stake  too;  for 

Dor.  Be  silent: 
The  king ! 

Enter  King,  LemurCf  and  Attendants, 

Letn.  Sir,  if  you  please  to  look  upon 
The  prisoner,  and  the  many  services 
Her  father  hath  done  for  you— 

King.  We  must  look  on  [holding. 

The  cause,  and  not  the  persons.     Vet  be- 
With  an  impartial  eye,  th*  excelling  beauties 
Of  this  fair  lady,(wFiich  we  did  believe 
•Upon  report,  but  till  now  never  saw  Vm) 
Jt  moves  a  strange  kind  of  compixsbion  in  me. 
Let  us  survey  you  nearer !  She  «  a  book 
To  be  with  care  perus'd ;  nnd  'tismy  wouder, 
If  such  mishaprn  guests  as  Lust  and  Murder, 
At  any  price,  should  ever  6nd  a  lodging 
In  such  a  beauteous  inn !  MistaLe  us  not ; 
Tho*  we  admire  the  outward  structure,  if 
The  rooms  be  foul  within,  expect  no  favour. 
I  were  no  man,  if  I  could  look  on  beauty 
Distressed,  witliout  some  pity ;  but  no  king. 
If  any  superlicial  ^ioss  of  feature  [tice. 

Could  work  uie  to  decline  the  course  ot  jus> 
But  to  the  cause,  Cleander's  death !  what 

proofs 
Can  you  produce  against  her? 

B»'.  lioyal  sir,  [build 

Touching  that  point,  my  brotlier*s  death,  we 
On  suppositions^ 

King.  Suppositions?  how? 
Is  such  a  lady,  sir,  to  be  condemn'd 
On  suppositions? 

Ber.  They're  well-grounded,  sir; 
And  if  we  make  it  evident  she's  guilty  [tery, 
Of  the  first  crime  we  charge  her  with,  Adul* 
Th«it  being  the  parent,  it  may  find  belief 
That  murder  was  the  issue. 

King.  We  allow 
It  may  be  so;  but  that  it  may  be,  must  not 
Infer  a  uocessary  consequence 
I'o  cast  away  a  lady's  life.     What  witnesses 
To  make  this  good  ?' 

Ber.  The  pnncipal,  this  woman, 

^  Courted  mith  felicity.']  The  whole  sense  of  the  passage  calls  manifestly  for  a  change  of, 
*  G>Mr/er/ with  felicity.* 
Ipto  *  i^yorted  with  felicity.*  Si/mpton.  ** 

*  Courted  with  felicity     is  here  used  (rather  licentiously)  for  '  courted  fty  felicity,*  give^ 
very  good  sense,  and  calls  for  no  change. 


For  many  years  her  servant ;  she  hath  take« 
Her  oath  in  court.     Come  forward ! 

King.  By  my  crown, 
A  lying  face ! 

Clari.  I  swore,  sir,  for  the  King ; 
And  if  yon  are  the  party,  as  I  do 
Believe  yon  are,  (for  you  have  a  good  face. 
However  mine  appears)  swearing  for  you,  sir, 
I  ought  to  have  my  oath  pass. 

King.  Impudent  too  ? 
Well,  what  have  you  sworn? 

Clari.  1  hat  this  la>iy  was 
A  goodly  tempting  lady,  as  she  is :       [vant. 
How  thinks  your  majesty?    And  I  her  ser- 
Her  officer,  as  one  would  say.  and  trusted 
With  her  closest  chamber-service ;  that  Li- 

sandcr 
Was  a  fine-timber*d  gentleman,  and  active  ; 
That  he  could  do  fine  gambols 
To  make  a  lady  merry ;  that  this  pair, 
A  very  loving  couple,  mutually 
Affected  one  another :  So  much  for  them,  sir  ? 
That  I,    a   simple   waiting-wuman,  having 

taken 
My  bodily  oath,  the  first  night  of  admittance 
\nXAi  her  ladysliip's  service,  on  her  slippers, 
(That  was  the  book)  to  serve  her  will  in  all 

things. 
And  to  know  no  reliction  but  her  pleasure, 
(Tis  not  yet  out  of  fashioii  with  some  ladies) 
That  1,  as  the  premises  shew,  being  com- 
manded 
To  do  my  function,  in  conveyance  of 
Lisander  to  her  chamber,  (my  lord  absent. 
On  a  pretended  sickness)  did  the  feat, 
(It  cannot  be  denied)  and  at  dead  midnight 
Left  'em  together:  What  tliey  did,  some  here 
Can  easily  imagine.     1  have  said,  sir. 

Ihr.  I'he  devil's  oratrix  ! 

Ki^ig.  Then  you  confess 
You  were  hc-r  bawd  ? 

Clari.  That's  coarse ;  her  agent,  sir. 

King.  So,  goody  Agent !    And  you  think 
there  is 
No  punishment  due  for  your  agcntship  ? 

Clari.  Let  her  suffer  hrst, 
Being  ray  better,  for  adultery. 
And  I'll  endure  the  mulct  impos'd  on  bawds. 
Call  it  by  the  worst  name. 

CaU.  Live  I  to  hear  this? 

King,  Take  her  aside.    Your  answer  t% 
this,  lady. 

Cal.  Heuv'n  grant  me  patience  !    To  be 

thus  confronted 

(Oh,  pardon,  royal  sir,  a  woman's  passion  !) 

Bv  one  (and  this  the  worstof  my  misfortunes) 

That  was  vaj  slave,  but  never  to  such  ends, 

sir. 
Would  give  a  statue  motion  into  fury. 
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Let  ray  past  life,  my  actions,  nay  intentions, 

Be  by  my  grand  accuser  justly  censured, 

(For  her  [  scorn  to  answer)  and  if  tliey 

Yield  any  probabiiity  of  truth 

In  that  she  urges,  then  I  will  confess 

A  ^uilty  cause.    The  people's  voice,  which  is 

The  voice  of  truth,  my  husband's  teoiltTness 

In  his  affection  to  me,  (that,  nodotai^e, 

But  a  reward  of  humbleness)  the  friendship 

Echo'd  thro*  France  between  him  a«J   Li- 

sander,  [sence. 

All  mukc  aij;ainst  her.     For  him  in  his  al)» 
(Whatever  imputation  it  draw  on  me)     [me, 
I  must  take  leave  to^peak :  Tis  true,  helov'd 
But  not  in  such  a  wanton  way ;  his  reason  ^ 
Mastered  his  passions :  I  grant  i  had 
At  midnight  conf  rencc  with  him  ;  but  if  he 
Ever  receiv'd  a  further  favour  from  mc 
Than  what  a  sister  niii;ht  give  to  a  brother. 
May  I  sink  quick !  And  thus  much,  (did  he 

know 
The  shame  I  suffer  for  him,  with  the  loss 
Of  his  life  fur  appearing)  on  my  soul, 
He  would  maintam. 

Enter  TJsander  and  Alcidon, 

Lit.  And  will,  thou  clear  example 
Of  women's  purcncss  I 

King.  Tho'  we  hold  her  such. 
Thou  hast  exprcs&'d  thyself  a  desp'rate  fool, 
lo  thrust  thy  head  into  the  lion's  jaws, 
The  justice  of  thy  kini;. 

Ias.  I  carnc  prcpar'd  for*t, 
And  offer  up  a  guilty  life  to  clear  [to ; 

lier  innocence  :  The  oath  she  took,  I  swear 
And  for  Oleander's  death,  to  purge  myself 
From  any  colour  malice  can  paint  on  me, 
Or  that  she  had  a  hand  in't,  I  can  prove 
That  fatal  nii;ht  when  he  in's  own  house  fell. 
And  M»anv  days  before,  1  was  distant  from  it 
A  long  day's  journey. 

C/c/ri.  (  am  caught.  [A$idc. 

her.  If  so, 
How  came   your  sword  into  this  steward's 
Stand  forth.  [hamU? 

Malf   I  have  heard  nothinjj;  that  you  spake : 
I  know  I  must  die;  and  Hhac  kind  of  death 
'Pray  you  resolve  me;  I  »hall  go  away  else 
In  a  qualm ;  I'm  very  faint. 

Enter  Leon,  ScrvfintSy  and  Guard, 

King.  Carry  him  off; 
His  fear  will  kill  him.         l^fuif.  carried  off. 

Dor,  Sir,  'twas  my  ambition, 
My  daus;hter's  reputation  being  wounded 
I'th'  general  opini(in,  to  have  it 
Cur'd  by  a  public  trial;   I  had  else 
Forborne  your  majesty's  trouble.     I'll  bring 

forth 
Cleander's  murderer ;  in  a  wood  I  heard  him, 
As  I  rode  sadly  by,  inito  himself,  [none. 

With  some  compunction,  tho'  this  devil  had 
Liment  what  he  had  done,  cursing  her  lust 
That  drew  him  to  that  bloody  fact. 

XiCon.  I  o  losses 


The  foulness  of  it,  (for  which  I  know  jostly 
I  am  to  suffer)  and  with  my  last  breath 
To  free  tht^e  iimocents,  I  do  confess  all, 
Thi«  wicked  woman  only  puilty  with  me. 
Chri.  Is'tcomc  to  this?  Thou  puling roi^ae  t 
die  thou  [law^ 

With   prayers  in  thy   mouth  ;  HI  corse  the 
By  which  I  suff(?r!  Ail  I  grieve  for  is, 
Tnat  I  die  uureveng'd. 

J^on.  But  one  w»ird  more,  sir. 
And  I  have  done  :  I  was  by  accident  where 
Libander  met  with  Clorid^m  and  Ciirysanthes, 
Was  an  ear-witness  when  he  sought  for  peacu^ 
Nay,  begg'd  it  upon  colder  terms  than  can 
Almost  iind  credit,  his  pa^t deeds consider'd; 
But  they,  deaf  to  his  reiisons,  sev'rally 
Assaulted  him ;  but  such  %vas  his  good  fortune^ 
That  both  fell  under  it.  Upon  my  death 
I  take  it  uncompell'd,  that  they  were  guilty 
Of  their  own  violent  ends ;  and  he,  against 
His  will,  the  instrument. 

Afr,  This  I  will  swear  too; 
For  I  was  not  far  off. 

Dor.  They  have  allede'd 
As  nnich  to  wake  your  slc^eping  mercy,  sir. 
As  all  the  ailvocates  of  France  can  pkad 
In  his  de.'ence. 

Kiftg.  Tlie  criminal  judge  shall  sentence 
These  to  their  merits.    With  mine  own  huod, 

lady, 
I  take  you  from  the  bar,  and  do  myself 
Pronounce  you  innocent. 

[Leon  and  CUirinda  taken  awatf  guarded. 

All   Ltnig  live  the  King ! 

King.  And,  to  confirm  you  stand  high  in 
otir  favour, 
And  as  some  recompence  for  wlnt  you  have 
With  tao  much  rigour  in  your  trial  ^uffcrd, 
Ask  what  you  pkase,  becoming  lue  to  grant^ 
And  be  possess'd  of 'u 

Col.  Sir,  I  dare  not  doubt 
Your  royal  promise ;  in  a  king  it  is 
A  stro'ig  assurance;  that  eiui>oldcns  me 
Upon  my  humble  knees  to  make  my  boon 
IJsandcr's  pardon  ! 

Dor.  My  good  genius 
Did  prompt  her  to  it. 

Letu.  At  your  fett  thus  prostrate, 
I  second  her  petition. 

Ale.  Never  king 
Pour'd  forth  his  mercy  on  a  worthier  subject. 

her.  To  witness  my  repentance,   tor  the 
wrouij 
In  my  unjust  suspicion  I  did  both, 
I  join  in  the  same  suit. 

Lis.  The  life  you  give. 
Still  ready  to  lay  down  for  your  service. 
Shall  be  ajiamst  your  enemies  employed, 
Not  hazarded  in  brawU. 

All.  Mercy,  rfread  sir!  [reasons 

Kinff,  So  many  pressing  me,  and  with  such 
Moving  compassion,  1  hope  it  will  not 
Be  censur'd  levity  in  me,  tho*  I  l>orrow 
In  this  from  justice,  to  relieve  my  ni(Tcy : 
I  grant  his  pardon  at  yeur  intercession, 
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But  still  on  tliis  couditioo  :  You,  Lisander, 
In  expiation  uF  your  guilt,  shall  build  [dies; 
A  monument  for  my  Cloridon  and  Clirysan- 
And  never  heucetorth  draw  a  sword,  but  when 
Bv  us  you  are  commanded,  in  defence  of 
Tne  Flowei^de-Luce ;  and,  after  one  year's 
sorrow  [fate. 

For  your  dear  friend  Oleander's  wretched 
Marry  Calista. 

Enter  Lidian. 

Lis.  On  your  siicred  hand, 
I  TOW  to  do  it  seriously. 

Lid.  Great  sir,  stay  ! 
Leave  not  your  seat  of  justice,  'till  you  have 
Giv'n  sei.tencc  in  a  cau&c  as  mud)  important 
As  this  you  have  determin'd. 

King.  Lidian? 

Enter  Clarange  and  Friar, 

Lid.  lie,  sir, 
Your  humblest  subject.    I  accuse  Clarange 
Of  falshood  in  true  friendship  at  the  height; 
AVe  both  were  suitors  to  this  lady,  both 
£njoin*d  one  penance 

Clara,  Trouble  not  the  King 
With  an  unnecessary  repetition, 
Of  what  the  court's  familiar  with  already. 


King,  Clarang^! 

Dor,  With  a  shaven  crown  ? 

Oiin.  Most  strange ! 

Clara.  Look  on  thy  rival — your  late  ser- 
vant, madam, 
But  now  devoted  to  a  better  mistress. 
The  Church,  whose  orders  J  have  took  upon 

me: 
I  here  deliver  up  my  interest  in  her'', 
And  «hat  was  got  with  cunning  (as  yov 

tliouuht) 
I  simply  thus  surrender.    Heretofore, 
You  did  outstrip  me  in  the  race  of  friendship  ; 
I  am  your  equal  now. 

Dor,  A  suit  soon  ended ! 

Clara.  And  joining  thus  your  handsy  (I 
know  both  willing) 
I  may  do  in  the  church  my  friar's  office 
In  marrying  you. 

Isid.  The  victory  is  yours,  sir. 

King,  It  is  a  glorious  one,  and  well  sets  off 
Our  scene  of  mercy.   To  the  dead  we  tender 
Our  sorrow  ;  to  the  living,  ample  wishes 
Of  future  happiness.     1'is  a  King's  doty 
To  prove  himself  a  father  to  his  subjects  j  • 
And  I  shall  hold  it,  if  this  will  succeed, 
A  meritorious  and  praisc^worthy  deed. 

[Exeunt. 


^  Inierctt  to  her,^  Former  editions. 


EPILOGUE. 


Still  doubtful,  and  perplex'd  too,  whether 
Hath  done  Fletcher  right  in  this  history,  f  he 
The  Poet  sits  within;  since  he  must  know  it, 
He,  with  respect,  desires  that  you  would 
shew  it 


By  some  accustom'd  sign ;  if  from  our  action. 
Or  his  endeavours,  you  meet  satisfaction, 
With  ours  he  hath  his  ends;   we  hope  tiie 

best, 
To  make  that  certainty  in  you  doth  rest. 


THE    PILGRIM: 

A  COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  play  to  Fletcher  alone.  In  the  year 
1700,  Sir  John  Vanbrugh  altered  it,  at  the  desire  of  Mr.  Dryden,  for  whose  benefit  it  was 
then  represented  at  the  Tlieatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  Mr.  Dryden  added  to  it  a  Pro" 
logue,  Epilogue,  Dialogue,  and  Masque,  which  were  the  last  productions  of  his  Muse. 
The  Play,  with  Vanbrugh's  alterations,  hath  been  performed  at  Covent-Gardeo  Theatre 
within  a  very  few  years  past.  It  was  acted  at  Drury-Lane  Theatre  also,  while  under  Mr* 
Garrick*s  management.    The  Pilgrim  was  originally  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Governor  of  Segovia, 

Verdugo,  a  Captain  under  him, 

Alpiionso,  an  old  angry  Gentleman. 

CuRiO,     )  two  Gentlemen,   Friendi  to  Al^ 

Skberto,  >         plionso, 

Pedro,  The  Pilgrim,  a  noble  Gentleman, 

Servant  to  Alinda. 
As  Old  Pilgrim.  \Outlaws, 

RoDERiGO,  Rival  to  Pedro,  Captain  of  the 

j^o^^'  I  two  Outlaws  under  Roderigo. 
A  Gentleman  of  the  Country, 


Mudtnen, 


Master  and  Keepers  of  the  mad  Folfu. 

A  Scholar, 

A  Parson, 

An  Englishman, 

Jen  KIN,  a  WeUhnum, 

Courtiers,  Porter,  three  Gentlemen^  and 
Joar  Peasants, 

Alinda,  Daughter  to  Alphonso. 
JuLETTA,  Alinda  s  Maid,  a  witty  Lass, 
Fool. 
Ladies. 


SCENE,  Spain. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Alphonso,  Curio,  and  Scberto, 

Curio.  OIGNOR  Alphonso,  yeVe  too  rug- 

^  gcd  lo  her, 
Belicve't,  too  full  of  harshness. 

Alph.  Yes,  it  seems  so  ! 

Sth.  A  failier  of  so  sweet  a  child,  so  happy, 
(Fy,  sir!)  so  excellent  in  all  endowments, 
In  blessednc-HS  of  beanty,  such  a  mirror. 

Alph.  She  is  a  fool ;  away  ! 

St'i.  Can  you  be  angry  ? 
Can  any  wind  blow  rough,  upon  a  blossom 
So  fair  and  Kinder?  Can  a  fatlier's  nature, 
A  noble  father's  too 

Alph.  All  this  is  but  prating: 
Let  her  be  rufd ;  let  her  observe  my  humour ; 
With  my  eyes  let  her  sec;  with  my  ears  list- 
en: 
I  am  her  father ;  I  begot  her,  bred  her. 
And  I  will  make  her 

Curio.  No  doubt,  you  may  compel  her ; 
But  what  a  mischievous  unhappy  fortune 


May  wait  upon  this  will  of  yours !  as  com- 
monly 

Such  forcings  ever  end  in  hates  and  ruins 

Alph.  Is't  not  a  man  1  wish  her  to?  a  strong 
man?  [gentleman.^ 

What  can  she  have?  what  would  sheliave?  a 

A  young  man?  and  an  able  man  ?  a  rich  man  ? 

A  handsome  man?  a  valiant  man?  d*yoa 
mark  me  ?    ^  [gallants. 

None  of  your  piec'd  companions,  yourpin'd 

That  fly  to  fitters',  with  evVy  flaw  ot  weather; 

None  of  your  iiupt  bravadoes :  What  can  she 
ask  more  ? 

Is*t  not  a  mettled  man,  fit  for  a  woman? 

A  strong-chin'd  man  ?  I'll  not  be  fool'd,  nor 
flurted ! 
Seb.  I  grant  you,  Roderigo  is  all  these. 

And  a  brave  gentleman :  Must  it  therefore 
follow 

Upon  necessity  she  must  dote  upon  him? 

Will  you  allow  no  liberty  in  chusing  ? 
Curio,  Alas !  she's  tender  yet. 
Alph,  Enough,  enough,  enough,  sir; 


*  Fitters.]  See  note  '*  on  The  Custom  of  the  Country. 
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8he%  raalleaWe,  slie'll  rndure  the  hammer :    , 
And  why  not  that  strong  wurkman  that  strikes 

deepest?  [vantage, 

Let  me  know   that:  She's  fifteen,  with  the 

And  if  she  be  not  ready  now  for  manage— 

Scb.  You  know  he  is  a  banish'd  man,  an 

outlaw,  [bloody 

And  how    lie  lives;  his  nature  n)ugh,  and 
By  customary  rapines:  Now,  her  »weet  hu- 
mour. 
That  is  as  easy  as  a  cnhu,  and  peaceful ; 
All  her  aifections,  like  the  dews  on  roses; 
Fair  as  the  flowers  themselves,  as  sweet  and 

gentle ; 
How  would  you'have  these  meet  ? 

Jlph.  A-l>cd,  a-hed.  sir: 
Let  her  be  the  fairest  rose,  and  the  sweetest. 
Yet  [  know  this  fair  rose  must  have  her 

prickles. 
I  grant  you,  Rodcrigo  is  an  outlaw ; 
An  easy  composition  calls  him  in  a^ain. 
He  is  a  valiant  man,  and  he's  a  rich  man, 
And  loves  the  fool ;  a  little  rou|i;h  by  custom; 
She*ll  like  him  ten  times  better.    She*U  dote 

upon  him,  [him : 

(If  £*er  they  come  to  grappling)  run  mad  for 
But  there's  another  in  the  wind,  some  cas> 

trel. 
That  luM-ers  over  her,  and  dares  her  daily  •. 
Some  flickring  slave ! 

Curio,  I  dare  not  think  so  poorly. 

Alph.  Something  there  is,  aud  must  be; 

but  1  shall  scent  it. 
And  hunt  it  narrowly. 

Seb,  I  never  saw  her  yet 
Make  offer  at  the  least  glance  of  afifcction, 
But  still  so  modest,  wise— — 

A /ph.  They're  wise  to  i^ull  us. 
Tliere  was  a  fellow,  old  Ftrnaiido's  sou, 
(I  must  coil ftbs  handsome,  hut  my  enetny. 
And  the  whole  family  i  hate)  young  Pedro ; 
That  fellow  1  have  seen  her  gaze  upon, 
And  turn,  and  gaze  again,  aud  make  such 

offers 
As  if  she'd  shoot  her  eyes  like  meteors  at  him : 
But  that  cause  stands  leniov'd. 

Cut  to.  You  need  nut  doubt  him. 
For  I'iiig  since  (as  'twas  thought,  on  agriev*d 

conscience) 

Helet't  his  father,  and  his  friends;  more  pity  ! 

For  truth  reports  he  was  a  noble  gentleman. 

Alph.  Let  him  be  what  he  will,  he  was  a 

And  thcr(>  VW  leave  him.  [beggar  ! 

Seb.  The  more  the  court  must  answer. 
But  certainly  1  think,  tho'  she  might  favour 

him,  [man) 

And  love  his  goodness,  (as  he  was  ah  honest 

She  ne%  er  with  loose  eyes  stuck  on  hiri  person. 

A^ph.  She  is  so  full  of  conscience  too,  and 

charity, 
And  outward  holiness,  she  will  undo  me ; 


Relieves  more  beggars  than  an  hospital; 
Aud  all  poor  rogues,  that  can  but  say  their 

prayers, 
And  turn  their  pipes  to  lamentations, 

Enter  Alinda  and  Juleita, 
She  thinks  she's  bound  to  dance  to. — Good'* 
morrow  to  you  !  [mind^ 

And  that's  as  you  deserve  too !  You  know  my 
And  study  to  observe  it ;  do  it  chearfully. 
And  readily,  and  home  ! 
Alin.  I  shall  obey  you; 

But,  noble  sir fterics, 

Alph.  Come,  come,  away  with  your  flat- 

And  your  fine  phrases 

Curio.  'Pray  you  be  gentle  to  lier. 
Alph.  I  know  'cm,  and  know  your  feats ! 
If  you  will  find  me 
Noble  and  loving,  seek  me  in  your  duty ; 
You  know  I'm  too  indulgent! 
Sfb.  Alas,  poor  lady! 
Alph.  To  your  devotions !  I  take  no  ^ood 
thing  from  you. 
Come,  gentlemen,  leave  pitying  ami  moan- 
ing of  her,  [whams : 
And  praising  of  her  virtues,  and  her  whim- 
It  makes  her  proud,  and  sturdy.  [Kxii, 
Seb.  Curio.  Good  hours  wait  on  you ! 

[Exeunt, 

Alin.  I  thank  ye,  geutlcmeB :  I  want  such 

comforts.'  f^^^J 

I  would  thank  you  too,  father,  but  your  cru- 

Hatli  almost  made  me  senseless  of  "my  duty; 

Yet  still  I  must  know — 'would  I  had  known 

nothing ! 
What  poor  attend  my  charity  to-day,  wench  f 
Jul.  Of  all  sorts,    madam ;   your  open- 
handed  bounty 
Makes  'em   flock  every  hour:  Some  worth 

your  pity, 
But  others  that  have  made  a  trade  of  begging. 
AliH.  Wench,  if  they  ask  it  truly,  Imust 
give  it : 
It  takes  away  the  holy  use  of  charity 
To  examine  wants. 

Jul.  I  would  you  would  l/C  merry  ! 
A  chearful-giving  hand,  as  I  think,  madam. 
Requires  a  heart  as  chearful. 

Alin.  Alas,  Juletta, 
What  is  there  to  be  merry  at?  what  joy  now^ 
Unless  we  fool  our  own  afflictions. 
And  make  them  shew  ridiculous.^ 

Jul.  Sure,  madam,  [married. 

You  could  not  seem  thus  serious,  if  you  were 
Thus  sad,  and  full  of  thoughts. 

Aliti.  Married?  to  whom,  wench? 

Thou  think'st  if  there  be  a  young  handsome 

fellow,  [then. 

As  those  are  plentiful,  our  cares  are  quenched 

Jul.  Madam,  1   think  a  lusty  handbome 

fellow. 


*  And  dares  her  daily.]  i.  e.  makes  her  afraid.         Sympton.  «• 

'I'his  is  a  strange  way  of  acquiring  a  preference. — A  conirtYis  a  msao  kind  •f  hawk^  and 
dare^  in  torias  of  hawkiag,  signifies  to  allure. 
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If  he  be  kind  atid  lovirii^,  and  a  right  one, 
H  ev'ii  as  good  a  pill  tu  purge  this  melancholy. 
As  ever  Gaien  gave;  Tm  sure  more  natural. 
And  merrier  for  the  heart,  than  wine  aad 

saHTroil : 
MaHam,a  wanton  youth  is  such  acataplasni— ^ 
A/in.  Wir  h^s  been  thy  tutor,  wench  ? 
Jul.  Ev'n  my  own  thoughts;  lady; 
JFor  tho'  I  be  barr*d  the  liberty  of  talking^ 
Yet  I  can  think  unhappily,  and  as  near  the 

mark^  madam: 
'Faith,  marry,  and  be  merry. 

Aiin.  Who  will  have  me? 
Who  will  be  troubled  with  a  tettish  giH?[ful) 
(It  may  be  proud,  and  to  that  vice  expence- 
Who  can  assure  himself  I  shall  live  honest? 
Jul.  Let  cvVy  man  tnke  his  fortune. 
Alin.  And,  o*  my  conscience. 
If  once  I  grow  to  breeding,  a  whole  kingdom 
Will  not  contain  my  stock. 

Jul.  The  more  tl|e  merrier: 
Tis,  brave  to  be  a  mtither  of  new  nations. 
Alih.  Why,    I  should  bury    a    huudred 

husbands; 

Jul.  'Tis  no  matter,  [^ou- 

As  lotig  as  you  leave  sufficient  men  to  stock 

Alin.  Is  this  thy  rairtii  ?  are  these  the  joys 

of  marriage?  ,  [meats? 

Away,  lig;ht- headed  fool !  are  these  conttnt- 

if  I  could  find  a  man 

Ji//.  You  may,  a  thousand. 
Alin,  Mere  men  I  know  I  may :  And  there 
a  woman 
Has  liberty  (at  ledlt  she'll  venture  f6r  it) 
To  be  a  monster,  and  become  the  time  too ; 
fiut  to  enjoy  a  man,  from  whose  example, 
As  from  a  compass,  we  may  Steer  our  for- 
tunes. 
Our  actions,  and  our  age,  and  safe  arrive  at 
A  memory  that  shall  become  our  aShes, 
Such  things  arc  few,  and  far  to  seek ;  to  find 
one  [VVonian, 

That  can  but  rightly  manage  the  wild  beast 
And  sweetly  govern  her  3 — But  no  more  of 

this,  wcMch; 
Tis  not  for  thy  discourse :  Let's  in,  and  see 
What  poor  afilicted  wait  our  charity. 

[EJeunt. 

SCfeNIi  It. 

inter  a  Porter^  four  Beggart,  Pedro,  and 

did  Pilgrim. 

Par.  Stand  dff,    ami   keep  youf   ranks! 

'I'wtnty  foot  further ;  [cretion. 

Tliere  louse  yourselves  with  retisdri  and  dis- 

The  sun  shines  warm ;  the  funiier  still  the 

better:  [genius. 

Your  beasts  will  boltanori,  and  then  'tid  dan- 

1  Beg.  Heaven  bless  our  mistress ! 
.   Por.  Does  the  crack  go  that  way  ? 
Twill  be  o'  th'  other  side  anoifi 


^Beg.  Tray  you,  (rieiid-— J- 
Por.  Your  friend  ?  and  why  ydor  friend  } 
Why,  goodinan  Turncoat,  fine  % 

What  dost  thou  see  within  me,  or  wttboiit 
Or  what  itch  dost  thou  know  upoil  me,  uA 
me.  Hike  ? 

Thfit  I  should  be  thy  friend  ?  What  do  I  look 
Any  of  tliy  acquaintance  bung  in  gibbett  ? 
Hast  thou  any  friends,  kindred^  or  allignoe^ 
Or  any  higher  ambftioii  than  lin  almv-basket? 
f  Beg.  I  wduld  be  your  worship's  frieiML 
Por.  So  you  shall,  sirrah^ 
When  I  quarter  the  siimcl  loitM  With  yovu 
8  Beg.  '^ris  twelve  O'clock. 
Por.  Tis  e\'er  so  with  thee>  wheu  tb'  hast 
done  scratching^ 
For  that  provokes  thy  stomach  to  rlrig  tMM^ 
Oh^  the  infinite  leas  of  porridge  thou  halt 

swailOw'd  ! 
And  yet  thou  look'st  as  if  they  had  been  bfjjtL 

dibtcrs : 
Tliou  feed'st  ilbundance^  thOu  hadst  need  of 

sasteiiance. 
Alms  do  you  call  it  to  relieve  these  rascals  ? 
Nothing  but  agcuVal  rot  df  sheep  can  satisfy 
'em! 

Enter  AljfhoHto,  Curioi  atid  StbertO. 

Alph.  Did  not  I  tell  you,  ho#  a\^  would 
undo  me  ? 
What  marts  o(  rogues  and  beggars ! 

.  Sejbi  It  is  charity : 
Methinks  vou  are  bouhd  to  love  hef  for— -^ 

Alph,  I  eS|  I  warrant  yoii ! 
If  men  could  sail  to  ileav'n  in  porridge-pots^ 
With  milsts  o(  beef  and  inutton,  what  ^ 

voyage  should  I  make ! 
What  are  all  these  ? 

1  Begi  Poor  pedpld,  ad't  like  jour  woi^ 

ship ! 
^  hcg.  Wretched  poor  people ! 
d  Beg.  Verj  hungry  pec^lel 
Alph.  And  very  lousy. 
4  Beg.  Yes,  forsootn,  so^  so: 
Por.  ru  undertake   five  hundred    haad 
about  *em| 
Aild  that's  ilo  fieedy  grasiet^ 
Alph.  What  are  you  ? 
Old  Pil.  Strangers  that  cOraeJ  to  wodddr 
at  your  charity^ 
Yet  people  poor  enough  io  beg  a  blessing. 
Cilriu.  Use  them  with  favour,  sir{  fhair 
shows  are  reverend. 
It  seems  yeVe  holy  pilgrinis? 

Old  Pil.  You  guess  right,  sir ; 
And  hound  far  oflP,  to  offer  our  devotion^. 
Alph.  Wliat  make  ye  tliis  way?  We  keiep 
no  relics  hcrey 
Nor  holy  iJhrines; 

Old  til.  Tlie  holiest  wt  e'er  Heard  of; 
You  ket^p  a  livmg  monument  of  goodness/ 
A  daughter  of  ihat  pious  eicellencc, 


s  And  iweetfygoDern  with  her.]  We  hare,  contrary  to  the  authority  of  all  the  copies/ 
led  the  word  with,  as  materially  injuring;  the  sense  of  this  passa^. 
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The  very  shrines  of  saints  wt  *  at  her  virtues, 
And  sueat  '  Uiey  cannot  hold  pace  with  her 
pieties.  fcyes, 

We  come  to  see  this  ]ady ;  not  with  prophane 
Nor  wanton  bloods,  to  dote  upon  her  bcau- 
•    ties,  [ings. 

But,  tliro'our  tedious  ways,  to  beg  her  bless- 
Alph,  This  is  a  new  way  of  b^ging,  and 
a  neat  one,  [too : 

And  this  cries  money  for  reward ;  i^ood  store 
These  commendations  beg  not  with  bafs,  and 
bottle.  [men, 

Well,well,  thesaintinjTof  this  woman, gentle- 
I  know  what  it  must  come  to ;  these  women- 
saints  [he-saint 
Are  plaguy  heavy  saints,  they  out-weigh  a 
Tbree  thousand  tfiick ;  I  know,  I  feel. 
)  Seh,  You're  more  afraid  than  hurt,  sir. 
Alph,  Have    you    your    commendations 
ready  coo? 
Ue  bows  and  nods. 

Curio,  A  handsome  well-built  person. 
Alph,  Wliat  country-craver  are  you  ? — No- 
thing but  motion  ? 
A  puppet-pilgrim  ? 

Old  PH.  He's  a  stranger,  sir ; 
Thisfourdavsl  have  traveU'd  in  his  company, 
But  little  of  his  business,  or  his  language, 
Asjret  I've  understood. 

Seb*  Both  young  and  handsome ; 
Only  the  sun  has  been  ton  saucy  with  him. 
Alph,  Would  you  have  money,   sir,   or 
meat?  what  kind  of  blessing 
Does  your  devotion  look  for? — Still  more 
ducking !  [only  ? 

Be  there  any  saints  that  understand  by  signs 
More  motion  yet  ? — This  is  the  prettiest  Pil- 
grim, 
Tlie  pink  of  Pilgrims !     I'll  be  for  you,  sir : 
Do  you  discourse  with  signs  ?  You're  lieartily 

welcome, 
A  poor  viaticum  ! — Very  good  gold,  sir ; 
Bat  holy  men  affect  a  better  treasure :  [less, 
I  kept  It  for  your  goodness ;  but,  neverthe- 
Sioce  it  can  prove  but  burdensome  to  your 

holiness. 
And  you  affect  light  prayer,  fit  for  carriage, 
ni  put  this  up  again. 

Curio.  You're  too  unreverent ; 
You  talk  too  broad  *. 


I 


Alph.  Must  I  give  way,  and  wealth  too, 
To  every  toy,  that  carries  a  grave  sevniinK  ? 
Must  my  good  angels  wait  on  hfm  ? — If  tlie 
proud  hilding7  [duty. 

Would  yield  but  to  my  will,  and  know  her 
I  know  what  I  would  suffer. 

Sd).  Good  sir,  be  patient!  [you. 

The  wrongs  you  do  thebe  men  may  light  on 
Too   heavy  too;  and  then  you'll  wisli  you'd 

said  less  r 
A  comely  and  sweet  usage  becomes  strangers. 
Alph,  We  shall  have  half  the  kingdom 
strangers  shortly. 
An  this  fond  prodigality  be  suflfer'd ;  [rah. 
But  I  must  be  an  ass !  Sec  'em  relieved,  sir- 
If  I  were  young  again,  I  would  sooner  get 

bear-whelps. 
And  safer  too^  than  any  of  these  she-saints ! 
But  I  will  break  her. 

Curio.  Such  a  face,  for  certain !  [cozen'd . 
Sfb.  Methinks  I've  seen  it  too ;  but  we  are 
But  fair  befall  thee,  Pilgrim !  thou  look'st 
lovely.  [Exit, 

For.  Will  ye  troop  up,  ye  porridge  regi- 
ment? 
Captain  Poor's-quarter,  will  je  move? 

Enter  Alinda  and  Juletta, 

Alin.  You  dull  knave, 
Are  not  these  wretches  served  vet? 

Besgars.  'Bless  my  mistress .'      [miseries? 

Aim.  Do  you  make  spurt,  sir,  with  their 
You  drowsy  rogue ! 

Por.  They  are  too  high  fed,  madam ; 
Their  stomachs  arc  asleep  vet. 

Alin.  Serve  'em  plentifully,  [sirrah ! 

Or  I'll  serve  you  out  next ;  e^en  out  of  doors. 
And  ser>'e  'era  quickly  too. 

Beggan.  Heav'n  bless  the  lady ! 

Alin.  Bless  the  good  end  I  mean  it  for. 

Jul.  I  would  I  knew  it !  [too. 

If  it  be  for  any  man's  sake,  I'll  cry  *  Amen ' 

Well,  madam,  you've  e'en  as  pretty  a  port 

of  pensioners' [handsomer ; 

Alin.   Vaiu-glory  would  seek  more,  and 
But  I  appeal  to  Virtue  what  my  end  is. 

[Exeunt  Beggart. 
What  men  are  these  ? 

Jul.  It  seems,  they're  holy  Pilgrims,  [ance  ! 
That  handsome  youth  should  suffer  such  a  pen- 


«  Shrinet  of  saints  sink  at -]  The  Poet  probably  designed  to  say  shrink.       S^ipson. 

B  And  swear  Mey  cannot  &c.J  Skoeat  is  undoubtedly  the  true  word,  being  the  proper  me- 
taphor to  shrines.        Seward. 

•  Alph.  Ye  talk  too  broad.]  These  words  are^  we  think,  the  conclusion  of  Curio's  speech, 
and  that  Alphonso's  begins  with.  Must  I  give  voy,  &c. 

'  HHding,']  i.  e.  A  pitiful  mean  woman.  The  word  is  used  in  Shakespeare's  Romeo  and 
Juliet: 

'  Out  on  her,  hilding  P 
(speaking  of  Juliet)  says  Capulet. 

•  Port  ofpemioners^  The  sense  of  the  place  is  plain,  though  the  manner  of  expression  is 
difficult.  In  cases  of  criticism,  of  such  a  nature  as  this  before  us,  we  niay  oftencr  say  with 
certainty,  th'a  or  that  is  wrong,  than  what  we  would  substitute  in  its  room  is  right.  So  here, 
though  1  think  I  may  iusUy  condemn  porty  yet  whether  sort^  or  cohort,  or  neitlicr,  is  the 
true  lectioD,  miiet  be  left  to  the  judgement  of  the  candid  and  ingenious  r^er.    Stpnpson.  • 


Act  1.  Scene  2,] 
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'Would  I  were  e'en  the  saint  they  make  their 

%*ows  to ! 
How  easily  I  would  grant ! 

OldFil.  Hcav'n's  grace  in-wheel  you, 
And  all  s^ood  thoughts  and  prayers  dwell  a- 

boiit  you ! 
Abundance  be  your  friend  !  and  holy  Charity 
Be  ever  at  your  hand,  to  crown  you  glorious ! 
AUn.  I  t)iank  you,  sir.     Peace  guide  your 
travels  too,  [blcsl 

And  what  you  wish  for  most,  end  all  your  trou- 
RcDiember  roe  by  this ;  and  in  your  prayers. 
When  your  strong  heart  melts,  mediate  my 
poor  Fortunes.  [service ! 

Out  Pit,  All  my  devotions  wait  npon  your 
AUn,  Are  you  of  this  country,  sir? 
Old  Pil.  Yes,  worthiest  lady, 
But  far  off  bred ;  my  fortunes  further  from  me. 
AUn.  Gende",  1  dare  believe? 
Old  Pil.  I  nave  liv'd  freer.  [riofi*. 

AUn.  Fm  no  inquisitor ;  that  were  too  cu- 
Whatever  vow  or  penance  pulls  you  on,  sir, 
Conscience,  or  love, or  stubborn  disobedience, 
The  saint  you  kneel  to,  hear,  and  ease  your 
travels  I 
Old  Pil.  Yours  ne'er  begin !   and  thus  I 
seal  my  prayers.  [Exit, 

AUn.  How  constantly  this  man  looks !  how 
he  sighs ! 
Some  great  affliction  hatches  his  devotions. 
Right  lioly  ?ir — Ilow  young,  and  sweet  he 
suffers ! 
Jul.  'Would  I  might  suffer  with  him! 
AUn.  He  turns  from  us. 


Alas,  he  weeps  too !  Something  presses  hin\ 
He  would  reveal,  but  dare  not.  Sir,  be  coinh- 
forted ;  [sir. 

You  come  for  that,  and  take  it.  If  *t  be  waiit. 
To  roe  you  appear  so  worthy  of  relieving, 
I  am  your  steward :   Speak,  and  take.    He^ 

dumb  still !   ' 
Now,  as  I  have  a  faith,  this  man  so  stirs  me^ 
His  modesty  makes  mc  afraid  I  have  tre&- 
pass  d. 
Jul.  'Would  he  would  stir  me  too !  I  like 

his  shape  well. 
AUn.  May-be  he'd  speak  alone:    Go  off^ 
Juletta. 
(Afflicted  hearts  fear  their  own  motions) 
Be  not  far  off. 

Jul.  'Would  I  were  nearer  to  him ! 
A  young  snjug  handsome  holiness  has  no  fel- 
low. \Exit. 
AUn.  Wliy  do  you  grieve?  Do  you  find 
your  penance  sharp  ?  Cj^*"  ^ 
Or  are  the  vows  you've  made  too  mighty  for 
Docs  not  the  world  allure  you  to  look  back, 
And  sorrow  for  the  sweet  time  you  liave  lost  ? 
You're  young,  and  fair :  Be  not  deluded,  sir; 
A  manly  made-up  heart  contemns  these  sha- 
dows,                                           [fears, 
And  yours  appears  no  less :  Griefs  for  your 
For  hours  ill-spent,  for  wrongs  done  raSh  and 

rudely, 
For  foul  contempts,  for  faiths  ill  violated. 
Become  tears  well  »• ;  (I  dare  not  task  your 

goodness) 
And  then  a  sorrow  shews  in  his  true  glorr^ 


•  Gentle.^  i.  e.  (according  to  the  old  acceptiition)  a  gentleman. 
••  Griefs  for  your  fears. 

For  hours  ill  &penty  for  wrongs  done  rank  and  rudelt/y 

For  foul  contempts  y  ftrjaiths  ill  violated, 

Become  fears  well; J  Fears  in  the  last  line  is  undoubtedly  corrupt,  and  tears  evi- 
dently the  true  word.  But  fears  also  in  the  first  line  looks  very  suspiciously:  Sins  is  tlie 
propcrest  word;  arid  I  have  often  found  the  late  editions  make  as  great  changes  in  words 
as  from  sins  to  fears,  and  tlie  first  editor  or  transcriber  might  do  the  same:  But  as  there  is  a 
word  often  used  by  our  Author,  which  changing  only  an  r  toa  f,  gives  propriety  to  thetext^ 
that  seems  most  probable:  I  conjecture  therefore, 

*  -»- Griefs  for  yuur feats,' 

i.  e.  actions,  as  in  The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen^  - 

* give  me  words, 

*  Such  as  you've  shew'd  me  feat.'  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward's  co-jjecture,  however  ingenious,  I  catmot  entirely  agree  to ;  the  reasons  are 
not  manv,  nor  didicult  to  be  conceived. 

My  good  friend,  by  residin^feats,  was  not  aware  of  making  the  Poet  guilty  of  tautology, 
seeing  wrongs  done  rash  and  rudeltf,  must  be  some  of  these  vcrv  feats  he  is  here  couteodmg 
for.  Besides  this,  by  admitting  jfeats  into  the  text  we  shall  still  be  at  a  loss  for  something 
c^asy  and  natural  to  precede  and  introduce  himrs,  to  which  the  participle  spent  may  be 
common,  and  with  which  both  the  substantives  may  agree:  The  correction  I  woulfl  ofier 
has  both  these  last-mentioned  qualities,  and  it  is  this : 

* Grief  for  your  years, 

'  For  hours  ill-spent/  &c. 
I.  e.  the  grieving  for  the  ill-speuihug,  not  only  of  the  larger  but  lesser  portions  of  your  life 
past,  becomes,  &c.         Sympson. 

The  last  fears  is  very  properly  changed  to  tears ;  but  *  Griefs  for  your  fears*  is,  we  think, 
right;  and  '  Griefs  for  your  fears  become  tears  well,'  signifies  that  *  sorrow  for  fearing  tlial 
*  he  could  not  endore  the  severity  of  the  penance  he  had  imposed  on  himself  was  ^amom; 


seventy  or  tlie  penance 
*  his  other  failings)  a  proper  cause  for  tears.* 

S  O  3 


was  (among 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1. 


TVbeti  the  whQif  lienrt  it  excullentlj  sorry. 
J  pray  ygu  be  cpniforted. 

Pedro,  1  aip,  dear  lady ; 
jAiid  such  a  comfurt  you  hare  cast  upon  me, 
l*baty  tho'  I  struggle  with  jnjne  own  calami- 
ties, 
Too  mighty  and  too  many  for  iny  manaige ; 
^ud  tho*,  like  angry  waves,  they  cyrl'd  upon 
roe.  [me, 

Contending  proudlr  v^ho  shi>uld  6r9t  (levquf 
Vet  I  wpujd  ftefn  their  dangf  c  *% 

Aim.  He  speaks  nobly ! 
"ffhaHoypuwapt^ 

Vedro.  All  thi^^  cjip  ipi|ke  me  h^ppy ; 
Jwantmys^f! 

ilfin.  Yourself  f  Who  robb'd  you.  Pilgrim?-- 
Why  does  he  look  so  constantly  upon  me  ? 
?I  w^t  mysf  IfZ-rlndeH  you  bply  wanderers 
Art  said  to  seek  much;  but  to  seek  youf- 

sjl^es^ r  •  f 

,Feard,  *  I  seek  myself,  aqd  am  but  myt 
Self's  ^Imdpw;' 
Hftve  lost  myfaelf,  and  now  am  not  so  noble. 
.  ,Afin,  *  I  seek  myself?'  Something  I  yet 
remember  [younger. 

That  beimj  that  mot^.     Tis  pot  he ;  heS 
And  far  more  tender. — For  that  sfslf-sake, 

Pilgrim, 
fe  wfio  it  v^  jl),  take  thiis  \  [Qffir^  him  wm^. 

'Pmra.  Your  hand  I  dare  take  j 
(Th^t  be  far  from  uic,  lady !)  thus  I  kiss  it. 
And  thus  I  bless  it  too.     Be  constant,  fair, 
'       still ;  '  ■     ^  ; 

^  i9^>  a<i(l  li?e  to  be  i^  great  exmnplc  ! 

[Erit, 
Aii^,  One  word  more,  Pilgrim  !-rlV  h^s 
amaz*d  me  strangely !  I 


'  Be  constant,  fair,  still?'  Tis  the  posy  here; 
And  here  without, '  Be  gpod.'  He  wept  to  see 


Juletta  I 


[me. 


Jj^ntcr  Juletta. 
Jul.  Madam. 

Alin.  Take  this  key,  and  fetch  me 
The  marigold-jewel  that  lies  in  my  little 

binet : 

(  think  'tis  that.    What  eyes  had  T,  to  miss 

him !  '  [Exit  Juleti^. 

Oh  me,  what  thoughts !  He  had  no  heard  theo^ 

and, 
As  I  remember  well,  he  w^  more  ruddy. 
\f  this  be  he,  he  lias  a  manjy  fi^ipe  yet^ 
A  goodly  shape, 

Enter  Juletta, 

Jul,  Here,  madam^ 
Al^m,  Let  me  see  it  \ 
Tis  so ;  too  true  !  It  must  be  he,  or  nothJ(ig : 
He  spake  the  words  just  as  they  stand  en« 

grav'd  here; 
f  I  seek  mjsclf,  and  aip  but  n^yself  's  shadow,'- 
Alas,  poor  mi^) !  £|idst  thoi4  not  meet  himj^ 

Ju!ott§? 
The  Pilgrim,  wench ! 
iul.  He  went  by  long  ^o,  madain. 
Alin.  I  forgot  to  give  him  sometliing. 
Jul,  'Twas  ill  done,  lady ; 
For,  o'  my  trotti^  he  is  the  handsom'st  maa 
I  saw  this  many  a  day :  'Would  he'd  i\ll  myr 

wealth, 
And  me  to  boot !  What  ails  she,  to  grqw  sul-* 
len? 
Alin.  Come,  I  forgot;  but  I  will  recom- 
pense it.  [Exeunt^ 


"  Yet  I  would  stem  their  danger.]  Though  dang<^r  is  sense  here,  especially  if  we  read  the 
danger f  yet  axiger  carries  on  the  metaphor  so  mudi  more  poetically,  tiiat  I  have  little  doubt 
of  its  being  the  true  wor(^;  and  what  almost  make s /it  certain  is,  that  the  old  edition  ha^ 
put  the  d  quite  distant  from  tne  rest  of  the  word  d  anger ;  the  setter  of -the  press,  taking  it 
first  fur  danger^  Began  with  a  </,  then,  seeing  his  mistake,  put  anger  by  itsell,  but  forgot  to. 
take  away  the  a.        Seward. 

'  This  is  donbtful;  and  yet  the  expression  of  '  angry  v^aves'  seems  to,  countenance  th^ 
conjcclure. 


SCENE  T. 

« 

jpnfer  AlphonsOj    Curio^    Seherto^   J*ilettqy 
Porter,  and  Servants. 

Afph,  /^A^1  stie  slip  thro*  a  cat-hole?  tell 

^-^  me  that  1 
Itesolvc  me,  can  she  fly  i'  th'  elr  ?  is  ^be 
A  thing  invisible?  Gone,  and  none  know  it? 
S^h,  You  amaze  yqi^r  servants. 
Alfh.  Some  pelting  rogue  has  watched  her 
nour  of  itcping, 
j^nd  claw'd  her,  claw'd  ber;  do  yoiiii  mark  me  I 

claw'd  her ! 
So^f  that  I  foster  up. 


Curio.  Tliey  are  all  here,  sir. 

Alph.  I^et  *em  be  where  they  will,  they're 
arrant  rascals, 
And,  by  this  hand,  I'll  hang  'em  all  I 

Seb.  Deal  calmly : 
You  will  not  give  'em  time  to  answer  yon. 

AlpL  rU  choke  'em,  famish  'em!  What 
say  yon,  wagtail  ?  [her ; 

You  ki^^w  her  mind,  you  were  of  council  with 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true. 

Curicu  Ask  with  discretion.  [all ! 

Aiph,  Discretion  ?  han^  discretion !  hang  y^ 
Let  me  know  where  she  is. 

JluL  Would  you  know  o'  me,  air?. 


Act  f.  Scent  1.] 

Jlpk,  O?  thee,  sir!  aj,  o*  tbee>  sir !  What 

art  thou,  sir  ? 
JmL  Her  woman,  sir,  an*t  like  your  wor^ 

ship,  sir. 
^I//A.  Her  bawd,  her  fiddlerstick. 
Her  lady-fairy,  to  oil  the  doors  o'  nights, 
That  they  may  open  with  discretion, 
Tier  s(in,  her  uut-cpack  ! 
JuL  'Tis  very  well,  sir. 
Afph.  Thou  'iiest !   'tis  damnable  ill,  'tis 
most  abominable ! 
Will  you  confess,  tbinj;? 
Jul.  Say  I  were  j^uilty,  sir, 

1  would  be  hapg'd  l>eiorc  I  would  confess  i 
Is  tliis  a  world  to  confess  in  ? 

Curiti.  Deal  directly. 

JuL  Yes,  if  my  raiitter  lie  direct  before  me; 
But  when  I'm  forc'd  and  ferreted 

Aiph,   Tell  mo  the  truth, 
And,  as  1  live,  1*11  give  thee  a  new  petticoat. 

Jul.  An  you  would  give  me  ten,  1  would 

not  leli  you  ;  [of. 

Xruth  bears  a  greater  price  than  you're  aware 

$tb.  Deal  moflc^tiy. 

JuU  I  do  not  pluck  my  doaths  up. 

Alph.  What  sey  you,  sirrah?  you  ?  or  you? 
are  ye  dumb  all  ? 

For.  1  saw  her  Ust  night,  aD*t  shall  like 
your  worship. 
When  I  served  in  tier  livery. 

A^pk,  What%  that,  Mrrah? 

J*nr.  Her  chamber-pot,  an't  pleasa  you. 

Seb.  A  new  livery. 

Alph.  Where  lay  she  ?  who  lay  with  her  ? 

Pw.  In  truth,  not  I,  sir:  [chamber; 

2  lay  with  my  fellow  Frederick,  in  th€  flea- 
An^  like  your  worship,  we  are  almost  wor- 
ried. 

JuL  1  left  her  by  herself,  in  her  own  closet, 
And  there  F  thougiit  sh'  had  slept. 

jflpk.  Why  lay  you  from  her  r     fmistres?, 

JuL  It  was  her  will  I  should;   she  is  my 
And  my  part  is  obedience. 

Alph.  Were  all  the  doors  locked  ? 

JPr>r.  All  mine. 

Serv.  And  mine:    She  could  not  ^^t  out 
those  ways  [higher 

Unless  she  leap'd  the  walls;   and  those  arc 
Than  any  woti»an*s  courage  dare  aspire  at. 

Alph.  Come,  you  must  know  ! 

Curio.  Conceal  it  not,  but  deal  plain,  [me, 

JuL  If  I  did  know,  and  her  trust  lay  upon 
Not  all  your  angers,  nor  your  flatteries, 
Should  make  me  speak;  but  having  no  more 

interest 
TiKin  I  may  well  deliver  to  the  air, 
I'll  tell  you  V  hat  I  know,  and  tell  it  liberally : 
I  think  she  s  gone,  because  we  cannot  iind  her; 
I  liiipk  she's  weary  of  your  tyranny, 
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And  therefore  gone ;  may-be,  she  is  in  love ; 

May-be^  in  love  where  you  shew  no  great 

likinfi^  [conscience* 

And  therefore  gone;  may-be,  sofiie  point  of 

Or  vow'd  devotion 

Alph.  These  are  nothing,  minion ! 
You  that  can  aim  at  thekc,  must  know  the 
truth  too. 
Jul.  Any  more  truth  than  this,  if  I  kooWx 
hang  me. 
Or  where  to  search  for't !  If  T  make  a  lie 
To  gain  your  luve,  and  envy  my  best  mistres8'% 
Pin  me  against  a  wall,  with  my  heels  upwards* 
Alph.  Out  of  my  dt)ors ! 
JuL  That's  all  my  poor  petition ; 
For  if  your  house  were  gold,  and  she  not  iu  it, 
Sir,  I  should  count  it  but  a  cage  to  whistle  in. 
Alph,  Whore^!  if  she  be  above  ground,  { 
will  have  her.  [daughter, 

JuL  I'd  live  in  a  coal-pit,  then,  were  I  youf 
Seb.  Certain  she  does  not  know,  sir. 
Alph.  Hang  her,  hang  her. 
She  knows  too  much!  Search  all  the  houat 

all  corners. 
And  where  'tis  possible  sl)c  may  go  out ! 

[Kseunt  JSerOk 

If  I  do  find  your  tricks 

JuL  Reward  mc  for  'cm. 
Or,  if  I  had  such  tricks  you  could  discover, 
So  weak,  and  slightly  woven,  you  might  look 
thro*,  [parish. 

All  the  young  girls  should  hoot  me  out  o*  th' 
You  ure  my  master,  but  you  own  nn  anger 
Becomes  a  school-rboy  that  hath  lost  his  ap« 

pies! 
Will  you  force  things  into  our  knowledges? 
Aluh.   Come  hither,  Julctta;   thou  didst 

love  me. 
Ju/.  And  do  still;  [yo"« 

You  are  my  lady's  father,  and  I  reverence 
A^h,  Thou  wouldst  have  picas'd  my  hu- 
Jul.  Any  gooil  way.  [mour— : 

That  carried  uot  suspicion  in't,  or  flattery. 
Or  fail  of  trust.  • 

Alph.  Come,  come,  thou  wouldst  have 

JuL  Stay,  sir  I 

Alph.  And  thou  hast  felt  my  bounty  for*t, 
and  shalt  do. 
Dost  thou  want  cloaths,  or  money? 
JuL  Both. 

Afph.  Shjilr  have  both.  [Adamite, 

JuL  But  not  ihif*  wjiy  ;  T  had  rat  bar  he  an 
And  briusjj  tig  Ic  avrs  iiito  fashion  again. 
If  you  were  young,  sir, 
Handsomr,  and  fitted  to  a  woman's  appetite^ 
And  I  a  giddy*hcaded  giil,  that  car'd  for  no-. 

thitii:. 
Much  might  b^  done ;  then  you  might  fumble 
with  me. 


«•  Togninyour  li/vc,  and  envy  my  best  mistreu.]  Mr.  Seward,  thinking  envt/  corrupt,  would 
substitute  injure;  and  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  *  ajtd  wybcst  wifttes;;"  envy;  which  U'uns- 
positiou,  he  says,  *  will  make  ll»e  sense  very  clear.*  W  e  do  not  think  so,  and  bo!i«.ve  the 
{•Id  reading  genuine,  but  that  the  verb  emy  admitted  a  diffemit  construction  formerly  t« 
what  it  bear^  at  present:  It  seems  here  to  signify,  to  blumfi  or  accuse. 


sae 
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And  think  to  grope  out  matters  of  some  mo- 
ment, 
Which  now  yoii  will  put  too  short  for: 
For  what  you  have  seen  hitherto,  [vice, 

And  known  hy  me,  has  been  but  honrst  scr- 
Which  \  dare  pin  i'  th*  market-place  to  an- 
swer; [it; 
And  let  the  world,  the  flesh  and  devil  cxainitio 
And  come  you  in  too^  I  dare  stand  ycmr 
strictest.  |  dreams 
And  so,  nmch  good  may  do  you  with  your 
Of  courtesy  ! 

A/pfi,  This  is  most  monstrous! 

Enter  Porter  and  Servants:    . 

Seb,  Sure  ^he  does  not  know,  sir; 
She  durst  not  be  so  couHdcut,  and  guilty. 

Aiptf.  How  now?  what  news?  what  hopes 
and  stops  discovcr'd'*?  [matter. 

Speak  any  thin^:  that*s  piod,  thatteaasto  th* 
Do  you  stand  starin*;  still  ? 

1  Svrv.  Wc  are  no  Rods,  sir,  [doing: 

To  say  she's  here,  or  there,  and  what  she's 
fiut  we  have  warci/d. 

For.  Vn\  sure  she's  not  i*  th'  cellar ; 
For,  look  you,  sir,  if  she  had  been  i'  th'  cel- 
lar  

Alph.  Tm  sure  thou  hast  been  there. 

For,  As  1  carried  the  matter,  [sir, 

For  I  searched  every  piece  of  *vine ;  yes,  sure, 
Atid  every  little  tierce  that  could  bat  testify; 
And  I  drew  hard  to  bolt  her  out. 

Aiph.  Away  with  him!  ["JgJ 

Idling  him  i*  th'  hay-mow,  let  him  liea-midlow- 
Hc  stinks  of  muskadellike  an  English  Christ- 
Are  these  your  cares  ?  your  services  ?     [mas. 

Q  Serv.    Pray  ycfti  hear,  sir  ;  [footing. 

We've  found  where  she  went  out;  her  very 

Alph.  Where?  where?  po  on. 

Citiio.  Observe  then  with  more  staidncss. 

9  Set^,  Seurchiiig  tiie  garden,  at  the  little 
postern 
That  opens  to  the  park,  we  first  discovered  it. 

Alph.  A  little  fv^4«t? 

1  Sti'v.  It  must  be  hers,  or  none,  sir. 
Aljth.  How  tar  beyond  that? 

2  Serv.   Vo  the  park  it  leads  us; 

But  there  the  -ground  being  hard,   wc  coidd 
not  mark  it.  [coxcomb, 

Alph.  She  alw.iys  kept  that  key;   I  was  a 
A  fool,  an  ass,  to  ;;ive  a  nirl  that  liberty  ! 
Saddle  my  lior^es,  rogues  I  ye  drunken  varlets. 
Your  preeiou>  diligence  lirs  in  pint-pots. 
Your  brains  in  butts  !  My  horses,  ye  pin-but- 
You'll  bear  me  company)  [tocks! 

Set.  We  dare  not  leave  you,    " 
Unless  we  found  a  quieter  soVil  within  you. 

Curio.  If  we  may  do  the  lady  any  service. 
Sweet  gentle  soul ! —  , 

Alph.  I  say  again,  my  horses  ! — 
Are  you  so  hot  ?  have  you  your  private  pil- 
grimages ? 


Muat  you  be  Jumping- Joan  ?  I'll  wmndcr  with 

you, 
ril  jump  you,  and  I'll  joggle    you  !-^^y 
horses !  [doors. 

And  keep  me  this  young  lirry-poop  within 

I  will  discover,  dame* 

Jul.  Tis  fit  you  should,  sir. 
If  you  knew  what. — Well,  Love,  if  thou  be'st 

with  her. 
Or  what  power  else  that  arms  her  resoloboo. 
Conduct  her  fair,  and  keep  ber  from  this 

madman; 
Direct  her  to  her  wishes,  dwell  about  ber, 
I'hat  no  dishonourable  end  o*er-take  her, 
Danger,  or  want ;  and  let  me  try  my  fortune ! 
Alph    You  know  the  place  we  meet  in? 
Set.  We  shall  hit  it. 
Alph.  And,  as  youVc  honest  gentlemen, 

endeavour — 
Curio.  We'll  search  the  best  we  can;  if  slie 

light  in  our  hands 

A/ph,  Tie  her  to  th*  horse-tail ! 

Stb,  We  know  how  to  use  her ; 

But  not  your  way,  for  all  your  state. 

Alph.  Make  haste  there ! — 
And  get  you  in,  and  look  to  Ui'  house.  If  you 

stir  out,  damsel. 
Or  set  o*  foot  any  new  motion  this  way, 
When  I  come  home,  (which  shall  be  suddenly) 
You  know  oiy  mind — if  you  do  play  the  ras- 
cal  

I  have  my  eyes  and  ears  in  sundry  places; 

If  you  do  prance 

Jul.  I  shall  do  that  that's  fit,  sir — 
And  fit  to  cross  vc»ur  fooleries;  I'll  fail  else. 
And  so  ril  to  my  chamber.  [Extt, 

Alph,  To  your  prayers. 
And  leave  your  stubborn  tricks ! — She  is  not 

far  yet. 
She  cannot  be  ;  and  wc  dividing  suddenly — 
Curio.  Keep  her  from  thy   hands,  I  l«e- 
scech  I  [Aside. 

Alph.  Our  horses ! — 
Come,  chcarfully.     Til  teach  her  to  run  gad- 
ding! [Exenn/. 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Rt)dcrigo  and  four  Out  I  out. 

1  Outl.  Captain,  you  are  not  merry. 
Hod.  We  get  nothing. 

We   hsTie  no  sport;    whoring  and  drinking 

sp«iils  us. 
We  keep  no  guards. 

2  Oull.    There  come  no  passengers. 
Merchants,  nor  gentlemen,  nor  whosoever. 
But  we  have  tribute. 

Rod,  And  whilst  we  spend  that  idly. 

We  let  those  pass  that  carry  tlie  best  purchase. 

I'll  have  all  search'd  and  brought  in :  Rogues 

and  iKggars  [tcrs. 

Have  got  the  trick  now  to  become  bank-mas* 


'^  What  hopes  and  steps  discovered?]  Sympson  supposes  the  Author  wrote, 

*  What  hops  and  steps.' 


Art  2.  Scene  5.] 


THE  PILGRIM. 
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I'll  have  mine  Vapc;  only  my  friends,  and 

neighbours, 
That  may  deliver  to  the  king  my  innocence, 
Those  I  would  have  regarded  ;  (it  is  policy) 
But  otherwise,  nor  irravities,  nor  shadows, 
Appear  they  how  they  will,  that  may  have 

purses, 
For  tney  shall  pay. 

3  Ou'tl.  You  speak  now  like  a  captain ; 
And  if  we  spare,  flay  us,and  coin  our  cassocks! 
Will  you  look  blithe? 

Rod.  You  hear  no  preparation 
Tlie  kins;  intends  against  us  yet  f 

4  Oull.  Not  a  word,  sir: 

Good  man,  lie^s  troubled  witli  matter  of  more 
moment ;  [%\r, 

Ifumminj^s  of  higher  nature  vex  his  brains, 
Do  not  we  fee  his  garrisons  ? 
Rod.  Who  are  out  now  ? 
4  Outl.  Good  fellows,  sir,  that,  if  there 
be  any  purchase  stirring. 
Will  strike  it  dead ;  Jaqucs  and  Lopez,  lads 
I'hat   know   their   quarters,  as   tht-y  know 

their  knapsacks, 
And  will  not  otf. 

Rod.  Where  is  the  boy  you  brought  me? 
A  pretty  lad,  and  of  a  quick  capacity. 
And  bred  up  neatly. 

1  Outt.  lie's  within  at  meat,  sir**; 
Tlic  knave  is  hungry;  yet  he  s<?asons  all 

He  cats  or  drinks  with  many  tears  and  sigh- 

ings. 
The  saddest  appetite  I  ever  look'd  on  ! 
Rod.  The  boy  is  young  I  'tis  fear,  and  want 

of  company 
lie  knows  and   loves ;  use  him  not  rough, 

nor  harshly, 
ile  will  be  quickly  bold.     I'll  entertain  him  : 
I  want  a  pretty  boy  to  wait  upon  me,    f  me. 
And,  when  I'm  sad  or  sleepy,  to  prate  to 
Besides,  there's  soniething  ni  his  face  I  like 

well ; 
And 'still  the  more  I  look,  more  like.     Let 

him  want  nothing. 
And  use  him  gently,  all. 

2  Outl.  Here's  a  small  box,  sir,  [with; 
We  took  about  him,  which  he  griev'd  to  part 
Mav-be,  some  wealth. 

Rod,  Alas,  sfime  little  money 
The  poor  knave  carried  to  defray  his  lodg- 


ings : 


Til  give  it  him  again,  and  add  unto  it. 
Twere  sin  to  open  such  a  petty  purchase. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Jtiques,  with  Pedro, 

How  now  ?  who's  this  ?  what  have  you  brought 
me,  soldiers? 
Lopez.  We  know  not  well  what;  a  strange 
staving  fellow  **; 
Sullen  enough,  I  am  sure. 
Rod.  Where  took  ye  him  ? 
Jag.  Upon  the  skirt  o'th'  wood^  viewing 
and  gaping,  fmeant 

And  some  time  standing  still,  as  if  h'hAd 
To  view  the  best  accesses  to  o»jr  quarters. 
Money  he  has  enough;  and,  when  we  threat- 
en'd  him,  [ter'd. 
He  smii'd  and  yieldeil,  but  not  one  word  ut« 
Lopez.  His  habit  says  iie*s  holy ;  if  his  heart 
Keep  that  proportion  too,  'tis  best  you  free 

him. 
We'll  keep  his  wallet  here ;  I'm  sure  'tis  heavy. 
Rod.  Pilgrim  !  come  hitlier,  sir !    Are  yon 
a  Pilgrim?  [sir? 

A  piece  of  pretty  holiness !  D'  yon  shrink, 
A  smug  young  saint  I  What  country  wereyuu 
born  in?  fvince.' 

You  have  a  Spanish  face.     In  a  dumb  pro- 
And  had  your  mother  too  this  excellent  vir- 
tue ?  [woman ! 
No  tongue,  d'ye  say  ?  sure  she  was  a  matchless 
What  a  tine  family  is  this  man  sprung  from  f 
.Certain,  he  was  begotten  in  a  calm. 
When  all  washusht;  tlie  midwife  was  dumb 
Midnigiit.  [swcr? 
Are  you  seal'd  up?  or  do  you  scorn  to  an« 
You'rc  in  my  hands,  and  I  have  med'cines 
for  you                                        [soldiers ! 
Can  make  you  speak.     Pull  off  his  bfrnnet. 
You  have  a  speaking  face. 

Lopez.  I'm  sure  a  handsome :  [to. 

This  Pilgrim  cannot  want  she-saints  to  pray 
Rod.  Stand  nearer;  ha! 
Pedro.  Come,  do  your  worst!  I'm  ready. 
Rod.  Is  your  tongue  found?     Go  otf,  and 
let  me  talk  with  him ; 
And  keep  your  watches  round. 

All.  VVc'Ve  ready,  captain.  \Exe,  Outlaws, 
Rod,  So;   now  what  are  you? 
Pedro.  Am  I? 
My  habit  shews  me  what  I  am. 
Rod,  Thy  heart. 


■♦  He's  within  at  memty  sir,  &c.]  This  line  and  the  twelve  following  (ending,  uh  him  gcnify^ 
mUj  are  in  the  folkjs  made  one  speech,  and  given  to  the  First  Outlaw.  The  octavo  1711 
gives  Rodcrigo  the  latter  part  of  it  (beginning,  Vll  entertain  him)  ;  as  do  the  Editors  of 


1750,  who,  however,  think  that  Roden^o  should  speak  all  but  the  tirst  four  lines,  as  printed 
in  our  text,  wliii:li  we  have  no  doubt  is  the  true  reading. 

*»  A  stranire  staving  /W/oa;.]    Mr.  Sowanl  agrees  with  me  in  explaining i/^vvifi^,  i.e.  Hav->  ^ 
ing  a  pilurim's  stad*  in  his  hands,  as  in  adding  further,  that  if  the  reader  is  still  disssitistied 
with  the  place,  he  may  suppose  the  poet  to  have  wrote, 

* a  strange  staring  fellow.' 

And  there  may  be  some  reason  for  it  from  Jaqucs's  speech  a  little  lower,  where,  speaking 
of  this  new  captive,  ho  says,  they  took  him, 

*'  Upon  the  skirt  o'th'  wood^  viewing,  wad  gaping,^  &c«        Sympson. 
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tilE  t>ILORtM. 


f  Act  «.  Sc^ne  «. 


A  dc&prate  fool  **,  «nr1  so  thj  fate  shall  tell 

thee. 
,^Vhal  devil  brought  thee  hither?  fOr  I  know 
thee.  [fortun'j 

Fet/ro.  I  know  thou  dost ;  fiud  »iuce  it  iftiu^ 
To  liiiht  into  thy  finders,  I  tuiist  think  too 
llie  most  malirioUs  of  all  devIN  hrought  Inc : 
Yet  some  men  say,  thou'K  uoble. 

Hod.  Not  to  thee ; 
That  were  a  beUefit  to  mock  the  giteft 
Thy  father  hates  uiy  friends  and  famdy, 
i\nd  tliou  hast  been  the  heir  of  all  hii  tnalice : 
Can  two  such  storms  meet  then,   and  paft 
with  kissing  ? 
Pedro.  You  have  the  rtiightier  hand< 
Rtxi.  And  so  I'll  use  it. 
Pedro.  I  cannot  hinder  you :  less  can  T  beg 
6ubniissive  at  his  knees  that  knows  not  ho- 
nour ;  [nature. 
That  bears  the  stamp  of  man,  and  not  his 
Vou  may  do  ti'hat  Vt>u  please. 
Rod.  I  will  do  all. 

P^dro.  And  when  youVe  done  all,  which 
is  my  pooi^ruin, 
(For  fui-theryour  base  malice  cannot  venture) 
DishonotirV  self  will  cry  you  out  a  coward. 
Hadst  thou  been  brave,  and  fiobie,  and  an 

eneitiy, 
Thou  wouldst  have  sought  lue  whilst  I  cai^ 
ried  arms, 


You  think  your  Pilgrim's  bulwark  cad  defend 

You  will  not  find  it  so.  [you: 

Pedro.  1  look  not  for*t :  [it ! 

The  more  uuhallow*d  soul  bast  didu  to  offer 

Pod.  Wh^n  yon  ^ere  bravest,  sir,  and  yoof 

sword  sharpest,  [yoU| 

I  dur>t  aHTrontyou ;  when  the  court-sun  gilded 
And  every  cry  was  the  young  hopeful  Pedro, 
Fernando*s  sprightly  sdti !  then  durst  1  meet 

you,  [fasliion. 

When  you  were  master  of  this  fame  and 
And  nil  your  glorias  in  the  full  meridian, 
'J  he   king's  pniof-favour  buckled   on  your 
Had  we  then  come  to  competition,     [body 
Which  I  have  otten  sought — — 
Pi'drot  And  I  desir'd  too. 
Pa^.  You  should  have  seen  this  sword ^ 

(howe'er  you  slight  it) 
And  felt  it  too,  sharper  than  sorrow  felt  it. 
In  execution  quicker  than  thy  scorns; 
Thou  hhoiildst  have  seen  all  this,  and  slirunk 

to  see  it !  [  thee; 

Then,  like  a  uentleman  I  would  have  us*d 
And  giv'n  thee  the  fair  fortune  of  thv  being* 
Then  with  a  soldier's  arm  I  had"  honoured 

tiiee} 
But  since  thou  steaPst  upon  me  like  a  spy. 
And  thief-like  tiiink'st  that  bolv  case  stit 

carry  tlice 
Tliro'  all  my  purposes,  and  so  lietray  me. 


all 


Whilst  my  good  s%ord  was  my  profession,      I  Base  as  the  act  »•,  thy  end  be,and  I  forget  thee^ 
And  then  havecried  out, 'Pedro,  I  defy  thee  !*  Pedro,  What  poor  evasi 


Theu  stuck  Alphonso's  quarrel  on  the  point, 
The  mercenary  anger  thou  serv'st  under 
To  get  his  daughter;  tlien  tliou  shouldst  have 
brav'd  me,      •  [me 

And,  ann*d  with  all  thy  family's  hate,  upon 
Done  something,  worthy  feat  •" :  Now,  poor 
and  basrly  [peasant 

Thou  set'st  toils  to  betray  roe ;  and^  like  the 
That  dare  not  meet  the  lion  iu  the  face. 
Digest  cj-afty  pit-fidls !  thou  sham'bt  the  Spa- 
nish honour;  [in  thee. 
Th*  hast  neither  point  of  man«  nor  conscience 
Pifd.  Sir,  sir,  you're  brave !  you  plead  now 
iu  a  sanctuary, 


evasions  thou  bnildVt 
ori,  t'ahuie  me !  [principles. 

The  godduess  of  a  man  nc*er  taught  thes4 
J  come  a  s>py  ?  Durst  any  noMe  spirit 
Put  on  this  habit,  to  become  a  traitor? 
Ev^n  in  an  enemy  shew  me  this  antipathy, 
VVherc  there  is  Christiao  faith,  and  this  not 

revercnrM. 
I  Come  a  soy  ?  No,  Roderisjo^  no, 
A  hater  ot  thy  person,  a  maligner?  [me^ 
Sj  far  from  that.  I  broii'j;lit  no  mr.lice  »ith 
Butntther,  wiien  I  meet  thee,  tears  to  stiVteii 
When  I  put  on  this  habit<  I  put  off  [thee. 
All  fires,  all  angers,  all  those  starts  of  youthr 
That  clapt  too  rank  >>  a  bias  to  my  beings 

I 


^  Tliy  heart 
A  desperate  fool.]  This  passage  sarely  ought  to  run  soy 

*  lliou  art      ^ 

*  A  dcspratefotH,' &c. 

In  this  Mr.  Seward  likewise  concurred.        St/»fpson.  " 

I  can  by  no  means  think  so:  the  old  text  is  not  only  settse,  Ldt  spirited  :  while  the  vari4« 
tion  is  insipid.  *  My  habit,*  says  Pedro,  *sheH'$  I  am  a  Pilj^rira.'  *  IV/y  /u-art*  (i.e.  thy  te- 
mcriiy)i  feplies   Hoderigo,  *  lAea'i  thou  art  a  desf>erate  fool,  and  so  tliy  fate,'&c.      J.  N, 

*7  Done  something  worthy  feut.\  A  comma  or  Iwo  here  will  put  all  to  right,  thus, 

*  Done  somethings  wortl»y  feat.' 

But  Mr.  Seward  thinks  that  something  furtlier  is  requisite  >  and  to  make  the  whole  run  mor^ 
naturally,  we  ought  to  read  thus  : 

*  H(tve  done  some  worthy  feat.'        Sympson. 

*•  Base  as  you  ai^,  thy  end  be..]  First  folio  says,  *  you  act;*  sc(*ond,  *  the  act.'  Sympsonf 
thinks  a  variation  necessary,  which  should  be  either,  *  your  or  this  act.'  *  The  net*  is  a  good^ 
reading,  and  being  that  of  tl^*  second  folio,  .should  be  preferred.        • 

^  Ciapt  too  rank  a  bins,]  i.  e.  Strong,  great,  4  c«        Sympson. 


Acts.  Scene  .2.] 


THE  PILGRIM. 


5^t 


And  if  it  creep  into  your  couscience  once, 
Be  sure  ye  lock  that  close. 

Rod,  Why  stand  ye  gazing? 

Pedro.  Farewell,  sleep,  peace,  all  that  artf 

human  comforts!  [happier; 

Better  ye  had   been  trees,   or  stones,  and 

For  those  die  liere,  and  seek  no  further  beio& 

Nor  Iiopes,  nor  punishments. 

liod.  Rots  take  ye,  rascals ! 

Jaq.  WhatwouUJ  you  liavc  us  do? 

littd.  Dispatcli  the  prater. 

Jag,  And  have  religiouit  blood  hang  on  ogt 
consciences? 
WeVc  bad  enough  already;  sins  enough 
To  make  our  graves  f.v*n  loath  us. 

Rod.  No  man  love  me?  [man  ; 

Lopez.  Allho'  I  be  a  thicf»  I  am  no  hang* 
They're  two  men's  trades,  and  let  anothec 
execute. 


[,e« 


And  drew  me  from  the  right  mark  all  should 

aim  at; 
Instead  of  stubborn  steel,  I  put  on  prayers; 
For  rash  and  hasty  heats,  a  sweet  repentance; 
Long  weary  steps,  and  vows,  for  my  vain- 

elorics. 
Oh,  Roderi^o! 

Rod.  If  thy  tongue  could  save  thee, 
Prating  be  thy  bail,thou  ha-t  a  rare  benefit! — 
Soldiers,  come  out,  and  bring  a  halter  with 

yc.  .       .  ,    [y^"- 

I'll  forgive  your  holy  habit,  sir,  but  I'll  hang 

Enter  OutltmSy  L/tpez,  and  Japtrs. 

1  OulL  Wherefore  this  halter,  captain  ? 

Rod,  For  this  traitor. 
Co,  put  it  on  him,  and  then  tie  him  up. 

1  Outl.  D'you  want  a  band,  sir?    This  is 
a  coarse  wearin<;; 
Twill  sit  but  srurvily  upon  this  collar: 
Bat  patience  is  as  good  as  a  French  picka- 
dcl «». 

Jbipcz.  What's  his  fault,  captain? 

Rod.  Tis  my  will  lie  perish. 
And  that's  his  fault. 

Pedro.  A  captain  of  good  crovernmcnt! 
Conic,   s(;ldiers,   conic  ;  ye're  roughly  bred, 

and  bloody; 
Shew  your  obedience, /and  the  joy  yc  take 
III  executing  impious  commands ; 
Ye  have  ncaptaiii  seals  your  liberal  pardons. 
Be  no  more  Christians,  put  religion  by. 
Twill  make  ye  cowards ;  feel  no  tenderness. 
Nor  let  a  thing  cali'd  Conscience  trouble  ye; 
Alas,  'twill  breed  delay.     Bear  no  respect 
To  what  I  seem  ;  were  [  a  saint  indeed, 
W^hv  shonhl   that  ata;»;rervc?  ve  ku'jw  not 

holnie^s; 
To  he  excellent  in  evil,  is  your  20o<lncss; 
And  be  so,  'twill  becnme  ye.   [luve  no  hearts. 
For   fear  you  should   repent ;  iliut  will    be 

dnn^^erous; 
For  if  there  bo  a  knocJi:ing  there,  a  prickinji, 
And  tliiit    puUe  Lent  bad;  lo  your  conside- 
rations, 
liowyc  have  laid  a  stiffhnndon  religion  ■ 

Rod.  Ti  u^s  liirn,  I  i?uy  ! 

Pedro.  And  violated  lath 

Rjd.   Here  liirn  not  prate  ! 

Pedro.  Why,  wliat^a  thin^  ^^ill  this  be! 
What   stran«j,e   confusion     then    will    breed 
ainonj:  yr: 

R'ld.   \Vi)l  none  of  yc  obey? 

Pedro.   What  devils  vc\  ye  ? 

The  fears  ye  live  in,'a;j'.l  the  hourly  dangers. 

Will  be  delights  to  these ;  those   liavc  their 

end«,  [ance: 

But  these  out-live  all  time,  "tmd  all  repent- 

*<*  PtckaflcL]  Cotcrave,  in  his  Dictionary  of  the  French  and  F.nclish  Tongues,  IGU,  ex- 
plains tne  word  piccudilles  a>,  *  the  several!  divisions  or  pecces  fastened  togethcM'  about  the 
*  bjimiiie  of  the  collar  of  a  tloublet,  t>f.*  And  a  late  auth<n'  informs  n-s,  that  in  Piccadifly, 
in  ll.e  llaymarket,  '  There  were  lonnerly  no  houses,  and  oiily  (me  shop  .or  ^panisii  ruiij;, 
winch  was  calieJ  the  Piccadillj^  or  rutV-shoo.'  See  Loudon  and  its  Ln> irons  described^ 
▼ol.  V.         R. 

Vol.  IL  a  P 


Lav  violent  hands  on  holy  tilings? 

iiod.  Base  cowards ! 
Put  to  your  powers,  ye  ras«als,  I  comniau4 
Holy,  or  unholy,  if  1  say  it, 
I'll  have  it  done. 

1  Outl.  If  [  do't,  let  me  starve  for't. 

2  Outl.  Or  I.  [ffom€> 

3  Outi,  Or  I.     We  will  obey  things  handr 
And  bad  enough,  and  over-do  obedience  ; 
But  to  be  made  such  instruments  of  mi^ 

chief 

Ju(j.  I've  done  as  many  villainies  as  another^ 
And  with  us  little  reluctation  ; 
Let  me  come  clear  of  these,  and  wipe  thi|l 

score  olK 
Put  nic  upon  a  felt  and  known  perdition?    . 
Rod.  Have  yc  conspir'd,  ye  slaves? 
Pedro.  How  vilely  this^shews,  [pcr. 

In  one  that  would  command  another's  tem* 
And  bear  no  bound  in's  own. 

Rod.  Am  I  thus  jaded?  [derigof 

Pedro.  Is  it  niy  life  thou  long'st  for,  Ro- 

And  ean  no  saeriliee  appease  thy  malice, 

But  my  bio  id  spilt  ?  Do  it  thyself,  dispatch  it; 

And,  as  thou  lak'st  the  whole  revenge  unto 

thee. 
Take  the  whole  sin  upon  thee,  and  be  mighty, 
Miiihty  in  evil,  as  t'jou  art  in  anger;    [sake. 
And  let  not  t)ies»e  poor  wretches  howl  fi»rthj 
Tnose  thiii;:s  that  in  tlnne  own  gla^s  seem 

nnist  monstrous, 
Wou.'dst  thou  abuse  their  weak  sights  with, 

/or  aniinblt? 
fs  it,  thou  think'st  to  fear  me  with  thy  terrors, 
ArKl  into  weak  condition  draw  my  virtue? 
If  I  were  now  to  learn  todie,  I'd  sue  to  thee; 
Ur  did   J    fear   death,  thru  I'd   make  thee 

•ilurious; 
But  kntiujng  what  and  how  far  I  can  suffer. 
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tHE  PILGRIM* 


[Att  Q4  Scene  9. 


And  all  my  whole  life  being  but  death's  pre* 
face, 

My  sleep  but  at  next  door 

Rod,  Are  you  so  I'aliant  ? 
1*11  make  you  feel,  1*11  make  you  know  and 
feel  too !  [here, 

And,  rascals,  ye  shall  tremble!  Keep  him 
And  keep  him  safe  too;  if  he  'scape  your 
guards — 
Pedro,  Fear  not,  I  will  not. 
RofI,  As  I  live,  ye  die  for't! 
t  will  not  be  thus  baffled.  [EtU, 

Jag,  What  a  devil  have  ye  done,  Pilgrim? 
or  what  mischief 
Have  you  conspir'd,  that  he  should  rage  and 

rave  thus? 
Have  you  kill*d  his  father,  or  his  mother? 
Or  strangled  any  of  his  kindred  ? 

Lopez.  lias  he  no  sisters?  have  you  not 
I       been  bouncing 
About  their  belly-pieces? 

Jag,  VVhy  should  tliat  be  dangerous, 
Or  ajiy  way  deserve  death  ?  is't  not  natural  ? 
Bar  us  the  Christian  liberty  of  women. 
And  build  us  up  with  brick,  take  away  our 
free-stone. 
1  Outl,   Because  thouVt  holier  than  he, 
upon  my  conscience, 
lie  does  not  envy  thee ;  that's  not  his  quarrel ; 
Fur,  look  you,  that  might  be  compouudec) 
without  prayers. 
Lopez.  Nor  that  thou  seem*st  an  honester 


man ;  for  here 


We  have  no  trading  with  such  tinsel-stuff; 
To  be  an  excellent  thief  is  all  we  aim  at. 
Wilt  thou  take  a  spit  and  stride,  and  see  if 
thou  canst  out-run  us  ?         [obedience ; 

Pedro.  I  scorn  to  shift  his  fury ;  keep  your 
For  tho'  your  government  admit  no  prcre- 
ICeep  yourselves  careful  in't.  [dent, 

Jag,  Thou  wilt  be  han^*d  then.  [me. 

Pedro.  I  cannot  die  with  fewer  faults  upon 

S  OulL  Tis  ten  to  one  he'll  shoot  hira;  for 
the  devil's  in  him 
If  he  hang  him  himl^^elf. 

Lopez,  He  has  too  proud  a  nature ; 
He  will  compel  some  one. 

Jag,  Vm  confident. 

Lopez.  And  so  are  all,  I  think. 

Pedro.  Be  not  molested ; 
If  I  must  die,  let  it  not  trouble  you  ; 
It  stirs  not  me;  *tis  the  end  I  was  born  for. 
Only  this  lM)nest  ofhce  I  desire  ye, 
If  there  be  courtesy  in  men  of  your  breed. 
To  see  me  buried ;  not  to  let  his  fury 
£xpose  my  body  to  the  open  violence 
Of  beasts  and  fowls;  so  far  I  urge  humanity. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  Alinda. 

Jag,  He  sha'n'tdeny  us  that;  we'll  see  you 
under  ground, 
And  give  you  a  volley  of  as  good  cups  of  sack, 
For  that's  our  discipline 

Lopez,  He  comes  a^rain. 
As  high  in  rage  as  ever ;  the  boy  witli  hira. 


1  Outl.  Will  he  compel  the  child  ? 
Lopez.  He's  bent  to  do  it, 
And  must  have  somebody. 

Rod.  If  thou  lov'st  me,  do  itl  fit  f 

Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  say  thou  shalt  do 
Stare  not,  nor  stagger,  sirrah !  if  ye  deny 

me — 
Do  you  see  this,  rogue  ? 

Alin,  What  would  you  have  me  do,  sir? 
Heav'n*s  jjoodness  bless  me ! 

Rod,  Do  ?  why,  hang  a  rascal^ 
That  would  hani;  me. 

Alin.  I  am  a  boy,  and  weak,  sir. 

Rod.  Thou'rt  strong  enough  to  tie  him  to 

a  bough,  [jewel. 

And  turn  him  off.     Come,  thou  shalt  be  my 

And  ril  allow  thee  horse,  and  all  thy  plea- 

sures. 
And  twenty  gallant  things;  Fll  teach  thee 

arms  too; 
Make  thee  mine  heir. 

Aiin.  Let  me  inherit  death  first! 
Rod.  Make  me  not  anpry.  sirrali! 
Alin.  Which  is  the  man,  sir? 
ril  pluck  up  the  best  heart  I  can;  yet— 

Rod.  Fear  not ; 
It  is  my  will.  That  in  the  Pilgrim's  coat  there. 
That  devil  in  the  saint's  skin. 
AUn.  Guard  me,  goodness  I 
Rod.  Dispatch  him  presently. 
Pedro.  1  wait  your  worst,  sir. 
Jug,  Will  the  boy  do  it  ?  is  the  rogue  8# 
confident? 
So  young,  so  deep  in  blood? 
Lopez.  He  shakes  and  trembles. 
Pedro.  Dost  thou  seek  more  coals  still  to 
scar  thy  conscience? 
Work  sacred  innocence  to  be  a  devil  ?      [it. 
Do  it  thyself  for  shame,  thou  best  bccom'st 
Rod.  Sirrah,  I  scorn  my  finger  should  be 
'til'd  with  thee; 
And  yet  I'll   have  it  done;  this  child  shall 
slrant^le  thee:  [thee. 

A  crying  girl,  if  she  were  here,  should  master 
Aiin.  How  should  I  save  him?  how  myself 
from  violence?  [Aside. 

Pedro,    L^ave  yonr  tongue-valour,    and 
dis^)alch  your  hate,  sir; 
The  patience  of  my  deatli  shall  more  torment 
thee,  [backward) 

(Thou  painted  honour,  thou  bast  man  made 
Than  all  my  life  has  fear'd  thee. 
Rod.  (>a^  him,  sirrah  ! 
Jug.  The  boy  looks  j^hearfully  now;  sure 

he  will  do  it. 
Lopez,  He'll  maul  him  else. 
Alin.  Are  you  prepar'ci  to  die,  sir  ? 
Pedro.  Yes,  hoy,  and  ready;  prithee   to 

thy  business. 
Alin.  Why  are  you  then  so  angry  ?  soper^ 
plex'd,  sir? 
Patience  wins  Heaven,  and  not  the  heat  of 

passion. 
Why  do  you  rail  ? 
Lopez,  The  boy's  a  pretty  priest* 
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Pedro.  I  thank  you,   gentle  child;   you 
teach  me  truly. 

Afht.  You  seeiu  to  fear  too. 

Pedro.  Thou  seest  more  than  I  feel,  boy, 

Aiin.  You  treuibie,  sure. 

Pedro.  No,  sure,  boy;  *tisthy  tenderness. 
Prithee  make  haste,  and  let  that  guiph  be 
satisBcd. 

Ahn.  Are  you  so  willing  to  go  to't? 

Pedro.  Most  willing : 
I  would  not  l»orrow  from  his  courtesy 
One  hour  of  lite,  to  gain  an  ajie  of  tilory. 

A'in.  And  is  your  reckoning  straight,  sir? 

Pedro.  As  j»traij;ht  as  truth,  boy  ; 
I  cannot  go  more  joyfully  to  a  wedding, 

Aiin.  Then  to  your  prayers;  Til  dibpatch 
you  presently. — 
Now  guide  my  tongue,  thou  blessedness ! 

[Aside. 

Rod.  A  good  boy ! 

Aliu.  But  hark  you,  sir,  one  word ;  and 
'pray  ytm  resolve  me. 
l^t  uie  speak  privately. 

Rod,  What  wouldst  thou  have,  child  ? 

Alin.  Shall  thib  man  die  ? 

Rod.  Why  dost  thou  make  that  question  ? 

Alin.  Tray  you  be  not  angry;  if  he  must, 
I'll  do  it. 
B  .t  must  he  now) 

Rod.  What  else?  who  dare  reprieve  him? 

Alin.  Trsky  you  think  again ;  and  as  your 

injuries  [fellow, 

^re  great,   and   full,  you  suffer  from   this 

X)onot  you  purpose  so  to  suit  your  vengeance? 

Rod.  i  do,  and  must. 

AUn.  You  cannot,  if  he  die  now. 

Rod.  Cauuot?  [find  it. 

Alin.  No,  cannot;  be   not  vex'd  ;  you'll 
I  have  conbider'd,  and  I  know  it  certain, 
You  suffer  below  him;  lose  all  your  angers. 

Rod.  Why,  my  best  boy  ? 

Alin.  I  love  and  tender  you, 
I  would  not  till  you  else.     Is  that  revenge. 
To  slight  your  cause,  and  saint  your  enemy  ? 
Clap  the  dove's  wings  of  downy  peace  unto 
him,  ^  [sighinj^? 

And  let  him  soar  to  Heaven,  whilst  you  arc 
I3  this  revenge  ? 

Rod.  I'd  iiave  him  (He. 

Alin.  Prepar'd  thus  ? 
The  blessing  of  a  father  never  reach'd  it ! 
liis  contemplation  now  scorns  you,  contemns 

you, 


And  all  the  tortures  you  can  use:  Jjct  him 
die  thus, 

And  these  that  know  and  love  revenge  will 
laugh  at  you. 

Here  lies  tlie  honour  of  a  well-bred  anger, 

To  make  his  enemy  shake  and  tremble  under 
him, 

Doubt,  nay,  almost  despair,  and  then  con- 
found him. 

This  mjin  you  rock  asleep,  and  all  your  rages 

Are  requieim  to  his  parting  soul,  mere  an- 
thems. 
Rod.  Indeed  he's  strongly  built. 
Alin.  You  cannot  shake  him ; 

And  the  more  weight  you  put  on  his  foun- 
dation, [stronger^ 

Now  as   he  stands,  you    fix  him  still   the 

If  you  love  him,  honour  him,  would  heap 
upon  him 

Friendships  and  benefits  beyond  example, 

Hope  him  a  star  in  Heaven,  and  there  woul(| 
stick  him, 

Now  t.'ike  his  life. 

Rod.  I'd  rather  take  mine  own,  boy. 

Alin.  ril  ease  him  presently. 

Rod.  Stay,  be  not  hasty. 

Alin.  Bless  my  tongue  still !  \Atide, 

Lopez*  What  has  the  boy  done  to  him? 

How  dull  and  still  he  looks ! 
Aim.  You  are  a  wise  man, 

And  long  have  buckled  with  the  world's  ex-* 
tremitics, 

A  valiant  niani  and  no  doubt  know  both 
fortunes ;  [madly. 

And  would  you  work  your  mastci^piece  thus 

Take  the  bare  name  of  honour,  that  will  pity 
you «', 

When  the  world  knows  you've  prey'd  on  a 
poor  Pilgrim  ? 
Rod.  The  boy  has  stagger'd  me:     What 

wouldst  thou  have  me 

Alin.  Have  vQu?  d*you  notfeel,  8ir?docs't 
not  stir  you  ?  [bravely, 

D*  you  ask  a  cliild  ?  I'd  have  yon  do  most 

(Because  I  most  aiVect  you)  like  yourself,  sir; 

Scorn  him,  and  let  him  go;  seem  to  contemu 
him, 

And,  now  you've  made  i^m  shake,  seal  him 
his  pardon. 

When  he  appears  a  subject  fit  for  anger, 

A^d  fit  for  you,  his  pious  armour  off. 

His  hopes  no  higher  than  your  sword  m^r 
reach  at, 


•*  Take  the  hare  name  of  Honour^  thtit  will  pify  ye. 

When  the  world  knovsye  havepr^yd  on  a  poor  Pilgrim  ?]  Mr.  Seward  supposes  a  trans^ 
position  here,  and  would  read, 

*  Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour?  when  the  world  knows 

*  Yfc've  prey'd  on  a  poor  Pilgrim,  they  will  pity  ye.' 

Mr.  Sympson  *  can't  allow  of  so  bold  a  proceeding  against  the  textj^'  wl^ch  he  tliinks  *  may 
♦  be  bet  right  with  less  trouMe,  so:* 

*  Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour,  U  will  pity  you 

*  When  llie  world  knows  you've  prey'd  on  a  poor  Pilgrim.' 

We  think  the  J;ext gives  the  same  scqsc  vith  Seward's  transposition;  and  do  not  like  ^ymp- 
90u*9  reading. 
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Then  strike,  and  then  you  know  revenge, 

then  take  it. 
I  hope  IVe  turnM  his  mind.  [Aside. 

Rod,  Let  tl)e  fool  tjo  there. 
I  scorn  to  let  loose  so  base  an  an|:cr 
May  lipht  on  tliee :  See  nic  no  more,  but 

quit  me ; 
And  when  we  meet  again 

Pedro,  ril  thank  you,  captain.  [Erii. 

Alin.  Why,  this  was   like  yourself. — But 
which  way  goes  hc.^ 
Shall  we  ne'er  happy  meet?  \ Aside. 

Rod,  Tm  drowsy,  hoy ;  [pany; 

Go  with  me,  and  discourse :  I  like  thy  oom- 
Oh,  child  !  I  love  thy  umj;ue.  \Eut. 

Alin.  I  shall  wait  on  you.  [Exit, 


Lopez,  Tlie  boy  has  done't;  a  plaguy  wit- 
ty rascal ! 
And  1  shall  love  him  terribly. 

Jaq.  T«  us  he,-  most  certain ;  [him, 

For,  if  you  mark,  how  earnest  he  was  with 
And  liow  he  laljotu-'d  him  ! 

Lopez.  A  cunnius;  villain! 
But  a  good  rogue.     This  hoy  will  make's  all 
honest. 
1  Out  I.  I  scarce  believe  that;  but  I  like  the 
boy  well. 
Come,  let's  to  supper ;  then  upon  our  watches. 
Jj^pez.  This  Pilgrim  'scapM,  a  joyful  one**, 
Jaq.  Let's  drink  round  ^ 

To  the  boy's  health,  and  then  about  our  bu- 
sincbs.  [Eieunt, 


•«  This  Pilgrim  'scflp'c/  «  joyful  one]  This  may  be  understood  as  if  this  Pil«:rim  was  joyful 
9n  account  of  his  escape,  but  it  is  more  in  character  to  make  one  relate  to  xuppery  and  then, 
(hough  joji fitly  understood  ironically,  may  stand,  yet  wt^ful  stems  a  more  humourous  word. 
I  read  therefore, 

*  This  Pilgrim  'scap'd  a  wofiil  one.'        Seward. 

A  eomma  at  the  word  'scap'd  wiil,  I  believe,  give  us  the  Aiithor's  meaning.  The  Outlaw 
tays, ' Let's  to  our  watches.*  *  Mine,'  says  Lopez,  'will  be  a^"oj//i// watch,  as  this  Pilgrim 
lias  escap'd  ;'  his  execution  would  iiave  made  it  melancholy.        J.  N. 


ACT     III. 


SCENE  I. 

inter  Rodcrigo,  Jague.^,   Lopez,   and  three 

Outlaws. 

Rod,  "VTONE  of  you  know  her } 

-^^    Jaq.  Alas,  sir,  we  ne'er  saw  her, 
Nor  e'er  heard  of  her,  but  from  your  report. 
Rod.  No  happy  eye? 
Lopez.  I  do  not  think  'tis  she,  sir ; 

Methinks,  a  woman  dares  ivU 

Rod.  Thou  spcak'st  poorly ; 
What  dares  not  woman,  when  she's  provok'd  ? 
Or  what  seems  dangerous  to  love  or  fury  ? 
That  it  is  she,  this  has  confirm'd  me  certain, 
These  jewels  here,  a  part  of  which  1  sent  her, 
And,  tho'  unwilling,  yet  her  father -wrought 
To  take  and  wear.  [her 

Lope:;.  A  wench,  and  we  not  know  it? 
And  amonjr  us?  Where  were  our  understand- 

ings? 
I  could  have   guess'd   unhappily,  have  had 

some  feeling 
In  such  a  matter:  Here  are  as  pretty  fellows, 
At  the  discovery  of  such  a  jigambob! 
A  handsome  wcucli  too  ?  Sure  we've  lost  our 
facultie5,  [here,  sir? 

We  have  no  notions  *'.     What  should  she  do 
Rod,  That's  it  that  troubles  me.  Oh,  that 
base  rascal ! 
There  lies  the  misery!     How  cunningly  she 
quit  him. 


And  howsheurg'd  I  Had  ye  been  constant  tm 
1  ne'er  had  suflTer'd  this.  [^^f 

1  Out  I.  You  might  have  hang'd  him; 
And   'would  he  had  been    hang'd!  that's  all 

we  care  for't. 
So  our  hands  had  not  done't. 

Rod.  She's  gone  again  too; 
And  what  care  have  ye  for  that?  gone,  and 

contcnm'd  me; 
Mastcr'd  my  will  and  power,  and  now  laughs 
at  me. 
Lopez.  The  devil  that  brought  her  hither, 


sir,  I  think 


Has  carried  hfr  back  agiin  invisible,    [turc. 
Tor  we  ne'er  knew  nor  heard  of  .'kt  denar- 
Juq.  No  living  thing  came  this  night  thro' 
our  watirfic^; 
She  went  with  you. 

Rod.  Was  by  me  till  I  slept, 
But  >f  hen  I  wak'd,  and  call  d — Oh,  my  dull 

pate  here  ! 
If  I  had  open'd  this  when  it  was  given  me. 

This  roguy  box 

Lopez.  We  could  but  cive  it  you. 
Rod.  Pilgrim  ?  apoxo'  Pilgrims!  there  the 
gaqie  goes,  [it. 

There's  all  my  fortune  fled;  I  know't,  I  feel 

Enter  Alphonso  and  tiro  Outlaid, 

Alph.  Bring  me  unto  tliy  captain  !  where's 
thy  captain  ? 


*»  We  have  no  motions.]  The  n  and  the  m  have  taken  the  same  turn  here  as  in  Shakespean^ 
Eead, 

^  Wc  have  no  ytotions*        St/mpion^ 
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Fm  foundered,  melted ;  some  fairy  thing  or 
otiicr  [me 

Has  led  me  dancing;  the  devil  lins  haunted 
r  tir  likeness  of  a  voice. — Give  me  thy  cap- 
fain  ! 
2  Oittl.  IIe*s  here,  sir;  there  he  stands. 
Aiph.  Ilow  dost  thou,  caplam  ?        [Ixilt ! 
I. have  been  fool'd  and  jaded,  made  a  doi;- 
My  dat!|4htcr*s  run  away;  1  have  been  haunt- 
ed too ; 

I've  lost  my^orsc ;  Tm  hun-;ry,  and   out  of 
my  wit-i  ul-«o. 
Rod.  Come  ijj ;  1*11  tell  you  what  I  know; 
stran;;c  things! 
And  take  vouronyc;  1*11  follow  her  recovery  j 
These  shrJl  be  yours  the  whilst,  and  do  you 
service. 
Alph.  Let   me  hnvc  drink   enough;    Fm 

almost  c'loakM  too. 
Rod,  You   sliall   have   any  thing.    What 

think  you  now,  soldiers? 

Jfu/,  J  think  a  woman,  is  a  woman,  that's 

any  thin«r. 

The  next  we  take,  we'll  search  a  little  nearer ; 

We'll  not  be   boy'd  again  with   a  pair  of 

breeches.  [^KreunL 

SCEXE  n. 
Enter  Juldta, 

Jul.  He's  gone  in  here :  This  is  Roderigo's 

quarter, 
And  I'll  be  w  ith  him  soon,  Tii  startle  him 
A  little  better  than  I  have  done.    AW  this  long 

nieht 
I've  led  him  out  o'th'  way,  to  try  his  patience, 
And  made  hiin^car,  aiiil  curse,  and  pray, 

and  hwear  ai^ain. 
And  cry  for  anitr;  I  made  him   leave  his 

horse  too,  [to  him. 

Where  he  can  never  find  him  more;  whi;»tled 
And  tiien  he'd  run  thro'  thick  and  thin   to 

reach  me;  [iiim. 

And  down  in  this  ditch,  upa^ain,  and  shake 
And  swear  some  certain  blessings;  then  into 

that  buih  [ovi-r, 

Pop  i;oes  his  pate,  and  all  fiis  fnce  is  comb'd 
And  JL  sit  lauj;hiiig:  A  hundred  tricks  I've 

serv'd  him. 
And  I  will  double  'em,  before  I  leave  him  : 
I'll  tcacii  his  anger  to  dispute  with  vvomen. 
Dut  all  this  time  I  cannot  meet  mv  mistress, 
I  cannot  come  to  comfort  her,  that  grieves  me, 
>'or  sure  she's  much  aillicted;  till  1  do, 
Jl'U  haunt  thy  ghost,  Alphonso;  Til  keep  thee 

wakinj:;.  [weary, 

Yes,  I  must  get  a  drum :   I  am  villainous 
j\nd  vet  I'll  trot  about  these  villages 
^rill  (  have  ^otmy  will,  and  then  have  at  you! 
3'll  make  your  anger  drop  out  at  your  elbows, 

ere  1  leave  you.  [Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Seberto  and  Curio. 

Seh.  Tis  strange,  in  all  the  circuit  we  hav# 

ridden,  * 

We  cannot  cross  her ;  no  way  light  upon  her. 

Curio.  I  don't  think  she  is  gone  thus  far, 

or  this  way; 

For  certain,   if  she  had,  we  should   have 

reach'd  her, 
Made  some  discovery,  heard  some  news; 
we've  seen  nothing. 
Seb.  Nor  pass'd  by  any  body  that  could 
promise  any  thii:g. 
She's  KTtainly  disjiuisd  ;  her  roodestj 
Durst  never  venture  else. 

Cut  io.  Let  her  take  any  shape*. 
And  let  me  sec  it  once,  l  can  distinguish  it. 
Sih.  So  should  I  think  to:>.     Has  not  her 
father  found  her?  [patiencA 

Cnrio.  No,  I'll  be  hang'd  then  ;  he  has  no 
(Unless  she  light  in's  teeth;  to  look  alniut  him : 
He  guesses  now  %  and  chafes,  and  frets  like 
tinsel.  [out  it; 

St'b.  Let  him  go  on,  he  cannot  live  with- 
But  keep  her  from  him,  licav'n !  Where  ar« 
we,  Curio? 
Curio.  In  a  wood,  I  think ;  hang  me,  if  I 
know  else  !  [hours. 

And  yetl'ie  ridden  all  these  coasts  at  all 
And  had  an  aim. 

Seb.  I  would  we  had  a  guide.  [berto. 

Curio.  And  if  I  be'  not  much  awry,  Se- 
Not  far  Oif  should  be  Koderij;o's  quarter; 
For  in  this  fastness,  if  I  be  nut  cozen'd, 
lie  and  his  Outlaws  live. 

Seb.  This  is  the  place  then 
We  appointed  him  to  meet  in. 

Enter  Atinda. 
Curio.  Yes,  I  think  so. 
Stb.  'Would  we  coidd  meet  some  living 

thing  !— What's  that  there? 
Curio.  A  boy,  I  think.   Stay ;  why  mayn't 

he  direct  us? 
Alin.  I'm  huncry,  and  Vm  weary,  and  I 
cannot  find  him.  ^ 

Keep  my  wits,  llrav'n!  I  feel  *em  wavering. 
Oh,  God,  my  head  ! 

Stb.  Bo^f  dost  thou  hear?  thou  stripling  ! 
Aiin.  Now  they  will  tear  me,  torture  me ! 
now  Kodurigo 
Will  hang  him  without  mercy.     ITa ! 

Curio,  Come  hitlier ! 
A  very  pretty  boy.    What  place  is  this,  child  ? 
And  whither  dost  thou  travel?  Ihtw  he  stares? 
Some  stubborn  master  has  abus'd  tfie  boy, 
And   beaten   him:    How   he   complains!— 
Whither  goest  thou  ?  ^  [ther ; 

Alin,  I  go  to  Segovia,  sir,  to  my  sicK  mo- 
I  have  been  taken  here  by  drunkc'n  thieves^ 


•*  lie  guesses  now,  and  chafes  and  frets  like  tinsel.]  Mr.  Sympson  proposes  reading;, 

'  He  guesses  not,  but  chafes  and  frets  like  tinsel.' 
We  arc  of  opinion  that  guessa  is  corrapt. 
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THE  PILGRIM, 


[Act  3.  Scene  4. 


And,  fob,  my  bones  !)  I  bare  been  beaten, 
sir,  ftlemen. 

Mis-us'd  and  robb'd;  extremely  beaten,  gcn- 
Oli,  God.  my  side! 

Seb.  What  beasts  would  use  a  boy  thus? 
Look  up,  and  be  of  good  cbeer. 
•  -  /iUti.  Oh,  I  cannot. 
My  back,  my  back,  my  back  ! 

Cvrio.  What  thieves? 

A/in.  I  know  not, 
But  they  call  the  captain  Roderigo. 

Curio.  Look  you ! 
I  knew  we  were  thereabouts. 

Seb.  Dost  thou  want  any  thint;  ? 

Alin.  Nothing  but  ease,  but  ease,  sir. 

Curio.  There's  some  money, 
And  get  thee  to  thy  mother. 

Alin,  I  thank  ye,  gentlemen.  [thus. 

Seb.  This  was  extremely  foul,  to  vex  a  child 

Come,  let's  along ;  we  cannot  lose  our  way 

now.  \Ereu7it, 

Alin.  Tho*  ye  are  honest  men,  I  fear  your 
fingers. 
And  glad  I  am  got  off.    Oh,  how  I  tremble  ! 
Send  me  but  once  within  his  arms,  dear  For- 

tune^ 
And  then  come  all  the  world!  What  shall  [ 

do  now  ? 
n!*is  almost  night  again,  and  where  to  lodge  me 
Or  get  me  meat,  or  any  thing,  1  know  not. 
These  wild  woods,  and  the  fancier  I  have  in 
Will  run  me  mad.  [mc^ 

Enter  Juleita. 
Jul.  Boy  !  boy ! 
Alin.  More  set  to  take  me? 
Jul.  Dost  tiiou  hear,  boy  ?  thoa  pointer ! 
Alin.  'Tis  a  boy  too, 
A  lackv-bov:  I  need  not  fear  his  fierceness. 
Jul.  Canst  thou  beat  a  drum? 
Alin.  A  drum? 
Jul.  Thi«  thing,  a  drum  here. 
Pidst  thou  ne*cr  see  a  drum?  Canst  thou 
make  this  crumble? 
Alin.  Juletta's  face  and  tongue!  Is  she 
run  mad  too  ? 
Here  may  be  double  craft.    [Aside.]— I  have 
no  skill  in't. 
Jul.  I'll  give  thee  a  ryal  but  to  go  along 
'    with  me.  [bu^jiness. 

Alin.  I  care  not  for  thy  ryal ;  I've  otiier 
Drum  to  thyself,  and  dance  to't. 

Jul.  Sirrah,  sirrah ! 
Thou  scur\'y  sirrah  I  thou  snotty-nos'd  scab ! 
dost  thou  bear  me  ? 

Jf  I  lay  down  my  drum 

Alin.  Here  comes  more  company ! 
)  fear  a  plot;  Ucav'n  scud  me  fairly  from  it. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  two  Outlavot* 

Jul,  Bastu/  who's  here? 

Lopez.  Captaiuj  do  you  need  me  further? 


Red.  No,  not  a  foot.    Give  me  the  gown  | 
the  sword  now.  [nie, 

Jul.  This  if  the  devil  tbief;  and,  if  he  take 
Woe  be  to  my  gally-gaskins  ! 

Lopez.  Certain,  sir,  [habit. 

She'll  take  her  patches  off,  and  change  her 
Rod.  Let  her  do  what  she  please.  No,  no^^ 
Alinda, 
You  cannot  cozen  me  again  in  a  boy's  figurei 
Nor  hide  the  beauty  of  that  face  in  patches,^ 
But  I  shall  knoiv't. 

Jul.  A  hoy  ?  his  face  in  patches? 
Rod.  Nor  shall  your  tongue  again  betwitch 
mine  anger. 
If  she  be  found  i'  th'  woods,  send  me  wore) 

presently. 
And  I'll  return;  (she  cannot  be  far  gone  yet) 
If  she  be  not,  expect  me  when  you  see  me. 
Use  all  your  service  to  my  friend  Alphonso, 
And  have  a  care  to  your  business.  Farewell ! 
No  more:  Farewell!  [Exeunt. 

Jul^  I'm  heartily  glad  tliouVt  gone  yet. 

This  boy  in  patches  was  the  hoy  came  by  me^ 

The  very  same  ;  how  ha>tilv  it  shifted  .' 

What  a  mope-ey'd  ass  was  I*,  I  could  not 

know  her !  fber  her  ; 

Tbis  must  be  she,  this  is  she,  now  I  rcmcuH 

How  loth  she  was  to  talk  too,  how  she  fear'd 

me  I  [anger. 

I  could  now  piss  mine   eyes  out  for  mere 

I'll  follow  her — But  who  shall  vex  her  ftjther 

then  ?  [3g<^» 

One  flurt  at  him,  and  then  I'm  for  the  VMy-;. 

If  I  can  cross  the  captain  too— Come,  tabor  ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IHl 

Enter  Jaqucs  and  First  Outlaw. 

Jaq.  Are  they  all  set  ? 

1  Outl.  All,  and  each  quarter  quiet. 

Juq.  fs  tlie  old  man  asleep  ? 

1  Outl.  An  hour  ago,  sir.  [sence^ 

Jaq.    We  must  be  very  careful  in  his  ab- 
And  very  watchful. 

I  Outl.  It  concerns  us  nearly. 
He  will  not  be  long  from  us. 

Jaq.  No,  he  cauoot. 

1  Outl.    A  little  heat  of  love,  which  he 
must  wander  out ; 
And  then  again — Hark  !        [Drum  ajar  off, 

Jaq:  What  ? 

1  Outl.  'Tis  ntit  the  winid,  sure ;    [waters. 
That's  still  and  calm;  no  noise  nor  (lux  of 

Jaq.  I  licar  a  drum,  I  think. 

1  Outl.  That^  that ;  it  beats  again  now. 

Jaq.  Now  it  comes  nearer.    Sur*  we  are. 
surprised,  sir; 
Some  from  the  king's  command.  We're  lost, 
we're  dead  all ! 

1  Outl,  I  lark,  hark  !   a  charge  joow !  my 
captain  has  betray'd  u^. 
And  left  us  to  tliis  ruin,  rim  away  from  us ! 


What  a  ai.op-ey'<^  ass,  &c.]  Pormer  editions. 


Aot  5.  Scene  &.] 
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Enter  two  OutlaiJS, 

Lopex.  Another  beats  o*  tliat  side. 

2  OutL  Fly,  fly,  Jaques  ! 
We're  taken  in  a  toil,  snapt  in  a  pitfajl; 
Mcthinks  I  feel  a  sword  already  siiave  me. 

S  OutL  A  thousand  horse  and  foot,  a  thou- 
sand pioneers. 
If  we  get  under  ground,  to  fetch  usout  a^ain ; 
And  every  one  an  axe  to  cut  the  woods  down. 

Lopez,  This  is  the  dismal'st  night 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Afphonso, 

Alph.  Wh^re  is  iny  nag  now?  [devil 

And  what  make  I  here  to  be  han^*d  ?  what 
croupht  nie  into  this  daut^er  ?  Is  there  ne'er 

a  hole,  [quickly  ? 

That  I  may  creep  in  deep  enough,  ai!d  die 
Ne'er  an  old  ditch  to  choke  in  ?  I  shall   be 

taken 
For  their  commander  now,  their  general, 
And  have  a  coAimanding  gallows  set  up  for 

roe  [on  nie; 

As  high  as  a  may-pole,  and  nasty  songs  made 
Be  printed  with  a  pint-pot  and  a  digger. 
They  are  all  kili'd  by  this  time.  Can  I  pray? 
Let  me  sec  that  first— I've  too  much  fear  to 

be  faithful.  fdaui^htcrs, 

Where's  all  my  state  now  r  I  raui>t  go  hunt  for 
Daughters,  nnl  damsels  of  the  lake'^,  daran'd 

daujihtcrs ! 
A  hundred  crowns  for  a  good  tod  of  hay. 
Or  a  fineholiow  tree,  that  would  coiitain  me. 
I  hear  'em  coming  ;  I  feel  the  noose  about  mr ! 

Enter  Sebtrto,  Curio,  Outlaws,  and  Jaques. 

Scb.  Why  do  you  fear,  and  fly?  here  are 
no  soldiers, 
^one  from  the  kin::'  to  vex  you. 
1  Outl.  The  drum,  the  drum,  sir! 
Curio.  I  never  saw  such   pigeon-hearted 
people ! 
What  drun]  ?  whnr.  d.injor?  who's  that  that 

shakes  behind  there  ? 
Mercy  upon  me,  sir,  why  are  you  fear'd  thus  ? 
Aiph.  Are  we  all  kili'd?  no  mercy  to  be 
I'.op'd  for ! 
Am  I  not  shut,  d*  vou  think  ? 

Seb.  You're  strangely  tViulitcd  ;  [y^u? 

Shot  with  a  fiddk-stick  !  Who's  here  to  shoot 
A  drum  we  saw  iinitid ;  a  boy  was  beating  it, 
And  hunting  sq'iirrcl^  by  moon-light.  « 
Lopez.  Nothing  else,  sir  ?  [stirring. 

Curio,  Not  any  thing;    no  other  person 
Aiph.  Oh,  that  1  had  that  boy !  this  is  that 
devil, 
That  fairy  rogue,  that  haunted  me  last  night ! 
ir  has  sleeves  like  dragon's  wings. 


Seb.  A  little  foot*-boy. 
Afph.  Come,  let's  go  in,  and  let  me  get  ray 
clpaths  on. 
If  e'i'r  I  stay  here  more  to  be  thus  martyr'd'*-* 
Did  yc  not  meet  the  wench  ? 
56'^.  So,  sure,  we  met  her  not. 
Alph.  She  has  been  here  in  boy's  appan^, 
gentlemen,  [woman) 

(A  gallant  thing,  and  famous  for  a  gentle* 
And  all  her  face  palch'd  over  for  discovery; 
A  Pilgrim  too,  and  thereby  hangs  a  circum-f 
stance,  [one; 

That  she  hath  play'd  her  master-prize,  a  ran 
I  came  too  short. 

Curio.  Such  a  young  boy  we  met,  sir. 
Aiph.  In  a  grey  hat? 

Curio.  The  same;  his  face  all  patch'd  too. 

A/ph.  Twas  she.  a  rot  run  with  her!  she, 

that  rank  sfie !  [again : 

Walk  in,  1*11  tell  ye  all;  and  then  we*ll  part 

But  get  some  store  of  wine;   this  fright  sits 

here  yet.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Juletta^ 

Jul.  What  a  fright  I've  put  'cm  in;  wbift 

n  brave  hurry ! 
If  this  do  bolt  him*7,  I'll  be  with  him  again 
With  a  new  part,  was  never  play'd  :  I'll  firk. 

him ;  [him. 

As  he  iiunts  her,  so  I'll  hunt  him;  I'll  clair 
Now  will  I  see  if  I  c:iii  cross  her  footing. 
Yet  still  I'll  watch  his  water,  he  shall  pay 

for't ;  [worse^ 

And  when  he  thinks  most  malice,  and  means 
I'll  n):t!:e  him  know  the  marc's  the  better 

hor»e.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Pedro  and  u  Gentleman, 

Gent.  You  are  a  stranger,  sir ;  and,  for 
hum>nity,  [something. 

Being  cumc  within  our  walls,  I'd  shew  you 
You've  seen  the  castle  ? 

Pedro.  Yes,  sir  ;  tis  a  "strong  one, 
And  well  maintain'd. 

Gent.  Why  are  you  still  thus  sad,  sir? 
LIow  do  you  like  the  walks? 

Pedro.  They're  very  pleasant; 
Yo!ir  town  stands  cool  and  sweet, 

Gent.  But  that  I  would  not  [yon 

AfiVct  you  w  ith  n»ore  sadness,  I  could  shew 
A  place  worth  view. 

Pedro.  Shows  seldom  alter  me,  sir; 
'Pray  you  speak  it,  and  then  shew  it. 

Gent.  'Tis  a  house  here  [visited 

Where  people  of  all  aortsj  that  have  been 
With  lunacies  and  follies,  wait  their  cures: 


'*  Damsels  of  t lie  lake.]  This  alludes  to  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  a  famous  character  in  the 
old  romances;  particularly  the  very  popular  one  callvd  Morte  Arthur;  where  many  mi- 
racles are  performed,  and  much"  enchantment  is  conducted,  by  means  of  the  interpositiua 
of  the  Lady  of  the  Like.    See  Wartou  on  Spensf^r,  vol.  i.  p.  28.         R, 

^  If  (his  do  bolt  Itim.^  Probably  tlie  negative  is  wauling, 

'  U  this  don't  bolt  him.'  Sj/mpson, 
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[Act  3.  Scene  6. 


Their  fancies,  of  a  thousand  stamps  and 
fash  ions,  [)c. 

Like  flies  in  several  shapes,  buz  round  about 
Aixd  twice  as  many  gestures ;  some  of  pity, 
That  it  would  malie  yuu  melt  to  see  their 

passions : 
And  some  as  light  ap;ain,  that  would  content 

you. 
But  1  see,  sir,  your  temper  is  too  modest. 
Too  mucli  ii\clii)M  to  contemplation. 
To  meet  with  tlu'se. 

Pedro.  You  could  not  please  me  better; 
And  [  beseech  you,  sir,  do  n.e  the  honour 
To  let  me  wait  upon  you. 

Gent,  Since  you're  willinp. 
To  me  it  shall  be  a  pleasure  to  conduct  you. 
Pedro,  r  ne*er  hud  such  a  mind  yet  to  see 
misery  I  [jCrei/w/. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  two  Keepcn, 

1  Keep.  Carry  Mau  Ikss  some  rae^t,  she 
roars  like  thunder;  [}^^U 

And  lie  the  parson  short,  the  moon*s  i*  th* 
IV  has  a  thousand  plus  in's  brains.       Who 

looks  to  ihe  'prentice  ? 
Keep  him  from  wcmien,  he  thinks  ii'has  lost 

his  mistress ;  [mad. 

And  talk  of  no  silk  stuffs, 'twill  ruivhim  tiorn- 

2  Keep,  The  iu&tice  keeps  such  a  stir  yon- 
der with  his  charges, 

And.  huch  a  coil  with  warrants ! 

]  Keep.  Take  away  his  statutes; 
The  devil  has  possessed  him  in  the  likeness 
Of  penal  laws;  keep  him  from  uijuu-v'Uj:, 
For  if  tliat  spirit  creep  into  his  quorum, 
lie  will  commit  us  all.     How  is  it  with  the 
scholar? 
9  Keep.  For  any  thing  I  see,   he's  in  his 

riuht  wits. 
1  Keep.  Thou  art  an  ass !    in'a  right  wits, 
«:oodman  coxcomh? 
As  tho*  any  man  durst  be  ii^  right  wits,  and 

be  line : 
It  is  as  much  as  we  dare  be,  that  keep 'em. 

Enter  E/fgO^ih  madman. 

Eiiel.  Give  me  some  drink  ! 
1  hte.p.  Oh,  tliere'b  the  Fnf>lishman. 
Eii^l.  Fill  me  a  thousand  {>ots,  and  froth 
'em,  froth  'em  ! 
Down  o'  your  knees,  ye  rogues,  and  plcd«;e 
me  rouudly ! 


One,  two,  three,  and  four ; 

We  shall  all  be  merry  within  tiiis  hour. 
To  the  great  Turk !  [ard  ! 

1  Keep.  Peace,  peace,  thou  heathen  drunk- 
These  English  are  so  malt-mad,  there's  no 

meddling  with  'em ; 
When  they've  a  fruitfulyearof  barley  there. 
All  the  whole  island's  thus. 

Engl.  A  snuff,  a  snuff,  a  snufT, 
A  lewd  notorious  snutT!  give'thim  again,  boy. 

Enter  S/te-Fool. 

Fool.  God  ye  good  even,  gaffer! 
5i  Keep.  Who  let  the  Fool  loose  ? 
1  Keep.  If  any  of  the  madmen  take  hot, 
she  is  pepper'd ; 
They'll  bounce  her  loins. 

jfifol.  Will  you  walk  into  the  coal-house? 

1  Keep.  She  is  as  lecherous  too  as  a  she* 
ferret. 

2  Ketp.  Who  a  vengeance  looks  to  her? 
Go  in,  Kate, '  * 

I'll  cive  thee  a  line  apple. 

Foot.  Will  you  buss  me. 
And  tickle  me,  and  make  me  laugh? 

1  Keep.  I'll  whip  you. 

Englt'  Fool,  Fool  1  come  up  to  me.  Fool. 

F<Hif.  Are  you  peeping;? 

Engl.  I'll  ^et  thee  with  five  fools. 

Fool.  Oh,  fine,  oh,  dainty  I 

Engl.  And  thou  shalt  li«2-in   in  a   horse- 
cloth, like  a  lady. 

Fool.  Ajid  shall  1  have  a  coacli  ? 

Engl.  Drawn  with  four  turkies ; 
And  thev  shail  tread  thee  too. 

Fool.  We  shall  have  c»:i;s  then! 
Jijv.l  shtdl  1  sit  upon  *em? 

Engl.  Ay,  ny,  and  tiuy  shall  he  all  addle. 
And  make  :iii  admirable  tan*"ty  for  the  deviL 
Come,  come  away;  I'm  taken  with  thy  love. 
And  w ill  mifrlitily  belabour  thee.  [IVkiI, 

1  Ktcp.  How  the  Fool  bridles!  how  she 
t\>itters  at  him  !  [man. 

These  Englishmen  would  stnijger  a  wise  wo- 
lf we  should  sulfer  her  tt>  have,  her  w  ill  now. 
We  should  have  all  the  women  in  Spain  a» 
mad  as  she  here. 

2  Ktcp.  They  would  strive  who  should  b« 
most  fool.     Away  with  her  ! 

Enter  Muiter^  three  Gentlemen^  Scholar^  and 

Fcdi'o. 

Fool.  'Pray  ye  stay  a  little  !  lei's  hear  hioi 
sing;  h*  has  a  hue  breast^. 


*  Ltd  hear  him  sing;  h' has  a  fine  breast.]  In  Sir  John  Hawkins's  History  of  Musick^ 
vol.  iii.  p.  466,  he  cites  part  of  Tusstr's  '  Five  IJundrcd  Points  of  Husbandry,  1580,*  in 
^hich  the  foilowin;^  line  occurs: 

*  The  better  bre.st,  the  lesser  rest  ;* 
upon  whi(  h  he  makes  this  obscrvat>>n:  *  In  sinj^ing,  the  sound  is  originally  produced  by  the 

*  action  of  the  lun-;s  ;  wldch  arc  so  essential  an  orszan  in  this  respect,  thac  to  have  a  uood 

*  breast  was  formerly  uTommon  peripb.rasis  to  denote  a  gtmd  sjn|:er.   The  Itidians  make,  hse 

*  of  the  terms  ytfcc  Ue  Vttlo  and  Voce  di  Testa,  to  signify  two  kiuds  ut  voice,  of  which  the 
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1  Keep.  Here  comes  my  master.    To  the 

spit,  you  whore,  [business; 

And  stir   no  more  abroad,  but  tend  your 

You  shall  have  no  more  bops  i'  th*  pan  else, 

nor  no  porridge : 
Besides,  1*11  whip  your  breech. 
Fool,  rU  jro  in  presently. 

1  Gent.  I'll  a*»sure  you,  sir,  the  CardiDal*s 
angrv  with  you 

For  keeping  tliis  youu^  man. 

Maat.  Vm  heartily  sorry.  fye. 

If  ye  allow  him  sound,  'pray  ye  takf»him  with 

3  Gent.  This  is  the  place,  and  now  observe 
their  humours. 

2  Gent,  We  can  find  nothing  in  him  light, 
nor  tainted ; 

No  startinvs,  nor  no  rubs,  in  all  his  answers; 
In  all  his  letters,  nothing  but  discretion, 
Leaniino;,  and  handsome  stile. 
Mast.  Be  nut  deceiv'd,  sir; 
Alark  but  his  look. 

1  Gent.  liis  {zrief,  and  his  imprisonment^ 
May  stamp  that  tiiere. 

Alast,  Tray  talk  with  hini  again  then. 

2  Gent.  l1iat  will  be  needless;  we  have 
tried  him  lung  enough,  [with*t. 

And  ir  he  had  a  taint  we  should  have  met 
Yet  to  dihcliargc  your  care 

i^edtv.  A  sober  youth ! 
Pity  so  heavy  a  crohs  should  ligiit  upon  him. 

S  Gent.  You  find  no  sickness? 

Schoi.  None,  sir,  I  thank  Heaven, 
Kur  nothing  that  diverts  my  understanding. 

1  Gent,  Do  you  sleep  o*niglits? 

Schol.  As  sound,  and  sweet,  as  any  mao. 

it  Gent.  Have  you  no  fearful  dreamt? 

Schol.  Sometiiucd,  as  all  have 
That  go  to  bed  with  raw  mid  windy  stomachs; 
Ktse,  I'm  all  one  piece. 

1  Gent,  Is  there  no  unklndness  [rent? 
You  have  concciv'd  frgm  any  friend,  or  pa- 
Or  scorn  from  what  you  lov*d? 

Schol,  No,  truly,  bir: 
I  never  yet  was  master  of  a  faith 
So  poor,  and  weak,  to  doubt  my  friend  or 

kindred ; 
And  what  love  is,  unless  it  lie  in  learning, 
1  think  I'm  ignorant. 

1  Gent,  This  man  is  perfect; 

A  civilcr  discourscr  I  ne'er  talked  with. 
Mast,  You'll  find  it  otherwise. 

2  Gent.  I  inu-st  tf.ll  you  true,  sir,     [ncss  ! 
J  think  yon  keep  him  here  to  te.ichhim  mad- 
Here's  his  discharge  tVoni  my  lord  caiclinul. 
And  come,  sir,  go  witii  iis. 

Schol.  Vm  hound  uoioye; 
And  farewell,  master. 


Mast,  FareweU,  Stepband^ 
Alas,  poor  man ! 

1  dent.  What  flaws  and  whirls  of  weather^ 
Or  rather  storms^  have  been  aloft  these  tbrc# 

days; 
How  dark>  and  hot,  and  full  of  mutiny ! 
And  still  grows  louder. 

Mast.  It  has  been  stubborn  weatben 

S  Gent.  Strange  work  at  sea;  I  fear  mm 
there's  old  tumbling. 

1  Gent.  Bless  my  old  uncle*8  bark !  I  baTe 
a  venture. 

S  Gent,  And  I>  more  than  I'd  wish  to  lose. 

Schol,  Do  you  fear? 

it  Gent.  Haf  how  he  looks! 

Mast,  Nay,  mark  him  better,  setitlemeii* 

2  Gent.  Mercy  upon  me,  how  his  eyes  ars 
altered ! 

Mast,  Now  tell  me  how  you  like  liim; 
whether  now 
He  be  that  perfect  man  ye  crtHlited  f 
Schol,  Does  the  sea  stagger  ye  ? 
Mast.  Now  ye  have  hit  the  nick. 
Schol.  Do  ye  fear  the  billows  ^ 

1  Gent.  What  ails  him?  who  has  sdrrM  himf 
Schjol.  Be  not  shaken,  [ye : 

Nor  let  the  singing  of  the  storm  shoot  thro' 
Let  it  blow  on,  dIow  on !  let  the  cloml» 

wrestle,  [nous. 

And  let  the  vaponrs  of  the  earth  turn  muti« 
The  stv  in  Tiideotiii-jnoaDtains  rise  and  tum« 

hie, 
Upon  a  dolphin's  back  Fll  make  all  trembly 
For  I  am  Neptune  ! 

Mast,  Now  what  think  ye  of  him? 

2  Gent.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Schol.  Your  bark  shall  plough  thro*  all^ 
And  not  a  surge  so  saucy  to  disturb  her ; 
I'll  see  her  safe,  my  power  shall  sail  before 
herl 

Down,  ye  angry  waters  all; 

Ye  loud  whistlmg  whirlwinds,  fall; 

Down,   ye  proud  waves  ;  ye  storm s» 

I  command  ye,  be  at  peace.        [cea«e| 

Fright  not  with  your  churlish  notes, 

Nor  bruise  the  keel  of  bark  that  floats; 

No  devouring  fish  come  nigh, 

Nor  monster  in  my  empery 

Once  shew  his  head,  or  terror  bring; 

But  let  the  weary  sailor  sing : 

Amphitrite  with  white  arms 

Striice  my  lute,  I'll  sing  thy  charms. 

Mast,  He  must  have  nmsick  now :  I  must 
observe  him ; 
His  fit  will  firow  too  full  else.  [Mustek,  song. 
2  Gent,  1  must  pity  htm. 


*  first  is  the  best.     In  Shakespeare's  comedy  of  Twelfth  Night,  after  the  Clown  is  asked  te 

*  sing.  Sir  Andrew  Aguerhcek  says, 

*  By  niy  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent  hrenst,* 

*  And  in  the  statutes  of  Stoke-CoUcge,  in  Suffolk,  foundeil  by  Parker,  archbishop  of  CaO- 

*  lerbury,   is  a  provision  in  tl.ese  words  :  *'  Of  which  said  queristcrs  after  their  oreaits  are 
*'  chiiiized  (  /.  €,  their  voico.s  broke)  we  will  the  most  apt  of  wit  aud  capacity  be  helueu  witli 


«« 


liiiiged  (  /.  €,  their  voico.s  broke)  we  will  the  most  apt  of  wit  aud  capacity  be  helpcu  wi 
hibitiotjs  of  forty  shilliris»,"  6cc,    Sirype's  life  ot  Parker^  p.  9.'        JR. 


ex 

Vol. 


titfi  PItGftfltt* 


[Act  4.  Scene  i* 


Mast,  Now  be  will  in  himself,  most  qui- 
etly, 
And  cle«n  forget  all,  as  be  had  done  nothing. 
'  1  Gent,  We're  sorry,  sir,  and  we  have 

seen  a  wonder. 
From  this  hour  we'Jl  believe ;  and  so  we*il 
leave  vc. 
Pedro,  lliis  was  a  strancc  fit. 

[Exeunt  two  Gent, 
Maxt,  Did  you  mark  him,  sir? 
Pedro,  lie  might  have  cozen 'd  me  with 
his  behaviour. 
.  Jdast.  Many  have  sworn  him  right  ^,  and 

I  have  thought  so ; 
Ifet  on  a  sudden,  from  some  word  or  other, 
When  no  man  could  expect  a  fit,  he  has 

flown  out : 
I  dare  not  give  him  will. 

Enter  Alinda, 

Pedro,  'Pray  Heav*n  recover  him  ! 

Jlin.  Must  I  come  in  too  f 

Mast.  No,  my  pretty  lad ;  [supper. 

Kaep  in  thy  chamber,  boy;   'shalt  have  thy 

Pedro. .}  pray  you  what  is  he,  sir  ? 

Mast,  A  strange  boy,  that  last  night 
Was  fbimd  t*  tb*  town,  a  little  craz'd,  di»- 
Aad  so  sent  hither.  f  tracted, 

P^dro.  How  the  pti'tty  knave  looks, 
Aod  playsi  and  peeps  upon  me  !-^Sure  such 

eyes 
Tve  seen,  and  lovld  !-^What  fair  hands ! — 
,      Certainly 

Mast,  Good  sir,  youll  make  hhn  worsen 

Pedro*  I  pray  believe  not :  [smiles ! — 
Alas,  why  should  I  hurt  him? — How  he 
The  very  shape,  and  sweetness  of  Alinda  !— r 
Let  me  look  once  again:  Were  it  in  such 

xloatbs 
As  when  I  saw  her  last —This  must  be  she! — 
How  tenderly  it  strokes  me ! 

Mast.  'Pray  you  he  mild,  sir! 
I  must  attend  elsewhere.  [Exit, 

Pedro,  'Pray  you  be  secure,  sir. 
What  would  ye  sav  ? — How  my  heart  beats 
and  trembles  f 


He  holds  me  hard  by  th'  hand.    O*  my  lifci 

her  flesh  too ! 
I  know  not  what  to  think!  Her  tears,  het 

true  ones, 
Pure  orient  tears! — Hark,  do  you  knoW  me, 
little  one  ? 

Alin.  Oh,  Pedro,  Pedro !  /^ 

Pedro,  i>h,  ray  soul! 

SGent.  What  fit's  this? 
The  Pilgrim's  off  the  fiooks  too ! 

Alin,  Let  me  hold  thee ;  fme ! 

And  now  Come  all  the  world,  and  all  that  nate 

Pedro.  Be  wise,  and  not  discover'd.     Oh^ 
how  I  love  you ! 
How  do  you  now  ? 

Alin,  I  have  been  miserable ;  [Pedro. 
But  your  most  virtuous  eyes  have  cur'd  me^ 
'pray  yon  think  it  no  immodesty,  I  kiss  you. 
My  head's  wild  still ! 

Pedro.  Be  not  so  full  of  passion, 
Nor  do  not  hang  so  greedily  upon  me  ; 
Twill  be  ill  taken. 

Alin.  Are  you  weary  of  me? 
I  will  hang  here  eternally,  kiss  ever^ 
And  weep  away  for  joy. 

Enter  Master, 
Mast.  I  told  vou,  sir. 
What  yon  would  do!    For  shame,  do  not 

amicthim: 
You've  drawn  his  fit  upon  him  fearfully. 
Either  depart,  and  presently,  Fli  force  you 
Who  waits  within  ?  '  [else. 

Enter  two  Keepers, 

Pedro,  Alas,  good  sir [corery. 

Mast,  This  is  the  way  never  to  hope  re* 
Stay  but  one  minote  more,  I'll  complain  to 

th*  governor. 
Brfng  in  the  boy.    D*  you  see  how  he  ;iwells 
and  tears  himself.^  [carry 

Is  this  your  cure  ?  Be  gone !  If  tlie  boy  mis- 
Let  me  neVr  find  you  more,  for  I'll  so  ham- 
per you 
S  Gent,  You  wfxe  to  blame,  too  rash, 
Pedro,  Farewell  for  ever!  [Exeunt, 


*^  Mani/  hare  stcom  him  right. \  This  is  one  of  the  most  skilful  eifchibitions  of  madness  that 
this  play  alTiirds* 


ACT   IV. 


RCENr.  r. 

^nttr  Alpho/ao,    a  Gentleman,  and  Juletta, 

Cent,  YOU'RE  >tow  within  a  mile  o'  th* 
•*•  town,  sir  ^  if  my  business  [ye. 
Would  give  me  leave,  I'd  turn  and  wait  upon 
Bvt  for  such  gentlemen  as  you  enquire  of, 
Certain,  I  saw  none  such ;  but  for  the  boy 
yc  spoke  of^  • 


I  will  not  say  'tis  he,  btit  such  a  one,- 
Just  of  that  height 

Alph.  In  such  cloaths? 

Gent,  I  much  mistake  else  »— 


Was  sent  in  th'  other  night,  a  little  madcfisfr, 
And  where  such  people  wait  their  cures. 

Alph.  I  understand  you. 

Gent,  There  you  maj  quickly  kno\^. 

Alph,  I  thank  yoU;  sir. 


Act  4.  Soeoe  1.] 


TOE  PILGRIM, 
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JuL  So  do  I  too ;  and  if  there  be  such  a 
place,  [me. 

I  ask  no  more ;  but  you  shall  hear  more  of 
She  may  be  there,  and  you  may  play  tlie  ty- 
rant ; 
III  see  what  I  can  do.  Fm  almost  foundered 
In  following  him ;  and  yet  I'll  never  leave  him, 
1*11  crawl  of  all  four  first;  ray  cause  is  me- 
And  come  what  can  come !  [ritorious, 

Gent,  All  you've  told  rae's  certain, 
Complexion,  and  all  cl^e. 

Alpfi.  it  may  he  she  then  ;  [now? 

And  ril  so  fumble  her !  Is  she  grown  mad 
Is  hrr  blood  set  so  hi^h  ?  I'll  have  her  madded. 
I'll  have  Ikt  worm'd  ! 

JhL  Murk  but  the  end,  old  master; 
If.thou  be'st  not  sick  o'th'  hots  within  these 
five  hours,  [^re,  signiur. 

And  kick'st  and  roar*st — V\\  make  ye  fart 

Enter  Alinda,  as  the  Fool, 

*   Gent.  llcre*s  one  o'th'  house,  a  fool,  an 
idiot,  sin  [to  ye, 

^ay-be,  she'»  going  home ;  she'll  be  a  iruide 
And  so  I  kiss  your  hand.  [Exit, 

^Iph.  I  am  your  servant. 
Aiin.  01),  now  I'm  lost,  lost,  lost !  Lord, 
how  I  treioble! 
My  father,  arm*d  in  all  his  hates  and  angers ! 
Xhis  is  more  inibiTv  than  I  liave  *6cap*d  yet, 
Atpk,  Fool!  Foil! 

Aiin.  He  knows  me  not. — Will  you  give 
me  two-pence  ? 
And,  puffer,  here's  u  crow-flower,  and  a  daisy ; 
JVe  some  pie  in  my  porket  too. 
Aipk*  This  is  an  arrant  fool, 
An  ignorant  tiling. 

Aim.  Helieve  so,  and  I'm  happy.    \A%tde. 

Aiph.  Dost  thuu  tiwell  in  Segovia,  Fool? 

AUf{.  No,  no,  I  dwell  in  Eicaven  ; 

And  J  have  a  line  little  house,  made  of  mar- 

n>alude,  [Peter; 

And  1  am  a  lone  woman,  and  I  spin  torSnint 

]  have  a  hundred  little  crnldren,  and  tiiey  sing 

psalms  witli  me. 

AlpU.  Tis  pity  this  pretty  thing  should 

wuiit  undtTStaiuling. 

Sot  why  do  I  stand  talking  with  a  coxcomb? 

|f  I  do  tind  her,  if  I  iigixt  upon  her^ — 

I'll  say  no  more,  is  this  (lie  way  to  th'  town, 

Fool  ? 

Aiin.  You  must  go  o'er  the  top  q{  that 

^        hii^h  steeple,  gaffer ^ 

,  Aiph.  A  plajs;ue  o*  );our  fool's  fape ! 
JuL  No;  take  her  counstl. 
Aim.  And  then  you  slvall  come  to  a  ^ver 
twenty  mile  over. 
And  twenty  mile  aud  ten,  and  then,  you  mi^ 

pray,  gaffer, 
And  still  you  must  priyy,  and  pray-^ — ? 
.  Alpk.  'Pray  lie^v'o  deliver  me 
From  such  an  as^  as  thuu  a^t ! 


Aiin.  Amen,  sweet  gaffer  !-w 
And  fling  a  sop  of  sugar<<ake  into  it; 
And  then  you  must  leap  in  naked        » 
JuL  'Would  he  would  believe  her ! 
AiiH.  And  sink  seven  days  together :  Ca4 

you  sink,  gaffer  ? 
Alph.  Yes,  coxcomb,  yes.    Tritb^e,  ftirev 
well !  a  pox  on  thee !  [thee  I 

A  plague  o'  that  fool  too,  that  set  ine  upou 
Aim.  And  then  I'll  bring  you  ^  sfip  of  luilk 
shall  serve  you : 
I'm  going  to  get  apples. 

Alph.  Go  to  the  devil ! 
Was  ever  man  tormented  with  a  puppy  tbttftS 
Thou  tell  me  news?  thou  l>e  a  guide r 
Aiin,  And  then,  Dunclc   *>  ■  > 
Alph.  '{^rithee  keep  on  thy  way,   goo4 
naunt.     1  could  rail  now 
These  ten  hours  at  mine  qwn  improvideilceK 
Get  apples  and  be  choak'd !  farewell !  [£ril. 
Aim.  Farewell,  nuncle ! 
JuL  1  rejoice  in  anv  thing  that  vexes  bim^ 
And  I  shuli  love  this  IxmI  extremely  for*t. 
Could  I  but  see  my  mistress  now,  to  tell  bet 
How  I  have  truly,  honestly  wrought  for  hci^ 
How  1  have  worn  myself  away  to  serve  her— 
Fool,  there's  a  ryal  for  the  sport  thou  mad'sl 
me  [thee. 

In  crossing  that  old  fool,  that  parted  from 
Alin%  (ThouVt  honest  sure,  but  yet  tfaon 
must  not  s<'e  me.)  l^^^* 

I  thank  you,  little  geutlcman !  Heuv'nbleilb 
And  I'll  pray  for  you  too.    'Pmy  you  I^^ep 
this  nutmeg ;  F^iBji 

* Twas  sent  me  trom  the  lady  .of  the  Moun- 
A  golden  lady. 
JuL  How 'prettily  it  prattles!     [stand  ii^  i 
Aiin.  'Fis  very  gooci  to  rub  your  undev« 
And  so  good  ni'^ht;  the  moon's  up^ 
JuL  Pretty  innocent!  .' 

Aiin.  Now,  Fortune,  ifthoadAf'stdagooit, 
protect  uic !  [E^^i^s 

Jul.  I'll  follow  him  to  yond  town ;  he  shaH 
not  'scape  me.  [^i^'». 

Stay;  I  mu^l  counterfeit  a  letter  by  the  way 
Ac^d  f^ivt  timt  must  carry  some  credit  wiU| 

il;  1  Hin  tvide  cl»<r, 
And  ail  this  to  no  purp6se  that  I  aim  at. 
A  letter  mti^t  he  had  and  neatlv  handled; 
Aiwl  then  if  jior)dwiro  Fortune  <lo  iiot  fail  me. 
Have  at  his  skirts  I  I  shall  worse  anger  hiau 
ThaJi  ever  X  have  (lone,  a>id  wojrs^  ^nneot 
him.  [him,, 

It  does  me  good  to  think  how  I  slmjU  CiOnjuro 
And  crucify  hia  cralibcdness:  Ue^i  my  roafr- 
tcr ;  [hand. 

But  that's  all  one,   1*11  lay  thiit  on  the  left 
He  would  now  persecute  my  harmless  mis- 
tress ; 
A  fault  without  forgiveness,  as  I  take  it, 
And  ui>Her  tliat  bold  banner  Cies  my  ven- 
gee^ncc  ^\ 


*0  That  bold  banuer.  fiies  ni^  vengtaMt.'^  Tlie  discootinuity  of  the  metaphor  makes  this 
place  greatly  obscure,  we  sliould  probably  read, 

* '  '     •'  under  that  bold  i^iLnner  Jiehti  my  vengeance.'        Stfmpson» 
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THE  PILGRIM. 


[Act  4.  Soetic  2. 


A  ineritonoas  war,  and  so  1*11  malte  it. 

r  th'  name  of  innocence,  what's  this  the  Fool 

gave  me  ? 
She  said  'twas  good  to  rub  my  understanding. 
What  strange  concealment?  bread,  or  cbeebe, 

or  a  chesnut  ? 
Ha !  'tis  a  ring,  a  pretty  ring,  a  right  one : 
A  ring  I  know  too !  tlie  very  same  ring ! 
Ob,  admirable  blockhead !  oh,  base  eyes ! 
A  ring  my  mistress  took  from  me,  and  wore 

it;  [me3<».' 

I  know  it  by  the  posy,  ^  Prick  me,  and  heal 
None  could  deliver  this  but  she  herself  too. 
Am  I  twice  sand«blind?  twice  so  near  the 

blessing  [it  ? 

I  would  arrive  at,  and  block -like  ne'er  know 
I'm  vengeance  angry!  but  that  shall  light  on 

thee, 
And  heavily,  and  quickly,  I  pronounce  it. 
There  are  so  many  cross-ways,  there's  no 

foUVingher'^ 
And  yet  I  must-— not  now.    I  hope  she  is 

right  still,  [me ; 

For  all  her  outward  show,  for  sure  she  knew 
Apd,  in  that  hope,  some  few  hours  ril- forget 

her.  [i^<^* 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Jtoderigo,  in  a  pilgrim's  habit. 

Hod,  She's  not  to  be  recover'd,  which  I 
vex  at;  [ments  me. 

And  he  beyond  my  vengeance,  whiclf  tor- 
Oh,  I  am  foord  and  slighted,  made  a  rascal ; 
My  hopes  are  flatter*d  ^*,  as  my  present  for- 
tunes! fcomb? 
Why  should  I  wander  thus,  and  play  the  cox- 
Tire  out  my  peace  and  pleasure  for  a  girl  ? 
A  girl  that  scorns  me  too  ?  a  thing  that  luitcs 
me  ?  [breakfast 
And,  considered  at  the  best,  is  but  a  short 
For  a  hot  appetite.  Why  should  I  walk,  and 

walk  thus. 
And  fret  myself,  and  travel  like  a  carrier. 
And  peep,  and  watch?  want  meat  and  wine, 
•  to  cherish  me,  [sand. 

When  thousand  women  may  be  had,  ten  thou^ 
And  thank  me  too,  and  1  sit  still?  Well,  trim 

beauty 
And  chastity,  and  all  that  seem  to*  ruin  me, 


Le^  me  not  take  you,)et  me  not  come  near  yon. 
For  I'll  so  trim  you,  I'll  so  bustle  with  you — 
'Tis  not  the  name  of  virgin  shall  redeem  you, 
(1*11  change  that  property)  nor  tears,  nor 

angers ; 
I  bear  a  hate  about  me  scorns  those  follies. 
To  find  this  villain  Um  (for  there's  my  main 
And  if  he  'scape  me  then  33 [prize) 

Enter  Afindu, 

Afin.  Is  not  that  Pedro  ? 
Tis  lie, 'tis  he !  Oh! 

Rod,  What  art  thou  ? 

Aiin,  Ila !  now,  now,  now. 
Oh,  now,  most  miserable ! 

Rod.  VVhat  a  devil  art  thou  ? 

Alin.  No  end  of  mv  misfortunes^  Heaveo  f 

Rod.  VVhat  antirk.^ 
Speak,  puppet,  speak ! 

Aiin.  That  habit  to  betray  me.' 
Ye  holy  Saints,  can  ye  sec  tins? 

H(Jc^.  It danceth  I  [cent? 

The  devil  in  a  fooKs  coat  ?  is  he  turn'J  inno« 
What  mops  and  mowes^i  it  makes  I  heigh, 

how  It  frihketh ! 
Is*t  not  a  fair^  ?  or  some  small  hobgoblin? 
It  has  a  mortal  face,  and  1  have  a  great  mind 

to  it; 
But  if  it  should  prove  the  devil  then  ? 

Aiiu.  Come  hither. 

Rod,  I   tliink  'twill  ravish  me.     It  is  n 

handsome  thing,  [at? 

But  horribly  sun-burnt.  What's  that  it  pomts 

Aiiu.  Dost  thou  see  that  star  there?  that,, 
jtist  above  the  sun  ? 
'Prirliec  go  thiiher,  and  light  me  this  tobacco ; 
And  stop  it  with  the  liorii^  o'  th*  moon. 

Rod.  The  thing  is  mad. 
Abominably  mad,  her  brains  are  butter*d. 
Go  sleep,  fool,  sleep. 

Alin,  1  hou  canst  not  sleep  so  sweetly ; 
For  so  I  can  say  my  prayers,  and  then  slum- 
ber. 

I  am  not  proud,  nor  full  of  wine, 

(This  little  (lower  will  make  me  hue) 

Cruel  in  heart,  (for  I  shall  cry. 

If  I  see  a  sparrow  die) : 

I  am  not  watchful  to  do  ill „ 

Nor  glorious 35  to  pursue  it  still: 


s«  Prick  me,  and  heal  me,]  These  words,  by  what  mistake  I  know  not,  are  wanting  in  the 
folio  of  1679.         Si/mp$on.  ^ 

3»     ■  t  here' siio foil* wing  her; 

And  yet  1  mutt  not  now.]  The  distraction  of  Juletta  here  will  be  finely  expressed  if  we 
•Iter  the  pointing; 

< there's  no  follofvinglier; 

*  And  yet  I  must — not  now.     I  hope,'  &c.        Sympton. 
s?  My  bapft  are  flatter'd,  at  my  present  fortunes.]   But  Jlatier'd  with  what?  If  disappoint- 
ments are  flatteries,  then  the  passage  is  clear.     Write  without  dispute, 

*  My  hopes  VLveJiat  at  are  my  present  fortunes.*        Sympton. 
It  admits  much  dispute.    The  text  signifies  the  same  as  the  emendation,  flatter'd  being 
used  ironically:  '  My  hopes  and  fortunes  are  equally  desperate.' 
33  And  if  he  snap  me  then,]    Amended  by  Mr.  Sympson. 

94  Mops  and  niowes.]  This  explains  tlie  passage  m  The  Wild-Goose  Chase.  IMopt  we  take 
to  be  gestures,  and  mowes,  grimacet, 
M  Nor  giori9u^  to  pursue.]  i.  e.  take  Qo  pride,  pleasure  in,  &c,        Sympum, 


Act  4.  Scene  9.] 


THE  PILGRIM, 


dOi 


Nor  pitiless  to  those  that  weep : 
8uch  at  are,  bid  thera  go  sleep. 

Do,  do,  do,  and  sec  if  they  can. 

Jtod.  It  said  true; 
I  feel  it  sink  into  me  forcibly. 
Sure  'tis  a  kind  of  sjpbil,  some  mad  prophet. 
1  feel  lay  wildiicss  bound  ajid  fctter*d  in  ine. 

Alin.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  Til  tell  you 
what's  your  fortune. 

Roii.  Here ;  'prithee  speak. 

A/ in.  Fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy  !  pook  finely ; 
^ash  your  hands,  nnd  pare  your  nails,  and 
You  shall  never  kiss  the  king's  daughter  else. 

Rod.  I  wash  'cm  daily. 

Alht,  But  still  yuu  foul  'em  faster. 

Rot\  This  goes  nearer. 

Af'tn.  You'll  liavc  two  wives. 

Riu/.  Two  wives  ? 

Alin.  Ay,  two  tine  i,ent!ewomen ; 
(^lake  much  of  'em,  for  theyU  stick  close  to 
And  these  two,  in  two  days.  [y^u>  ****) 

Rod.  That's  a  fine  riddle. 

Alin.  To-day  you  shall  wed  Sorrow, 
And  Repentance  will  come  to-morrow. 

Rod.  Sure  she's  inspir'd  ! 

A/fn,  I'll  sing  you  a  fme  song,  sir. 

lie  called  down  his  merry  men  all. 
By  one,  by  two,  by  three ; 

William  would  fain  have  been  the  first, 
But  now  the  last  is  he. 

Rod.  'Tis  themerc  chronicle  of  my  mishaps. 
A  fin.  I'll  bid  you  cood  even ;  for  my  boat 

stays  for  mc  yonder, 
And  I  must  sup  u  ;th  the  moon  to-night  in  the 

jMcditerranean.  [Eln7. 

Rod.  Whon  fools  and  mad-folks  shall  be 

tutors  to  nir, 

And  feci  my  sores,  yet  T  unsensible 

Sure  it  was  set  by  Providence  upon  mc. 
To  steer  my  heart  right.     I  am  wondrous 

wearv ;  f  me — 

My  thouj:hts  too,  which  add  more  bunl«n  to 
I  have  b«*cn  ill,  and,  which  is  worse,  pursu'd  it, 
And  still  run  on :  I  must  think  better,  nobler, 
And  he  another  thiiijr,  or  not  at  all.  [me  ! 
Still  I  grow  heavier,  heavier;  Heav'n  defend 
I'l'  lie  down,'  and  take  rest,  and  goodnc!>s 

guard  me  ! 

Enter  four  Peasants. 

1  Pea.  We've  'scap'd  to-day  well ;  certain, 
it*  the  Outlaws  [for't. 

Ilail  known  we  had  been  stirring,  we  had  paid 

2  Pea.  Plague  on  'em,  they  have  rolib'd 

3  Pea,  And  me  five  times;  [me  thrice. 
Beside. they  made  my  daughter  one  of  us  too. 
An  arrant  drum :  Oh^  they're  the  lewdest 

rascals ! 


The  captain  such  a  damn*d  piece  of  iniquity — 
But  we  are  far  enough  off  on  'em,  that'stliA 
They  cannot  hear.  fbeston't, 

4  Pea.  They'll  come  to  me  famniarly, 
And  eat  up  all  I  have ;  drink  up  my  wine  too, 
And  if  there  be  a  servant  that  contents  'em. 
Let  her  keel  hold,  they'll  give  her  stowage 
enough.  [Outlaws  ? 

We  have  no  children  now,  but  thieves  and 
The  very  brats  in  their  mothers'  bellies  have 

their  qualities, 
Tl»ey'll  steal  into  the  world. 

1  Pea.  'Would  we  had  some  of  'em  here ! 

3  Pea.  Ay,   o'  that  condition  we    could 
They're  sturdy  knaves.  [master  'em ; 

3  Pea.  A  devil  take  tlieir  sturdiness! 
We  can  neither  keep  our  wives  from  'em, 

nor  qur  states; 
We  pay  the  rent,  and  they  possess  the  benefit. 

1  Pea.  What  is  this  lies  liere.^  is  it  drunk 
It  sleeps,  and  soundly  too.  [or  sober  f 

2  Pea.  Tis  an  old  woman,         [stretchei. 
That  keeps  sheep  hereabouts.     It  turns  and 

4  Pea.  Does  she  keep  sheep  with  a  sword? 

3  Pea.  It  has  a  beard  too.  [derigo! 

1  Pea.  Peace,  peace !  It  is  the  devil  Ru- 
Peace  of  all  hands,  and  look. 

2  Pea.  'Tis  he. 

8  Pea.  Speak  softly. 

4  Pea.  Now  we  may  fit  him. 

3  Pea.  Stay,  stay  I  let's  be  provi«lent. 

1  Pea.  Kill  him,  and  wake  him  then. 

4  Pea.  Let  me  come  to  him ;        [more — 
Ev'n  one  blow  at  his  pate;  if  e'er  he  wake 

3  Pea.  So,  so,  so !  lay  that  by. 

2  Pea.  I  must  needs  kill  him; 
It  stands  with  my  reputation. 

3  Pea.  Stand  off,  1  say. 

And  let  us  some  way  make  him  sure;  then 

torture  him : 
To  kill  him  presently,  has  no  pleasure  in't; 
ir  has  been   tonnenting  of  us  at  least  this 

Rod.  Oh,  me!  [twelvemonth. 

Aft.  He  comes,  becomes. 

4  Pea.  Has  he  no  guns  about  him  ? 

3  Pffl.  Softly  again!  No,  no;   take  that 
hand  easily,  [there. 

And  tie  it  fast  there;  that  to  t'other  bou^h 
Fast,  fast,  and  easy,  lest  he  wake! 

2  Pea.  Ilave  we  got  you  ? 

This  was  a  benefit  we  never  aim'd  at. 

3  Pea.  Out  with  your  knives,  and  let  us 
carve  this  c^ck-thief, 

Daintily  carve  him ! 

1  Pea.  I  would  he  had  been  used  thus 
Ten  years  ago !   we  might  have  thought  we 
had  children. 
3  Pea.  Oh,   that  Sir  Nicholas  now  gur 
priest  were  here  *, 


Sir  "Nicholas  now  our  priest,  &c.]  Sir  was  a  title  given  (formerly)  to  any  clergyman 
er  the  degree  of  a  doctor.  The  reader  cannot  but  observe  the  great  impropriety  which  the 


ss 
under  tne  degree  ot  a  ooctor.  i  ne reader  cannot  Out  observe  the  ereat  impropriety 
next  line  but  one  contains,  the  scene  lying  not  in  England  but  Spain.        Sj/mpson. 

'  We  cannot  think  ihe  impropriety  so  great :  Utjmily  is  ysed  generally  lor  fcrmon^  s^d 
f  reaching  is  in  all  countries  the  duty  of  a  priest. 


/■ 


$0^'^^ 


Tfi£  nWRlM. 


{Act  4.  Secne  9« 


What  ft  sweet  homHy  would  he  say  over  hiin, 
For  ringiFi;"  all  in,  with  \m  wife  i  th'bcllfry  ! 
He  wuuld  stami  up  stiff  girt.    Mow  pounce 

hiiu  lightly ; 
And,  as  he  roars  and  rapes,  lct*6  go  deeper. 
Come  near;  you  are  (iiiii-ev*d;  on  with  your 
spectacles.  ^ 

l^od.  Oh,  what  torments  mc   thus  ?  what 
shives,  what  villains? 
Oh,  spare  nir;  do  not  murder  uie! 

3  Fea.  We'.l  hut  tickle  von; 
You've  ticklod  us  at  all  points*, 
i  Pea.  Where  lu'e  his  enil«leins  ? 

] Inter  Vcdro. 
J?/k/.  A«  vcVe  men,  and  Christians— --rr 
9  Pea.  Yes,  we  hear  you  ; 
And  y<»u  shall  hear  of  us  too. 
Rod.  Oh  !  nt»  raerey  ? 
Fcf/ro.  What  noise  is  tliis?  whai.  roar? — 


r  cannot  iiiid  her. 


[wav 


£hc  is  mit  free  asiain;  hut  where,  or  wiuch 
Rod,  Oh,  villaiiis,  heasts"! 
Pedro.  MurdVins;  a  man,  ye  rascals? 
Ye  inliuman  slaves,  off,  off,  and  leave  tliis 

cruelty. 
Or,  as  I  am  a  Gjeqtleman — Do  ye  brave  me? 
Then  have  amoni;  ye  all,  ye  slaves,  ye  cow- 
ards! 
Take  up  that  sword,  and  -^tand  [to  JloJerfgo], 
Stav,  ve  base  rascals, 

Ye  cut-throat  roj^ups 

AIL  Away,  away  !         [Ex^nl  Pea^t^ts. 
Pedro.  Ye  doj!,-whelps! 
R^fd.  Oh !  I  aiQ  now  more  wretched  far, 
than  ever.  f  Uoderitfo  ? 

Ptdin.    A  violence  to  that,  habit.'— lla! 
What  makes  he  liere,  thg?  clad  ?   Is  it  re- 
pentance, 
Or  oply  a  fair  shew  to  p^il^  his  mischiefs  ^7? 
Rod.  This  bcneHt  has  made  me  >h'4>uc  Lo. 
see  him ; 
To  know  him,  blush. 

Pedro.  You  arc  not  much  hurt? 
Rod.  No,  sir ; 
All  I  can  call  a  hurt,  sticks  in  my  conscience ; 
That  pricks  and  tortures  me. 

Pedro,  IJrjve  you  con^idi'r'd 
The  nature  (»(  these    men,  and  h.ow  tliey 
us'd  you  ?  f  some  ? 

W^as  it  fair  play  ?   cjid  it  appear  to  you  hand- 
Rod.  I  dare   not  speak ;  or,  if  1  do,  *tis 
nolhin^ 
fan  bring  me  off,  or  justify  mc. 
Pedro,  Was  it  noble 


To  be  o'er4ay\]  with  odds  and  violence  ? 
Manly,  or  brave,   in  these  thus  to  oppress 
you  ?  [rudeness.? 

D'  you  blush  at  this,  in  such  as  are  mere 
That  have  stopt  souls,  that  never  knew  things 

§  en  tie  ? 
are  you  glorify  worse  in  yourself,  sir? 
You  us*d  me  with  much  honour,  and  1  thank 

you ;  [me : 

In  this,  I  have  requited  some.  You  know 
Come,  turn  not  back;  you  nmst  and    you 

shall  knotv  me. 
Had  r  been  ovcrseason*d  with  base  an»;cr, 
And  suited  al!  occasions  to  my  mischiefs, 
Fiore  no  respect  to  honesty,  reli;»ion ; 
No  faith,  no  common  tie  of  njan,  humanity^ 
Had  I  had  in  me;  but  giv'u  reins  and  licence 
To  a  teujpestuous  will,  as  wild  as  winter. 
This  day,  know,  Hoc^eri<;o,  I  had  set 
As  small  a  price  upon  thy  life  and  fortunes. 
/U  thou  didiit  lately  on  mine  innocenee; 
l^ut  I  reserve  thee  to  a  nobler  service. 
Jiod.  I  thank  you,  and  I'll  study  more  to 

honour  you : 
You  have  the  nobler  soul,  I  must  confess  it, 
And  arc  the  ufeater  master  of  your  goodness. 
1  ho'  it  be  impossible  I  should  now  recover. 
And  my  rude  will  grow  handsome,  in  an  in* 

staut,  [tal. 

Yet,  t  uchinj?  but  the  pnreness  of  your  me- 
Something  &hall  shew  like  lipoid,  at  least  shall 

glister ;  [}!^cd, 

Tlmt  men  may  hope,  altho'  the  mine  lie  rug« 
Stony  and  h-.ird  to  work,  yet  time  and  honour 
Shal[  find  and  bring  forth  that  that's  rich  and 

worthy. 
Pedro,  Vi\  try  that ;  and  \o  tW  purpose. 

You  told  me,  sir, 
In  noble  emulation,  (so  I  take  it, 
I'll  put  your  hatred  far  off,  and  forget  it) 
You  had  a  fair  desire  to  try  my  valour; 
You  seem*d  to  court  me  to*t:  You  have  found 

a  time, 
A  weapon  in  your  hand,  an  equal  enemy, 
That,  as  he  puts  tiiib  oif.  puts  otfall  injuries. 
And  only  now  for  honour's  sake  dt  ties  you ! 
Nqw,  as  you  are  a  man,  (I  know  you're  va-; 

Jiant.) 
As  you  are  gentlebred,  a  soldier  fashionM^ 
Rt)d.  His  virtue  startles  me  I — I  dare  fight, 

Pedro. 
Pedro.  And  as  you  have  a  mistress  Uia( 

you  honour, 

Mark  me !  a  n;iistress 

Rod,  Ha! 


37  Or  only  a  fair  xhcw  to  guide  hh  mMiiefs  Y]  In  this  blunder  do  all  the  copies  a^ree,  yet 
that  general  consent  cannot  incline  me  to  think  the  passage  sound.  A  disguuc  is  not  used  us. 
a  gtiide^  but  a  cover  or  colour,  and  so  it  ought  to  be  here.  There  ar^  several  ways  of  cor^ 
rt'ctins^  this  place,  as  hide^  *sguisr,  i.  c.  disguise :  But  I  like  (as  Mr.  Seward  too  directed) 
euifd  the  b«>t,  there  being  great  reason  to  l»elieye  that  to  he  the  original  reading,  from  wha^ 
the  edition  of  1070  exhibits,  though  corruptly, 

* fair  shew  to  ^ui/e  iiis  mischiefs.*  Sj/fnpson, 

To  guide  is  stnse;  but  to  guile,  havmg  authority,  we  have  preferred,  not  only  ^  sense, 
but  as  citremely  poetical. 


Act  4. 8cen«  iJ] 


mu  ALctmf. 


V 


soil 


Pedro.  A  hundsomc  thisffess  i 
As  you  dare  hold  youraelfdcservingofher— 
Aod.  Deserving?  what  a  word  was  that  by 

fire  me? 
Pedro,  I  could  compel  you  now  without 
this  circumstance. 
But  ril  deal  free  and  fairly,  like  a  gentleman : 
As  TOO  are  worthy  of  the  name  you  carry, 

A  daring  man 

Rod.  Oh,  that  I  durst  not  suffer ! 
For  all  I  dafe  do  now  implies  but  penance. 

Pedro.  Now  do  me  noble  right. 
,    Pod.  V\\  satisfy  you ; 
But  not  by  th'  sword.    Tray  you  hear  mc, 

and  allow  me. 
1  have  bren  rude;  hut  shall  I  be  tt  monster, 
And  teach  my  sword  to  hurt  that  that  pre-. 

serv'd  me  ? 
Tho'  I  be  rough  by  nature,  shall  my  name 
Inherit  that  eternal  stain  of  barharovm  f 
Give  roc  an  enemy,  a  thing  that  hates  you. 
That  never  heard  of  yet,  nor  fclt^  your  good- 
ness, 
(That  is  one  main  antipathy  to  swcetnbss) 
And  sctmeon  !  Yuu  cannot  hold  me  coward. 
If  I  have  ever  err*d,  't  has  been  in  hazard  *^. 
The  temper  of  my  sword  starts  at  your  vir- 
tue, [you5!>: 
And  will  fly  off,  nay,  it  will  weep  to  fiphi 
Things  excellently  mnigled,  and  or  pure  na- 
ture. 
Hold  sacred  love  and  peace  with  one  another. 
Pedro,  See  how  it  turns  ■** !  this  is  a  slranjie 
conversion !  frold 
And  can  you  fail  your  mistress?  can  you  grow 
la  »uch  a  case  ? 

Rod.  Thotjc  heats  that  llicy  add  to  u^, 
(Oh,  noble  Pedro  !;  ht  us  fvv\  Vm  rij;hlly, 
And  rightly  but  consider  how  they  move  u?. 
Pedro.  Is  hot  their  honour  ours? 
Rod.  If  they  be  virtu- >us;  [lustre. 

And  then  the  sword  adds  nothing  to  their 
But  rather  calls  in  quciitionwiiai'snotdoiibtt'dr 
If  Uiey  be  not,    the  best  swords  and  bc^t 

valours 
Can  never  fight  'em  up  to  fame  again^ 
No,  not  a  Christian    war;  and  tljat*s  held 
pious. 
Pedro.  How  bravely  now  he's  teniper'J! 
I  must  fight, 
And  rather  make  it  honourable,  than  ancry. 
I  would  not  task  tiiose  sins  to  me  committed. 


Rnd»  Ycni  cfitlnot,  sir ;  yOuVc  ciast  thos# 

by,  discarded  'em; 
And,  jn  a  noble  mind,  so  low  and  loosely 
To  look  back,  and  collect  such  lumps,  and 

Into  new  horrid  funns  agaid [lick  Vm 

Pedro.  Still  braver ! 

Rod.  To  fight  because  I  dare,  were  wors# 

and  weaker 
Than  if  I  had  a  woman  in  my  cause,  sir. 
And  more  proclaim*d  me  fool ;  yet  I  must 

confess  * 

J  have  been  covetous  of  all  occasions, 
And  this  I  have  taken  upon  trust  for  nnble^ 
The  more  slmoA;  mine !  J)evise  a  way  to  fight 

thus,  [ifsue^ 

That,  like  th*^  wounded  air,  no  blood  may 
Nor,  where  tlie  sword  shall  enter,  no  lost 

spirit, 
And  >•  "t  me  on !  I  would  not  scSr  that  body^ 
That  virtuous,  valiant  b<Kiv,  nor  deface  it. 
To  make  the  kingdom. mine.     If  one  must 

bleed, 
Let  me  be  l>oth  the  sacrifice  and  altar,* 
And  you  the  prie&t ;  I  have  deserv*d  to  suffer. 
Prdro.  Tht  noble  Koderigo  now  I  callyou^ 
And  thus  my  love  shall  ever  count  and  hold 

you.  [habir^ 

Rifd.  i  am  ytmr  scn-ant,9ir ;  and  now  this 
Devotion,  not  distrust.  s>luill  p!;t  upon  me. 
Til  wait  upon  your  fortunes,  (that's  my  way 

now)  [ner. 

And  wjjere  you  jjricve,  or  joy,  HI  be  a  part- 

Pedtd.  I  tlinttk  yrui,  sir;  I  shall  be  too 

fniml  of  yon, 
could  tell  y(m  strange  things  ! 
Hod.  I  gues-s  at  'em  ;  [strange^. 

And    I  could    curst)   niysolf,   I    made  Vm 
Yet  my  mind  says,  you  arc  not  far  from  liap- 
pinc'ss. 
Prdro.  It  shall  be  welcome.  Come,  lei's 
kc(*p  us  thus  srill, 
And  be  as  we  appear,  Ileav'n's  liaiid  may 
blc6s  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCRNE  III. 
tmter  Jfph<*nMf  Jilatfer,  and  Keepers. 

Mast.  Y<:s,  sir,  here  be  Such  people;  bu( 
how  pleasing 
They  will  appear  to  yon 

Aipli.  'Pray  let  me  see  'em; 
I  come  to  that  end  ;  'pray  let  uic  see  'em  al). 


^  If  1  have  ever  err*d,  V  han  been  in  hazard.]  The  meaning  of  this  line  is,  *  My  errors 
*  have  arisen  from  accident.'  Mr.  Seward,  in  a  very  puzzling  and  uninteresting  note,  pro- 
poses to  read, 

*  If  I  have  err'd  shall  thtj  fife  be  in  ha/.ard  ?' 
To  light jyf.l  Mr.  Sympson  observes,  that  'we  have  here  either  an  el/ipnis,  (the  pa^jSiige 


more  easy  and  probable  than  the  other  words  proposed,  and  more  agreeable  to  the  context. 
<•  See  how  it  turns  /J  These  wOrds^  which  are  made  a  continuation  of  Kodtii^o's  spcct^K 
aU  former  editions,  cannot  belong  to  him,  but  to  Pedro  : 

'  See  1k>w  it  turns  I  tkis  is  a  •trani;e  eontert'mn  /' 


J04 


TliE  PILGRIM. 


[Act  4.  Scene  3. 


Matl,  Tliey  will  confound  yoa,  sir,  like 

l>clls  rung  backwai'd ;  [poises. 

TheyVc  nothini;  but  confusion,  ana  mere 

Aiph,  May-be,  I  love  a  noise.     But,  hark 


y^i 


su* 


Have  you  no  boys?  handsome  young  boys? 

Matt.  Yes,  one,  sir; 
A  very  handsome  boy. 

Jiph.  Long  here? 

Mast,  But  twu  days; 
A  little  craz*d,  but  much  hope  of  recovery. 

Aiph.  Ay,  that  buy  let  me  see ;  may-be, 
I  know  him ;  [of, 

That  boy,  I  say. — Tin's  is  the  boy  he  told  me 
And  it  must  needs  be  she ! — That  boy,  I  be- 
That  boy  i  come  to  sec.  [seech  ye,  sir ! 

Mast.  And  you  shall  see  him. 
Or  any  else  ;  but  'pray  be  not  too  violent. 

Jip/i,  1  know  what  to  do,  I  warrant  you; 
1  am  for  all  fancies ; 
I  can  talk  to  V*m,  an<l  dispute—— 

1  KeqD.  As  madly? 

For  fhty  are  very  mad,  sir. 
Jlph.  Let  'cm  l>e  horn-mad. 

2  Keep.  We  have  few  citizens;  they  have 
bedlams  of  their  own,  sir; 

And  are  mad  at  their  own  charges. 
AlpJi.  Who  lies  here? 
Mast.  Tray  you  don't  disturb 'em,  sir; 
here  lie  such  youths 
Will  make  you  start  if  they  but  dance  their 

trenchniorrs**. 
Fetch  out  the  boy,  sirrah. — Ilark ! 

[Exit  Keeper. 
Aiph.  Ileighi  boys !     [Shake  irons  within. 

Enter  English  madman,  Scholar,  and  Parson. 

Engl.  Bounce!  [can. 

Clap  her  o'  th*  star^board  !  bounce !  top  the 


SckuL  Dead,  joa  dog,  dead !  D'  you  quar- 
rel in  my  kmgdom  ? 
Give  me  my  trident ! 

Engl,  Bounce,  'twixt  wind  and  water, 
Loaden  with  mackrel !  Oh,  brave  meat ! 

Schol.  My  sea-horses !  [bladder. 

I'll  charge  the  northern-wind,  and  break  hit 

Par,  I'll  sell  my  bells,  before  I  be  out- 
brav*d  thus. 

Aiph.  What's  he?  what*she? 

Must,  A  parson,  sir,  a  parson, 
Tliat  run  mad  for  tithe-goslings. 

Aiph.  Green  sauce  cure  him !  [ye  i 

Par,  I'll  curse  ye  all !  I'll  excommunicate 
Thou  English  heretick,  give  me  the  tenth  pot. 

Engl,  Sue  me;  Til  drink  up  all.  Bounce^ 

I  say  once  more. 

Oh,  have  I  split  your  mizen  ?  Blow,  blow, 

thou  West-wind,  [roaring. 

Blow  till  thou  rive^',  and  make  the  sea  run 

I'll  hiss  it  down  again  witli  a  liottle  of  ale, 

Schol.  Triton  !  why,  Triton  ! 

Engl.  Triton's  dniuk  with  nictheglin. 

Schol,  Strike,  stril^c  the  surges,  strike ! 

Engl.  Drink,  drink;  'tis  day- light ; 
Drink,  didic,  didle,    didle,  drink.  Parson, 

proud  Parson: 
A  pig's  tail  in  thy  teeth,  and  t  defy  thee  ! 

Par.  Give  me  some  porridge,  or  I'll  damn 
thee,  English.  [heref 

Aiph,  How  comes  this  English  madman 

Mast.  Alas, 
That  is  no  question;    they're  mad   ev'rj 

where,  sir. — 
Tlieir  fits  are  cool  now  ;  let  'em  rest. 

Enter  Keepers^  and  Shc'Fool  in  ^'j  cloathr„ 

Aiph.  Mad  gallants, 
Most  admirable  mad  ;  I  love  their  fancies^'. 


*'  If  they  but  dance  their  trenclimores.]  Trenchmore  wsa  a  dance,  of  which  (says  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  History  of  Musick,  vol.  iv.  p.  391.)  *  frequent  mention  is  made  by  our  old  dra- 

*  matick  writers  :  I'hus,  in  The  Island  Princess  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  act  v.  one  of  the 

*  Townsmen  says, 

*  All  the  windows  of  the  town  dance  a  new  trenchmore.* 
'  In  the  Table-Talk  of  Selden,  tit.  King  of  England,  is  the  followng  humourous  passage  : 
*' The  court  of  England  is  much  altered.  At  a  solemn  dancing,  hrbt,  you  had  the  grave 
*'  measures,  then  the  corantoes  and  the  galliards,  and  this  kept  up  with  ceremony ;  and 
'*  at  length  to  trenchmore,  and  the  cushion-dance :  Then  all  the  company  dances,  lord  and 
**  groom,  lady  and  kitchen-maid,  no  distinction.  So  in  our  court,  in'(^ueen  Elizabeth's 
"  time,  gravity  and  state  were  kept  up.  In  King  James's  time,  things  v  re  pretty  well. 
*'  But  in  King  Charles's  time,  there  has  been  nothing  but  trcnchmore  and  the  cusliiiju-dauce, 
•*  omnium  gatherum,  tolly  polly,  hoite  come  toite."    And  in  the  comedy  of  The  Uchearbut, 

*  the  Earth,  Sun  and  Moon  are  made  to  dance  the  hey,  to  the  tune  of  trtnchmore.     From 

*  all  which  it  may  be  inferred,  that  the  trenchmore  was  also  a  lively  movenicnt.'         R. 

**  Blow  till  thou  rive.^  1  his  is  a  manifest  copying  from  Shakespeare's  Uoaiswain  in  the 
Tempest, 

*  Blow  till  thou  burst  ^Ay  wind,  if  room  enough,' 
which  passage  is  nut  sense  as  it  stands,  but  ought  to  be  altered  thus, 

*  Blow  till  thou  burst  thee.  Wind,'  &c. 
By  which  reading  he  (Boatswain;  addresses  the  wind  as  a  person,  and  the  sentence  acquires 
a  dignity  which  it  had  nut  before.         Sympson. 

Ti)is  same  variation  of  Shakespeare's  text  is  proposed  by  Mr.  Stecvens  (as  his  own  cort*  ' 
*ecture)  in  the  edition  of  Shakespeare  published  m  ITTS,  ^ 

<»  1  lore  their  facei.]  Varied  by  Mr.  Sympsou. 
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1  Keep,  You  stinking  whore!— Who  knew 
of  thisf  who  look*d  to  him? 
Pox  tnke  him,  he  was  sleepy  ^hcn  I  left  him. 
S  Keep.  Certain,  he  made  the  To6\  drtiuk. 
Afuit.  How  now  ?  whu*s  tliis  here  ? 
Where  is  the  boy  ? 
1  Keep,  The  boy,  sir? 
Mtixt.  Ay,  the  boy,  ^ir. 
1  Keep.  Here's  nil  tfjc  boys  we  found. 
Most.  These  are  his  cloath«(; 
But  whcre's  the  boy? 

Font.  Tlie  boy  is  gone  a-maving ; 
He'll  bring  me  home  a  cuckow  s  nest.  D*yott 

hear,  master  ? 
I  put  my  cloatlis  off,  and  I  di2en*d  him, 
And  pinn'd  a  plumb'**  in's  forehead,  :tnd  a 

feather, 

And  bussVl  him  twice,  and  bid  him  go  seek 

his  fortune:  ftoo. 

He  gave  me  this  fine  money,  and  fine  wine 

And  bid  trie  sop,  and  gave  me  th«;;se  trim 

clouths  too, 
And  ptit  'cm  oh. 

JlpA,  Is  tliis  the  boy  you'd  shew  ? 
Fool,  ril  p,ive  you  tvv<i-pcnce,  master. 
Alph.  Am  I  fool'd  of  all  sides? 
I  mft  a   Fool  i'th*  woods,  (they  said  she 

dwelt  here) 
Ih  a  long  pied  coat. 
•  Mast.  That  was  the  very  boy,  sir. 
Fo<)f.  Ay,  ay,  ay;   I  gave  him  leave  to 
play  forsooth ;  [cods, 

lie' 11  come  asaln  U)-morrow,  and  bring  pes- 
AJust.  I'll  hrinj^  your  bones  I 
Alph.  Pox  o*  your  fools,  and  bedlams! 
tlairuc  o'  your  owls  and  apes  I 

Muit.  'Pray  you,  sir,  l>e  tamer; 
We  cannot  help  thiti  presently;  but  we  shall 

know — 
ni  recompense  your  care  too ! 
A/ph,  Know  me  a  pudding ! 
You  jugole,  and  you  fiddle ;  fart  upon  you  I 
i  am  abus'd ! 

Mast'  'Pray  you,   sir 

Enter  Wchh  madman, 

.  Alph.  And  I  will  be  abus»'d,  sir! 
And  you  slmll  know  I  am  abub'd  I 
Welsh.  Wl»aw,  Mr.  Keeper. 
Alph.  Pox  o'  thy  whaws,  and  thy  whims, 
pox  o'  thy  urship  1 

Welsh.  Give  me  some  cecze  and  onions, 
give  me  some  wash-brew  ;  [dance. 

I  have in  my  bellies <*;  give  me  abun- 

Pcndragon  was  a  slientleman,  marg  you,  sir; 
And  the  organs  at  Kixum  were  made  by  re- 
velations: 
There  is  a  spirit  blows,  and  blows  the  bellows. 
And  then  they  sing  ! 


Alph.  What  moon-calfs  this  ? what  drelim  ? 

Mast,  'Pray  you,  sir,  observe  him ; 
He.  is  a  mountameer,  a  man  of  goatland, 
Welsh.  I  wi)l  beat  thy  face  as  black  as  a 
blue  clout; 
I  will  leave  no  more  sheet  in  thine  eyes-— — 

Mast.  Ele  will  not  hurt  you.    . 

Welsh.  Give  me  a  great  deal  of  gUQs; 
Thou  art  the  devils,  [gry  \ 

I  know  thee  by  thy  tails.    Poor  Owen'sbttii- 
I  will  pig  thy  bums  full  of  bullets. 

Alph,  This  is  the  rarest  rascal ! 
He  speaks  as  if  he  had  butter-milk  in's  mouth; 
Is  this  any  thing  akin  to  th'  En^ish? 

M.'it.  The  elder  brother,  sir. 
lie  run  mad  because  a  rat  eat  up's  cheese* 

Alph.  IV  had  a  great  deal  of  reason,  sir.  , 

Welsh.  Besar  las  manos^,  is  for  ap  old 

cod-piece,  marg  you.  [letter. 

I  will  borrow  thy  urship's  whore  to  seal  m 

Mast.  Now  he  grows  villainous. 

Alph.  Methinks  he's  best  now. 

Mast.  Away  with  him. 

Alph,  He  shall  not. 

Mast.  Sir,  he  mdst.         .        ,       , 

Welsh.  I  will  sing,and  dance,  do  any  thing ! 

Alph.  Wilt  thou  declaim  in  Greek? 

Afast.  Away  wit!)  the  Fool ; 
And  whip  her  soundly,  sirrah. 

Fool.  I'll  t^U  no  more  tales.  [Exit. 

Alph.  Or  v^ilt  thou  fly  T  th'  air? 

tlngl.  Do ;  and  1*11  catch  thee,  [thee. 
And,  like  a  wisp  of  hay,  I'll  whirl,  and  whirl 
And  puff  thee  up,  and  puff  thee  up ! 

Schol.  I'll  save  thee. 
And  thou  slialt  fall  into  the  sea,  soft,  softly. 

Welsh.  I'll  get  upon  a  mountain,  and  call 
my  countrymen. 

Mast,  They  all  grow  wild.  Away  with  him, 
for  Heaven  sake ! 
Sir,  you  are  much  to  blame. 

Alph.  No,  qo,  'tis  brave,  sir! 
t'ou'ye  co/en'd  me;  I'll  make  you  mad. 

Mast.  In  with  him, 
And  lock  him  fast.  , 

Aljjh.  I'll  see  him  in  his  lodging.     TExit. 

Mast.  Whait  means  this  gentleman? 

Enter  Juletta. 
Jul.  He's  in  ;  have  at  him.' 
Are  you  the  master,  sir?  • 

Afast.  What  would  you  with  him  ? 
Jul.  I  have  a  business  from  the  duke  of 
Medina: 
Is  there  not  an  old  gentleman  come  lately  in? 
Must,  Yes,  and  a;  wild  one  too ;  but  not 

a  prisoner. 
Jul.  Did  you  observe  him  well?  'tis  lik# 
he  may  bd. 


<<  Plvmb.]  We  L-xke  this  to  be  a' name  of  some  cap;  as  we  now  call  that  worn  by  childrea 
i.  pudding. 

*5  I  huze in  my  bellia.'\  We  are  very  sorry  to  leave  an  hiatus,  but  cannot  avoid  it 

here. 

<«  B'tsilKS  mnnvs.^  So  old  books.    The  Editors  of  175!^  alter  it. 
tor.  H.  t»R 
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Mast.  1  h^ve  seen  younger  mien  of  better 
temper. 

Jkl.  You  have  bit  the  cause  I  come  for. 
There's  a  letter ; 
'Pray  you  peruse  it  well. — I  shall  be  with  you, 
And  suddenly,  F  fear  not;  finely,  daintily; 
I  shall  so  feed  your  fierce  vexation. 
And  raise  your  worship's  storms ;  I  shall  so 

niggle  you, 
And  juggle  you,  find  fiddle  yon,  and  firk  you, 
I'll  make  you  curse  the  hour  you  vex'd  a 
woman ;  [sounded ! 

1*11  make  you  shake,  when  our  sex  are  but 
'  For  the  Lord's  sake/  we  shall  have  him  at : 

I  long  lo  see  it,  • 

As  much  as  for  my  wedding-night;  I  gape 
after  it.  [lunatick ; 

Mast.  This  letter  says,  the  gentleman  is 
I  half  Suspected  it. 

Jul,  'TIS  very  true,  sir; 
And  such  pranks  he  has  play'd ! 

Mast,  lie's  ^ome  great  man. 
The  duke  commands  me  with  such  care  to 

look  to  him ; 
And  if  he  grow  too  violent  to  correct  him. 
To  use  the  speediest  means  for  his  recovery ; 
And  those  he  must  find  sharp. 

Jul,  The  better  for  him. 

Mast.  Ilowgot  you  him  hither  ? 

Jul.  With  a  train  I  tole'd  him  :        [rholy. 
He's  in  lote  with  a  boy,  there  lies  his  melan- 

Mast.  Hither  he  came  to  seek  one. 

Jul.  Yes,  I  sent  him ; 
Now  had  we  dealt  by  force,  we*d  never 
brought  him. 

Mast.  Here  was  a  boy. 

JuL\^  He  saw  him  not  r 

Mast.  He  was  gone  first 

Jul.  It  is  the  better.     Look  you  to  your 
charge  well;  fed  me. 

ril  see  him  lodg'd,  for  so  the  duke  command- 
He  will  be  very  rough. 

Mast.  We're  us'd  to  that,  sir; 
And  we  as  rough  as  he,  if  he  give  occasion. 

Jul.  You  will  find  him  gainful <7,  but  be 

'     sure  you  curb  him. 
And  get  him  if  you  can  fairly  to  his  lodging ; 
I  am  afraid  you  will  not. 

Enter  Alphonso, 

Mast.  Wc  must  sweat  then. 

Alph.  What  dost  thou  tulkto  me  of  noises  ? 

I'll  have  more  noise,  [prizes ; 

Fll  have  all  loose,  and  all  shall  play   their 

Thy  master  has  let  loose  the  boy  I  iook'd  for. 

Basely  convey'd  him  hence. 

Keep.  Will  you  go  out,  sir?  [ine, 

Alph.  I  wilf  not  out,  I  will  have  all  out  with 

1*11  have  thy  master  in ;  he's  only  mad  here ! 

[Shake  irons. 
And,  rogues,  I'll  have  ye  all  whipt !  Heigh, 
mad  hoys,  mad  boys  ! 
Jul,  Do  you  perceive  him  now  ? 


Mast.  Tis  too  apparent. 

Jul.  I'm  glad  she's  gone,  he  raves  thus. 

Mast.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 
'Pray  will  you  make  less  stir,  and  see  your 

chamber  ? 
Call  in  more  help,  and  make  the  closet  ready. 

Keep.  I  thou<ibt  he  was  mad ;  I'll  have  one 
long  lash  at  you. 

Alph.  My  chamber?  where?  my  chamber? 
why  my  chamber  ? 
Where's  the  young  boy  ? 

Mast.  Nay,  'pray  you,  sir^  be  more  modest, 
For  your  own  credit  sake;  the  people  sec  you. 
And  I  would  use  you  with  the  best. 

Alph.  Best?  hang  you  ! 
What  ?  dost  thou  think  me  mad? 

Mast.  'Pray,  and  be  civil ; 
Heav*n  may  deliver  you. 

Alph.  Into  a  rogue's  hands?  [.V^u, 

Mast.  You  do  but  draw  more  misery  upurr 
And  add  to  your  disease. 

Alph.  Get  from  me  ! 

Must,  No,  sir,  [villy. 

You  must  not  be  left  so;  bear  yourself  ci- 

And  'twill  be  better  for  you;  swell  not,  nor 

chafe  not.  [rascal. 

Alph.  1  am  a  gentleman,  and  a  neighbour, 

Mast.  A  great  deal  the  more  pity ;  I  have 
heard  of  you. 

Jul.  Excellent  master ! 

Mast.  The  duke  is  very  tender  too. 

Alph*  Am  I  lunatic?  am  I  run  mad? 
What  dost  thou  talk  to  me  of  dukes  and  de- 
Why  do  the  people  gape  so  ? 

Masti  Do  not  anger  'em. 
But  go  ill  quietly,  and  slip  in  softly,         * 
They   will   so   tew  you  else;   I   am    com- 
manded, sir. 

Alpk.  Why,  'prithee,  wliy? 

Mast.  You're  dog-*inad,  yet  perceive  it  not; 
Very  far  mad,  and  whips  will  scant  recover 

Alph.  Ha!  whips?  [you. 

Mast.  Ay,  whips,  and  sore  whips,  an  yoii 
were  a  lord,  sir. 
If  you  be  stubborn  here. 

Alph.  Whips  ?  What  rnn  I  grown  ? 

Jul.  Ohy  I  could  burst !  Hold,  hold,  hold, 

hold  o'  both  ends !  [indeed. 

How  he  looks  !  'pray  Heav'n  he  be  not  mad 

Alph.  I  don't  perceive  I'm  so,  but  if  you 

think  it 

Nor  I'll  be  hang'd  if 't  he  so. 

Mast.  Do  you  see  this,  sir  ? 

[Irons  brought  in^ 
Down  with  that  devil  in  ye  ! 

Alph.  Imlced  I'm  angry,  [now^ 

But  I'll  contain  myself:  On,  I  could  l)urst 

And  tear  myself !  but  these  rogues  will  tor^ 

ment  me.  [dictions? 

Mad  in  mine  old  days?  make  mine  own  af- 

Mast.  What  do  you  mutter,  sir? 

Alph.  Nothing,  sir,  nothing; 
I  will  go  in,  and  quietly,  most  civilly: 


[vils? 


•7  You  will  find  him  gainful.]  i,  e.  wayward,  resty,  &c.        Si/mpson< 
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And,  G;ood  sir,  let  none  of  your  tormentors 
come  about  me;  [gons. 

you  have  a  gentic  face,  they  look  like  dra- 
Must.  Be  civil  and  be  safe.     Come,  for 
these  two  days, 
You  must  cat  nothing  neither;  'twill  ease 
your  (its,  sir. 
Atph,  'I'wilJ  starve  me,  sir;  but  I  must 
bear  it  joyfully. 
I  niiiy  sleep  ? 

Mast.  Yes,  a  Kttle.  Go  in  with  these  men. 
A/p/i.  Oil,  miserable  me !  [Exit. 

Must.  V[\  follow  presently, 
you  >cr  'tis  done,  sir. 
Jul,  Ye  have  done  it  handsomely 


And  ril  inform  the  duke  so.  Tray  you  attend 
Let  him  want  nothing,  but  his  will.       [him  ; 

Alast.  He  shall  not ; 
And  if  he  be  rebellious 

Jul.  Never  spare  him : 
Fi'  has  flesh,  and  hide  enough ;  be  loves  a 
whipping. 

Mast,  My  service  to  his  Grace !       [Exit, 

Jul,  I  shall  commend  it.  [room 

So,  thon  art  fast;  1  must  go  get  some  fresh 
To  laugh  and  caper  in  :  Oh,  how  it  tickles 
me  I  [stopt : 

Oh,  how  it  tumblfYme  with  joy  !  Thy  mouth's 
Now  if  X  can  do  my  mibtrc^s  good,  Tm  sainted. 

[Exit. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Seberto  and  Curio. 

teb.  "VrOW,  o'  my  conscience,  wc  have  lost 

-•-^    him  utterly  ! 
tie's  not  gone  home  ;  we  heard  from  thence 

this  morning;. 
And  since  our  parting  last  at  Roderii!;Q*s, 
Y'on  know  what  ground  we've  travcll'd. 

Curio.  He's  asleep  sure ; 
for  if  W  had  been  awake,  we  should  have 

met  with  him  : 
Taith,  let's  turn  back,  we've  but  a  fruitless 

journey ; 
And  to  hope  further  of  Alinda's  recovery, 
(For  sure  slie'll  rather  perish  ^han  rett^rn) 
lb  hut  to  seek  a  moat  i'  th'  sun  ^^ 

Stb.  We'll  on  sure ;  [foolins:, 

Somethinj^  we'll  know,  sonic  cause  of  uil  this 
Alake  some  discovery. 

Cnriv.  VVhrch  way  shall  we  cast  then? 
For  all  the  cliampaign  country,  and  (lie  vil- 

'  And  all  those  sides [la«;es, 

Stb.  We'll  cross  tliese  woods  a  while  then  : 
Here,  if  we  fivil,  we'll  j;allop  to  Segovia, 
And  if  we  light  of  no  news  there,  hear  no- 
thing, 
We'll  ev'n  turn  fairly  home,  and  coast  the 
other  side.  [danger ; 

Curio,  lie  may  be  sick,  or  fall'n  into  some 
lie  has  no  guide,  nor  no  man  to  attend  him. 
Seb.  He's  well  enough;  he  has  a  travell'd 
body, 
And,  tlio*  he  be  old,  he's  tough,  and  \yill  en- 
dure we  11; 
But  he's  so  violent  to  find  her  out, 
That  his  anger  leads  him  a  thousand  wild- 
goose  chases : 
I'll  warrant  he  is  well. 

Curio.  Shall  we  part  company? 
Stb.  By  no  means;  no;  that  vvere a  sullen 
business, 


No  pleasure  in  oJir  journey.  Come,  let's  cross 
here  first ; 

And  where  we  find  the  paths,  let  them  di- 
rect us.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  If. 
Enter  Jui$ita  and  Alinda. 

Jul.  Why  are  vou  still  so  fearful  of  me, 

ladv? 

So  doubtful  of  my  faith  and  honest  service? 

To  hide  yoursclt"  rronune,  to  fly  my  company  ? 

Am  I  not  yours r  a  I  yours?  By   this  light, 

you  shake  still ! 
Do  you  suspect  me  fal§c  ?  did  I  e'er  fail  you  ? 
U'  you   think    1   ain   corrupted,   base,   ui.d 

treacherous  r 
Lord,  how  ye  look  !  Is  nor  my  life  tied  to  ye  ? 
And  all  the  power  I  luive,  to  serve  and  lio- 

uourye? 
Still  do  you  doubt  ?  still  am  I  terrible  ?  [ye, 
I  will  not  trouble  ye:  Good  Ileav'n  preserve 
And  send  ye  whutyc  wish  !   [  will  not  see  yc, 
Nor  oqce  remember  1  had  such  a  mistress! 
I  will  not  speak  of  ye,  nor  name  Alinda, 
For  fear  you  should  suspect  I  would  betray 
Goodness  and  peace  conduct  ye  I  [ye : 

Alin.  'Prithee  pardon  me  !  [come, 

I  know  thou'rt truly  faithful;  and  thouVt  wel- 
A  welcojpe  partner  to  my  misej:ie5: 
Thou  know't^t  I  love  thee  too. 

Jul.  Fve  thought  so,  lady. 

Alin.  Alas,  my  fears  have  sq  distracted  me,. 
I  durst  not  trust  myself. 

Ji^l.  Coine,  prt^  ye  tUink  better, 
And  cast  those  by;  at  least  consider,  lady. 
How  to  prevent  'em :  Tray  ye  put  off  this 

fool'^  coiit ; 
Tho'  it  have  kept  ye  sccrc  t  for  a  season, 
Tis  known  now,  and  will  betray  ye.     Your 

arch  enemy 
Roderigo  is  abroad;  many  are  looking  for  vc. 


«*  A  moth  Vth'sun.]  Tlie  variation  is  Mr.  Theobald's. 
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nip  PILGRIM. 


[Act  5.  Scene  3. 


Alin.  T  know  it,  and  tliose  many  I  have 

Jui.  You  cannbc  still  tHus.  [cozen'd. 

Jlin,  I've  no  means  to  shift  it.  [night 

Jul,  I  Imve,  and  shift  you  too.  J  lay  last 
At  a  poor  widow's  house  here  in  the  thicket, 
Whither  I  will  conduct  ye,  and  ncw-sbapeye; 
IVJyself  too,  lo  attend  ve. 

Alin.  What  means  hast  thou? 
For  mine  arc  gone. 

Jul.  Fear  not,  enough  to  serve  yoii ; 
I  came  not  out  so  empty. 

Alin.  'Prithee  tell  rae,  [me) 

(For  thou  hast  struck  a  kind  of  comfort  thro' 
When  snw'st  thou  Hoderigo? 

Jul.  Ev'n  this  morning. 
And  in  these  woods :  Take  heed ;  h'  has  pot 
a  new  shape.  '  •    [it, 

Alin.  The  habit  of  a  pilgrim  ?  Yes,  I  know 
And  I  hope  shall  prevent  it.  W^as  he  alone  .^ 

Jul.  No,  madam  ^  and,  which  made  me 
wonder  mightily,  [j^riin, 

He  was  in  company  with  that  handsome  Pil- 
That  sad  sweet  man. 

Alin.  That  I  forgot  to  give  to  ?      [pitied  ; 

Jul.  The  same,  the  very  same,  timt  you  so 
A  man  as  fit  to  suit  his  villainies 

Alin.  And  did  they  walk  together? 

Jul.  Wondrous  civilly. 

Alin.  Talk,  and  discourse? 

Jul.  I  think  so;  for  I  saw  Vm  [other. 
Make  many  stands,  and  tlien  embrace  each 

Alin.  The  Pilgrim  is  betray *d !   a  Judus 
dwells  with  him, 
A  Sinon  j  that  will  seem  a  saint  to  chonk  him  ! 
Cahst  thou  but  shew  me  this? 

Jul.  Lord,  how  she  trembles  !  [ihcu. 

Not  thus,  tor  all  the  world  ;  ye  arc  undone 
1^'ut  let's  retire,  and  aiter,  then  we'll  walk  i'tee; 
And  then  I'll  shew  ye  any  thing. 

Alin.  Come,  good  wench,  ['"K» 

And  speedily,  for  I  have  stran}ie  faiths  work- 
As  strange  fears  too;  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  l«fc 
then. 

Jul.  Come  quick ;  I  will  conduct  ye,  and 

still  serve  ye  :  [jt^<^^8- 

And  do  not  fear;  hang  fear,  it  spoils  all  pro- 

This  way  I  I'll  be  your  guide.  [Ejceitnt. 

SCENE  III. 
^nter  Gcroernory  VtrdugOy  and  Citizens. 

Gov.  Use  all  your  spoi-ts,  [morrow, 

All  your  solemnities  ;  'lis  the  king's  day  to- 
His  birth-day,  and  hismarrias;e;  a  glad  day, 
A  day  we  ought  ttji  honour,  all. 

1  Cit.  We  will,  sir. 
And  make  Segovia  ring  with  our  rejoicings. 

Oov.  Be  sumptuous,  but  not  riotous ;  be 
bounteous,  ' 

But  not  in  drunken  bacchanals;  free  to  all 
strangers. 


Easy  and  sweet  in  all  your  entertainments ; 
For  'tis  a  royal  day,  admits  no  rudeness. 

2  Cit.  Your  loroship  will  do  us  the  honour 
Be  here  yourself,  and  grace  the  day  ?        [to 

GoU.  It  is 
A  main  part  of  my  service. 

S  Cit.  I  hope  your  honour 
Has  taken  into  your  consideration       paws ; 
The  miseries  we  have  suffered  by  these  Out- 
The  lokses,  hourly  fears,  the  rude  abuses. 
Strangers  that  travel  to  us  are  daily  loaden 

with ; 
Our  daughters*  and  our  wives*  complaints. 

Gov,  I'm  sorry  for' t.  Fit: 

And  have  commission  from  tlie  king  to  ease 
Yon  shall  not  be  long  vex'd. 

1  Cit.  Had  we  not  walls,  sir,  [watches. 
And  tho9c  continually  mann'd  too  with  our 
We  should  not  have  a  hit  of  meat  to  feed  us : 
Aiid  yet  they  are  our  friends,  and  we  must 

think  so,  [Vm, 

And  entertain  'em  so  sometimes,  and  feast 
And  send  'em  loaden  home  ^oo  ;  we  are  lo^t 

else. 

2  Cit.  They'll  come  to  church  among  u$ 
(as  we  hope.  Christians)  ' 

When  all  thc-ir  zeal  is  but  to  steal  the  chalices. 
At  this  good  time  now,  if  your  lordship  were 

not  here, 
To  awe  their  violence  with  your  authority. 
They'd  play  such  gambols  I 

Giw,  Ave  they  grown  so  heady? 

2  Cit.  They'd  drink  up  all  our'  wine,   pis^ 

but  our  bonfires,  [fairest j 

Then,  like  the  druukon  Centaurs,  have  at  the 

(Nay,  have  at  all;  fourscore  and  ten's  a  god* 

dcss)  '     [cellars. 

Whilst  we,   like  fools,  stand  shaking  in  our 

Gov.  Are  they  so  fierce  upon  so  little  suf- 
ferance ? 

I'll  give 'em  siich  a  purge,  and  suddenly 

yprdugo,  after  this  solemnity  is  over, 
Call  un  me  for  a  charge  of  men,  of  good  men, 
(To  st'e  what  house  these  knaves  keep)  of- 
good  soUlierji,  [with  'era. 

As  sturdy  as  themselves;  tha^  dare  dispute 
Dare  walk  the  woods  as  well  as  they,  as  tear- 
But  with  n  better  faith  belabour  'em :  [less, 
I'll  know  what  claim  they  have  ta  their  pos- 
'Tis  pity  of  thtir  captain  Rodcrigo,  [session. 
A  well-bred  gerttlenian,  and  a  good  soldier. 
And  one  his  nnijesty  has  some  little  reason 
To  thank  for  sundry  services,  and  fair  ones; 
That  long  neglect  bred  this  i  I'm  sorry  for  him. 

Verd.  The  hope  of  his  estate  keeps  back 
his  pardon ;  [ney-box. 

There's  divers  wHsps  that  buz  about  that  ho- 
And  long  to  lick  themselves  full. 

Gov.  True,  Verdugo ; 
'Would  he  had  but  the  patience  to  discern  it. 
And  policy  tawipe  their  lips**^! 


<9  To  wipe  their  lips.']  Mr.  Seward  proposes  to  read,  *  to  v,ct  their  lips,'  i.  e, '  to  gain  some 
*  of  them,  by  letting  them  taste  some  of  his  honey.'  But  surely  net  is  a  wretched  vnb 
applied  to  honey.  Wipe  mtiy  mean  to  wound';  to  give  them  a  wipe,  a  familiar  exp^e^siou  of 
bdence;  which  the  answer  implies,  by  mentioning  \  to  fetch  hiiu  in  by  violence* 


I  '.' 


Act  5.  Scene  4.] 


THE  PILGRIM. 


^ 


Verd.  To  fetch  him  in,  sir, 
By  violence,  he  beini^  now  no  infant, 
Will  ask  some  bloody  crowns.    I  know  his 
people  [ter 

Are  of  his  own  choice,  men  that  will  not  tot- 
Nur  blench  much  at  a  bullet ;  1  know  his 
order:  [hood; 

And  tbo'  he  have  no  multitude,  h'  has  nmn> 
.  Hie  elder  twin  to  that  too,  staid  experience. 
But  if  he  must  be  forc'd,  bW 

Gov.  There'a  no  remedy, 
Unless  he  come  himself. 

Verd.  That  will  be  doubtful. — 
Did  you  ne'er  hear  yet  uf  the  noble  Pedro  ? 

Gov.  I  cannot,  by  no  means ;  1  think  he*s 
dead, sure : 
The  court  bewails  mncli  his  untimely  loss  ; 
The  king  liimsclf  lamcJits  him. 
*    Verd.  He  was  sunk  ; 
Aud,  if  he  be  dead,  he  died  happily: 
fie  buried  all  he  had  in  the  kiisg's  service, 
And  lost  himself. 

Gap.  Well,  if  he  be  alive,  captain, 
(As  hope  still  spes^ks  the  best)  I  know  the 

king's  mind 
5o  inwardly  and  full,  he  will  be  happv. 
Come;  to  this  preparation !  when  that's  dune, 
The  Outlaws'  expedition  is  begun. 

Cit.  VVe'll  contribute  all  to  that,  and  help 

•   purselves  too.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Rodcrigo  and  Pedro. 

Ilod.  How  sweet  these  solitary  places  arc  ! 
JltAv  wantonly  the  wind  blows  thro' the  leaves, 
And  courts  and  plnys  with  'em!  Will  you  sit 
down  and  sleep?  [stream 

The  heat  invites  von.  Hark,  how  yon  purling 
Dances,  and  murmurs!  the  birds  sing  softly 
too:  [his  fancy 

*Pray  take  some  rest,  sir. — 1  would  fain  wooe 
To  a  peace;  it  labours  hijrh  and  hastily  upon 
*Pray  you  sit,  and  Til  sit  by.  [him. 

-  Pedro.  I  cannot  sleep,  friend  ; 
I  have  those  watches  here  admit  no  slumbers. 
JSaw  you  none  yet  ? 
Rttd.  No  creature. 
Pedro.  Wiiat  strange  mnsick 
Was  that  we  heard  afar  olV? 

Rod.  I  can't  guess : 
Twas  loud,  ami  shrill;  sometimes  it  shew'd 
bard  by  ns,  [dots. 

And  by  and  by  the  sound  (led  as  the  wind 
Here's  no  inhabitants. 

•   Pedro.  It  much  delighted  me.        [devils; 
Rod,  They  talk  of  fairies,  and  such  denji- 
Xhis  is  as  tine  a  place  to  dance  their  gam- 
bols  

Pedro.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice. 

[Musick  and  birds. 


Rod,  They  can  sing  admirably ; 
They  never  lose  their  maidenheads. — I  wotjl(| 
fool  any  way,  [rock* 

To  make  him  merry  now. — Methiuks  ^  yoii 
Shew  like  enchanted  cells,  where  they  inha- 
bit. [Musick  afar  of.  Pot  birds. 
Pedro.' Th  here  again.    Hark,  gentle  lio^ 
deri«»o, 
Hark,  hark  !  oh,  sweet,  sweet !  how  the  birdf 

record  too! 
Mark  how  it  flies  now  ev'ry  way  I — Oh,  love ! 
In  such  a  harmony  art  thou  begotten; 
In  such  solt  air,  so  gentle,  luU'd  and  nou- 
Oh,  my  best  mistress!  [rish'd. 

Rod.  Huw  he  weep^!  Dearlleav'n, 
Give  him  his  heart's  content,  and  me  forgii'e 
I  njusi  melt  too.  [tool 

Pedro.  The  birds  sing  louder,  sweeter. 
And  every  note  they  enmlate  one  another: 
Lie  still  and  hear. — These,  when  they  Ve  done 
their  labours. 

Enter  Alindu  andJiilcttn,  like  old  tcomen. 
Their  pretty  airs,  fall  to  their  rests,  enjoy  'em : 
Nothiii'j:  r(x:ks  love  asleep,  but  deatli. 
R4id.  Who  are  tliese  ? 
Pedro.  What? 

RAid.  Those  there,  those,  those  things  that 
come  upon  us,  [ties. 

Those  grandam  tliinps,  those  strange  antiquir 
Did   not  I  say   these  woods  begot  stiange 
wonders? 
Jtd.  Now  you  may  view  'em, 
AL'ui.  Ha!* 

Jul.  'i'he  men  you  long'd  for; 
Here  they  an-  both.    Now  you  may  boldly 

talk  with  'em. 
And  ne'er  be  guess'd  at ;  be  not  afraid,  nor 
faiiit  not.  [der. 

They  w(»nder  at  us ;  let's  maintain  that  won- 
Shake  not;  but  what  you  purpose,  do  dis- 
cretely; 
And  from  your  tongue  I'll  lake  my  part. 
Alin.  Ha!         ' 

Jul.  Ihere,  .  [tress; 

Before  you,  there.  Do  not  turn  coward,  mis- 
If  you  do  love,  carry  your  love  out  hand- 
somely. ■ 
Alin.  'lis  he  and  Iloderigo :  What  a  peace 
Dwells  in  their  faces !  what  a  friendly  calm 
Crowns  both  their  souls  ! 

Rod.  They  shew  as  if  they  were  mortal. 
They  conte  upon  us  btill. 

Pedro,  lie  not  ufniid,  man  ;  [us. 

Let  'ein  be  what  they  will,  they  cannot  hurt 

Rod.  That  thing  i'  th'  buttoii'd  cap  looks 

terribly: 

She  has  guns  in  her  eyes;  the  devil's  engineer  ! 

I\\ho.  (Jome,  stand ;  'and  let's  go  n»eet  'em. 

Rbd.  Go  you  first ;  [ers 

I  have  less  faith  :  When  I  have  said  my  pray- 


«  Yond  rocks  yonder.]  This  is  either  a  palpable  error,  or  pross  inadvertence.  In  either 
ease,  it  injures  both  sense  and  measure;  and  we  have  omitted  the  h\st  word,  though  it  standi 
in  all  the  copies. 


?t^  THE  *^i 

Pedro.  Tliflre  needs  no  fear— IlBil,  re»e- 
Alin.  Good  even;  [rend dame« ! 

^hnt  do  ye  seik  ? 

Pedro.  We  wnuld  seek  happier  fortune*. 
•Rod.  That  liltlc  devil  has  iiiuiu  need  ul'  a 
bnrhcr ! 
yFhal  B  trim  beard  she  has!    _      _      [Atide. 


Aim.  Seek  'en 

'lien. 


and  mnke  'em ! 
■  linger  hrre*"; 


Here  inhabits  nought  but  fear. 
Be  constant,  good;  in  faith  be  clear; 
Fortune  will  wait  ye  every  where. 
]?edro.  Whither  should  wega?  for  we  be- 
lieve thy  rocereiice. 
And  next  obey. 

AUn.  CtoSoROviR; 
And  there  before  the  altar  pay  thy  vows. 
Thy  gifts,  and  pray'rt;  unload  lliylieaviiiess ; 
Tomorrow  shed  thy  tears,  and  gain  thy  suit: 
Such  lionest  noble  show 'rs  ne'er  wanted  fruit. 
Jal.  Stand  vou  out  ton?        [To Rediri^o. 
Rod.  I  shall  be  hang'd,  or  whipp'd  now; 
These  know  and  these  have  pow>. 
Jul.  Ste  how  lie  shakes ! 
•■  A  secure  conscience  never  quakes: 
Thou  hast  been  ill,  be  soiio  more; 
A  good  retreat  is  a  great  store. 
TIkhi  hast  commanded  men  oi  micbt ; 
Command  thyself,a"d  tbcn  ibou'rl  ri!;lil. 
Alin.  Coiumanrithy  will,  thy  foul  desirus; 
Put  out  and  quench  tliyunballow'd  (ires; 
Command  thyiDind,aiid  moke  that  pure; 
Thou'rt  wise  then,  vulianl,  nnd  seture : 
A  blessing  tli«n  thuu  niajsl  he|i;e[. 
Jul.  AcufSeel*.  that  sbidl  never  set, 
Will  lijiht  upon  ihce.     hay  iby  prayers ; 
Tbou  hast  as  manj  sins  as  hairs. 
Thou  art  a  captam,  let  thy  men 
Be  honest,  have  ^ood  thou);lits,  and  thcii 
Thou  mayst  command,  iind  lead  in  cbiet ; 
Yet  ihou  art  bloody,  and  a  Uiicf. 
S/^.  Wbat  Khali  I  do  ?  I  do  confess. 
jtlin.  Retire,    ' 

And  pur^e  tliee  perfect  in  his  fire : 
His  hfe  obscrce;  live  in  hi>  scliool. 
And  then  thou  shult  put  oti' the  loul. 
Jul.  Hray  at  Segovia  too,  and  (Live 
Thy  off'rm|;s  op;  repent,  and  live! 

(JUuiict. 

Alin.  Away,  away!  inquire  no  more: 

'    Do  tliis,je're rich;  else,  fooU,nnd  poor. 

What  musicks  this?  [Atidt. 

Jut.  Retire;  'lis  some  neat  joy,  [wonder: 

\n  honour  of  the  king's  great' day.     Ihey 

'I'lnscomcfinnghttncoiilirm  their  reverence. 

Away,  away!  let  them  admire;  it  makes 

I'or  uur  advantage.  How  tlie  captain  sMukt^s ! 

[Eioinl. 


j5Rm.  [Act  *.  Scene  JL 

I  wasncVrEodeMrtm] !  Sure  tiiese  woods  are 
Only  inhabited  with  rare  dreams  and wonderK. 

I  would  not  be  a  knave  a^ain,  a  villain 

Lord,  how  I  loath  it  now!  for  these  know  all. 
And  ihey  would  find  me  out.  [sir, 

Pedro.  They're  evcellenl  women; 
Deep  in  their  knowlcd):e,  friend. 

Rod.  I  would  not  he  traitor, 
AtiH  have  these  of  my  jury — How  light  I  an, , 
And  how  my   he»tt  Uughs  now  methinks 

wltJiin  me! 
Now  I  amcatecbii'd, T  would everdwell  here. 
For  here's  a  kind  of  court  of  reformation : 
flad  i  been  stubborn,  friend 

Pedtyi.  They  wnuld  have  fuund  it. 

Rud,  An<l  then  tliey  would  have  handled 

The  devil'sduiup  had  been  danc'd  then. 

Pedro.  Let's  away,  [haiidsiMnely, 

And  dallieir  great  commands,  and  do  'cm 
Contrite,  and  true;  for  I  believe,  Rodf.ripo, 
And  constantly  believe,  we  shall  he  happy. 

Riid,  So  you  du  well ;    fall  edge  or  tint 
o'  mj  aide. 
All  I  can  sta|:;:er  at  is  tlie  king's  anger ; 
Which,  [fit  come,  I  aniprepur'd  to  meetit. 

Pei/iV.  The  king  itas  mercy,  friend,  as  well 


jd.  Numitic;  I  hripc the  faircb'^'. 

sct:ne  V. 

Enter  Matter,  Sehria,  and  Curio. 
uriii.  We've   told  ye  what  he  is,    what 


Pedro.  This 


IS  the  m 


JiuJ.  Yes,  jes.     How  !  s 


Sick. 


His 


nd  b 


;  Ihcfi 


mug  b 


Vehadhc! 

relation 
Ail  circnm-.taiirps  we  have  clcar'd:  that  the 

dakp  sr.it  l.im  noi;> 

We  lol,)  ye  him-  impossible  (he  knows  liiin 

'i'biit  iiG  i*.  mad  himself,  and  thelefore  lit 

To  be  voiir  ppi'^'jiier,  «c  dare  swear  iigaiiistit. 

Stl>.  Tukcbced,  sir;  be  nut  madder  than 


II  bis 


.c  him 


Tho'  he  l« 

Take  heed  ye  h-rong  iiiin  no\. 
tlenini 


(wbith  is 
He  is 


I  point 


And  fo  must  he  rcslor'il  and  cicar'd 
The  king  shall  be  a  jud^e  itse. 

Ctiriu.  Twaf*  some  trick         [counterfeit, 

That  brought  him  hither ;  the  Imy  and  letter 

Which  shall  appear,  if  yc  dare  now  detain 

him.  fye, 

JVtiit.  T  dnrcnot,  sir,  nnr  will  not;  I  believe 
And  will  restore  hiiii  up :  Had  I  known  sooner 
H'  bad  been  a   neighbour,  and  the  man  ^ou 

speak  him, 
(Tlio',  as  I  live,  he  carried  a  wild  seeming) 


V  iior  longer  kcre.^  The  variation  proposed  by  Sympson. 
!>'  And  v'htrt  you  Jell:  flomoie. 
^od.    I/iofelhiJain^.}  The  variation  in  the  text  recotnmendcd  h, 


Aot  5.  Scene  d.} 


Tiife  tiLCfkI^i. 


sit 


My  service  and  myself  had  both  attended 
How  I  have  U8*d  him,  let  him  speak,     [him. 

Seb.  Let's  iu,  and  visit  him ;  [ties ; 

Then  to  the  holy  temple,  there  pay  our  du- 
Aod  so  we'll  take  our  leaves. 

Must,  ril  wait  upon  ye.  [Exeant. 

SCENE  VL 

An  altar  prepared :  Solemn  mutick, 
£nter  Guvemur,  Vetdugo,   Courtiers,  La- 

dieSy  SfC. 

Gtw.  This  to  devotion  sacred  be ; 
This  to  the  kin;^'s  prosperity; 
This  to  tile  iqi«ecii,uud  cha>tity.  \Masick, 

Verd,  These  oblations  first  we  bring 
To  purge  ourselves;  these  to  the  king; 
To  love  and  beauty  these :    Now  sin^. 

[Mustek. 
Ladies,  Holy  altar,  deij»n  to  take 

These  for  ourselves;  lor  the  kind's  sake, 
And  honour^  these;  these  sacred  lie 
To  virtue,  love,  and  uiodebty. 
Our  wishes  to  eternity.  [^Mustek, 

Enter  Pedro  und  Roderigo. 

Pedro.  For  ourselves  first,  thus  we  bend  ; 

Forgive  us,  Ueav'n,  and  be  our  iViend! 
Jlorf.  And  happy  fortune  to  us  send  ! 
l*ed/o.  To  the  kinn,  honour,  and  all  joy, 

Lotig,  and  happy  from  anhoy. 
Rod,  Prosperous  be  all  his  days, 

Every  new  hour  a  new  praise ! 
Pedro.  Every  minute  thus  be  seen, 
Soth.  And  thousand   honours  crown  the 
queen.  [Musick. 

Enter  Alphonso,  Cur'w,  and  Sebnto. 

Seh.  Come  to  the  altar ;  let  us  do  oiir  duties. 

Alpk.  I  have  almost  forgot  a  cliurch. 

Curio.  Kneel  rcverecjily. 

Alph.  For  my  lost  wits  (let  me  see) 
First  I  pray ;  and  secondly, 
To  he  at  home  a;;ain,  and  free; 
And  if  I  travel  more,   hang  me  I 
For  the  king,  and  for  tiie  queen, 
That  they  may  be  wise,  and  s<!ea 
Never  in  the  madman's  iun ! 
For  my  dau^ihter  I  would  pray ; 
But  she  has  made  a  holiday, 

And  needs  not  my  devotion  now: 
Let  her  take  her  own  course,  Heaven, 
Whether  it  be  odd,  or  even,     [Musick. 
And  if  that  please  not,  take  her  you  ! 

Seh.  A  short  and  sweet  meditation*^ !  What 
are  these  here } 

'Enter  AUnda  and  Julefta,  like  shepherds. 
AUn.  Hail  to  this  sacred  place  ! 
Jul.  They  are  all  here,  jnadam ; 
No  violence  dare  touch  here;  be  secure! 
Aljr  bilbo-master  too?     How  got  he   loose 
Bj;aiu  ? 


} 


How  lamentably  he  looks !  he  has  had  discU 
I  dare  not  let  him  know  my  pranks,    [plioe* 

Seb.  'Tis  she  sure. 

Curio.  'Tis  certainly. 

Pedro.  Ha  !  do  I  dazzle  ? 

Jlorf.  Tis  the  fair  Alinda.  [id? 

Gov.  What  wonder  stand  these  stranger^ 

Hod.  Her  woman  by  her! 
The  same,  sir,  as  I  live. 

AlpU.  I  had  a  daughter  [too. 

With  such  a  fare  once,  such  eyes,  and  nostt 
Ha,  let  me  see  !  'tis  wondrous  like  Alinda. 
Their  devotion  ended,  I'll  mark  'em,  and 

nearer. 
And  she  had  a  filly  too  that  waited  on  her, 
'  Just  with  such  a  favour:  Do  they  keepgoatf 
now .? 

AUn.  Thus  we  kneel,  and  thus  we  praj 
A  happy  honour  to  this  day! 
Thus  our  sacrifice  we  bring 
Ever  happy  to  the  king. 
Jul.  These  of  purple,  damask,  green. 
Sacred  \o  the  virtuous  queen, 
Here  we  hang. 
AUn.  As  these  are  now. 

Her  dories  ever  spring,  and  sliew  ! 
These  f«>rourselves,our  hopes,  and  loves^ 
Full  of  pinks,  and  lady- gloves,      [fain. 
Of  heart'^-tasew  too,  which  we  would 
As  ue  labour  for,  attain: 
Hearmc,  Ileav'n,  and  as  I  bend. 
Full  of  hope,  sonie  comfort  send  ! 
Jul.  Hear  her,  hear  her !  if  there  be 
A  spotless  sweetness,  this  is  she. 

[Musicki 
Pedro.  N«)w,  Rodcrigo,  stand. 
Rod.  He  that  dividt*s  ye 
Divides  my  life  too. 

Gov.  Pedro!  noble  Pedro! 
Do  not  you  know  your  friend? 
Pedro.  I  know,  and  honour  yoti. 
Gov.  LAxdy,  this   leave   1*11   crave,  (*p**y 
be  not  angry) 
I  will  not  long  diiidcyou.  How  happy,  Pedro, 
Would  all  tlie  court  be  now,  might* they  be- 
hold tiiee. 
Might  they  but  sec  you  thus,  and  thus  cni- 

l>race  you ! 
The  king  will  be  a  joyful  man,  believe  it. 
Most  joyful,  Pedro. 

Pedro.  I'm  his  humble  servant. — 
Nay>  good  sir,  speak  your  will;  I  see  you 
wonder; 

One  easy  \Vord  from  you 

Alph,  I  dare  say  nothing; 

My  tongue's  a  new  tongue,  sir,  and  know* 

his  tether:  [thing; 

Let  her  do  what  she  please,  I  dare  do  no- 

I  have  been  dam u*d  for  doing.     Will  the 

king  know  liim, 
That  fellow  there?    will  he  respect  and  ko^ 
nour  him? 


s'  Meditation.']  Probably  the  Author  wrote  mediation.    - 
^  Utiurl  s-ease^  i.e.  Punsy,  or  Viola  tricolor.        Sympw«, 
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THE  PILGIIIM. 


[Act  5.  SceDe  Q. 


lie  hJis  been  look*d  upon,  they  say;  will  he 

own  him  ? 

Gov.  Yes,  certainly,  and  grace  him,'  ever 

honour  him,  [him. 

Restore  him  every  way ;  h'has  much  lamented 

Alph.  Is't  your  will  too  ?    This  is  the  lust 

time  of  asking. 
'Rod.  I'm  sure,  none  else  shall  touch  her, 
none  else  enjoy  her^ 
If  this,  and  this  hold. 
.    Alph.  You  had  best  begin 
The  game  then ;  [  have  no  title  in  her; 
Tray  take  her,  and  dispatch  her,'  and  com- 
mend me  to  hf.r. 
And  let  me  get  me  home,  and  hope  I'm  sober: 
Kiss,  kiss ;  it  must  he  thus.  Stand  up,  Alinda ; 
I  am  the  more  child,  and  more  need  of  bless- 
You  had  a  waiting-woman,  onejtilctta,  [ing. 
A  pretty  desperate  thing,  just  such  anotlier 
As  this  sweet  lady ;  we  calfd  her  Nimhle- 
1  pray  is  this  the  party  ^  [chaps  : 

Jul.  No,  indeed,  sir, 
6he  is  at  home:  I  am  a  little  foot-boy j 
That  walk  o'  jiights,  and  fright  old  gentlo- 
Alake  'emi  lose  hats  and  cloaks.  [men  ; 

Alph,  Arid  horses  too? 
JuL  Sometimes  I  Jo,  sir ;  teach  'em  the 
way  thro*  ditched,  [iioscs 

And  how  to  bl'eak  their  worships'  shius  and 
Against  old  broken  stiles  and  stumps. 

Alph.  A  fine  art ! 
I  feel  it  in  my  bones  yet. 

Jul.  I'm  a  drum,  sir,  [srf  ! 

A  drum  at  midnight ;  ran,  tafi,  trfn,  tnn,  tan, 
jy  you  take  me  for  Jnletta?  i'm  a  pni;e,  sir, 
That  brought   a  letter  from    the  duke  of 
Medina  [other 

To  have  one  signio'r  Alpho^iso,  fjust  sucli  an- 
As  your  old  worship)  worm*d  for  runniug 

mad,  sir: 
Alas,  you  are  mistaken. 

Alph.  Thou'rt  the  devil. 
And  so  th'hast  us'd  me. 
JuL  I  am  any  tiling ; 
An  old  woman;  that  tells  fortunes 


Rod.  ITn! 

Vfi/.  And  frights  good  people, 
Aud  sends  them  to  Segovia  for  their  fortunes ; 
I  am  strange  airs  and  excellent  sweet  voices; 
I'm  any  thing,  to  do  her  good,  believe  me. 
She  now  recovered,  and  her  wishes  crown'd, 
I  am  Juletta  again  ;  'Pray,  sir,  foi^ive  me ! 

Alph.  I  dare  not 
Do  otherwise,  for  fear  thou  shouldst  still 

follow  me : 
'Pritlif  e  be  forgiten,  and  I  prithee  forgive 

me  loo. 
And  if  any  of  vou  will  marry  hfer 

Jul.  No,  I  beseech  you,  sir;  my  mistrest 
is.  my  husband ; 
With  her  Tfl  dwell  still :  And  when  you  play 
Any  more  pranks,  you  know  where  to  have 
Pedro,  You  know  him,  sir }  [me. 

Gov.  Know  him,  and  much  lament  him ; 
The  king's  incens'd  much,  much,  sir,  I  can 
assure  vou. 

Pedro,  rtfiohlc  Governor [appears, 

Gar.  But  since  he  is  y«)ur  friend,  and  now 

In  honour  of  this  day,  and  love  to  you,  sir, 

I'll  try  tlie  power  I  have;  to  the  pinch  Til 

put  it.  [again. 

Hero  s  my  hand,  Roderigo,  I'll  set  you  lair 

R(td.  And  here's  mine,  to  be  true  and  full 

of  service. 
Gov,  Your  people  too  shall  have   thei/ 
general  pardons ; 
We'll  hare  all  peace  and  love. 
Rod,  All  shall  pray  for  you. 
Gov.  To  my  house  now,  and  suit  you  t»' 
yOur  worths; 
Off  with  these  weds,  and  appear  glorious: 
Then  to  the  priest  tliat  shall  attend  us  hore. 
And  this  be  stii'd  Love's  new  siiid  happvyear ! 
Hod.  The  knji^'s  and  tjueeu's ;  two  noble 
honours  meet  [feet. 

To  grace  this  day,  two  true  loves  at  tlieil' 
Alph.  Well,  well,  since  wedding  will  come 
ai'icr  woiiing. 
Give  me  some  rosemary  S4,  and  let's  be  going. 

[Exeunt, 


54  Riiganary.^  See  not<i »  on  The  Eldei^  Brother. 


THE    CAPtAlNi 


A  COMEDYi 


*the  Commendatory  Verses  by  tlilU  and  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Play  to  Fletcher  alone ;  ih<5Se 
by  Maine,  to  him  and  Beaumont.  The  Prologue  speaks  of  but  one  author.  This  Coiaedy 
was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647.  We  do  not  know  of  any  alteration  mf  it,  or  that  it 
has  been  acted  for  many  years.'' 


inL 


PROLOGUE* 


To  please  you  witli  this  play,  we  fear,  will  be 
(So  does  the  Author  too)  a  mystery 
Somewhat  above  our  art ;  for  all  men's  eyes, 
Kars,  faiths,  and  judgments,  are  not  of  one 
Ivor,  to  say  truth,  and  not  to  flatter  ye^    [site* 
This  is  nor  Comedy,  nor  Tragedy, 
Nor  History,  nor  any  tiling  that  may 
(Yet  in  u  week )  be  made  a  perfect  pluy : 
Yet  tbase  that  love  tu  laughs  and  those  that 
Uiink  [drink. 

Twelve-pence  goes  further  this  way  than  in 


Or  damsels,  if  the^  mark  the  aiatt^  thro*^ 
May  stumble  on  a  foolish  toy,  or  two, 
Will  make  Vm  shew  their  teeth.    'Praj,  fot^ 

my  sake, 
(That  likely  am  your  6r8t  matl)  do  not  tak% 
A  distaste  befbre  you  feel  it;  for  ye  may 
When  this  is  hiss'd  to  ashes,  have  a  play. 
And  here,  to  out-hiss  this :  Be  patient  then; 
My  honour  done,  you're  welcome,  gentit- 

meu! 


!■■  < 


PERSONS    REPRESENTEd. 


Julio,  li  nohle  Gtntleman^  in  Inve  with  Lelia, 
AKGELO,  Friend  to  Julio, 

p?^'         '  >  two  coward/y  Guilts 

J'r£D£RICK,  Brother  to  Frank. 
ACOMc,  an  art^Tv  Captain,  a  Woman-hater, 
Fabritjo,  a  merry  Soldier,  Friend  to  Jucomo. 
FATiiEa  to  Leli(i,  an  old  poor  Gentleman, 
Host. 
Vintner^ 


Drawers. 
Servanti. 

Frank,  pattumalely  in  love  with  Jacomb. 
Clora,  X/jt/er  to  Fabritio,  a  wUty  CaHipm^ 

nion  to  Frank, 
Lelia,  a  cunning  wanton  Widoi», 
Waiting-womak. 

Maid-servant », 


SCENE,  Fenict. 


ACT  t 


SCENE  i. 

*  inter  Lodovieo  and  Pisd, 

Lodovlto.  n[^HE  truth  is,  Piso,  so  she  be  a 

''•    wotuan, 
And  rich  and  whulesoitie,  let  her  be  of  what 
CbiiHition  and  complexion  it  please, 
i>be  shall  please  me,  Tni  sure :  Those  men 

are  fools 
That  make  their  eyes  their  choosers,   not 


their  needs. 
Voi.  11. 


Fito.  Mahinks,  t  woi3dl  -hive  her  \i6iitU 
too,  and  handsome.  \}^^y  ^^ 

Lod.  Yes,  if  I  could  have  both ;  but  sia'ctf 
Wishes  so  near  impossibilities, 
Let  me  have  that  tnat  n^y  be. 

Piso.  If  it  v<rere  so, 
I  hope  your  conscience  would  noibe  sotiiec 
'  To  start  at  such  a  blessing. 

Lod,  .No,  believe  me, 
1  do  not  think  1  should. 

Fiw,  Cut  \ho\\  \voit)\iH  huf 


I 


3» 


su 


tiffi  CAPTAIN^ 


[Act  1.  Scene  1# 


I  do  not  doabt,  ujSoil  the  least  susi^cion. 
Unmercifully  jealous,^ 

Lod,  No,  I  should  not ; 
For  I  believe  those  road  that  seek  vexations : 
A  wife,  tho'  she  be  honent,  is  a  troubles 
tiad  I  a  wife  as  fair  as  Helen  was, 
That  drew  so  many  cuckolds  to  her  cause, 
Th^  eyes  should  see  another  in.my  saddle . 
£re  1  believe  my  beast  would  carry  double. 
JPito.  So  should  not  I^  by  V  Lady  1  and  I 
think 
My  patience  (by  your  leave)  as  good  ••  yours, 
feeport  would  stir  me  mainly,  I  am  sure  oo't. 
jLod,  Report?  you  are  unwise;  report  is 
nothing  I 
^For  if  there  were  a  truth  in  what  men  talk, 
(I  mean  of  this  kind)  this  part  of  the  world 
I'm  sure  would  be  no  more  cail'd  Christen- 
Fiso.  What  then  ?  [dom. 

Lod.  Why,  Cuckoldom ;  for  we  should  lose 
Oi;!*  old  faiths  clean,  and  hold  their  new 
opinions :  [isarry 

K  ti^k  could  make  me  sweat,  before  l  would 
J'd  tic  a  surer  knot,  and  hang  myself. 
I^U  thee,  there  was  never  woman  vet, 
(Nor  never  hope  there  shall  be)  tho  a  saint. 
But  she  has  been  a  subject  to  men*s  tongues, 
And  in  the  wurat  sense  i  And  that  desperate 
husViand,  [rumours ', 

That  dares  give  up  his  peace,  and  follow 
(Which  he  shall  fmd  too  busy,  if  he  seek  *eni) 
fieside  the  forcing  of  himself  an  ass, 
fie  djes  in  chains,  eating  himself  with  anger. 
Pi$o»  Having  these  antidotes  against  opi- 
nion, 
1  would  marry  any  one  ;  an  arrant  whore. 
*  Lod.  Thou  dost  not  feel  the  nature  of  tliis 
physic; 
Which  1  prescribe  not  to  beget  diseases, 
But,  where  they  are,  to  stop  them. 

Pi$o.  T  conceive  you:  [Lelia? 

What  think'st  thou,  thy  way,  of  the  widow 
Lod.  Taith,  thou  hast  found  out  one,  I 
must  confess,  [woman. 

Would  stagger  my  best  patience :  From  that 
As  I  would  bless  myself  from  pla^iues  and 
surfeits,  [quicksands. 

From  -men  of  war  at  sea,  from  storms  and 
From  hearing  treason  and  concealing  it, 
From  daring  of  a  madman,  or  a  drunkard^ 
From  heresy,  ill  wine,  and  stumbling  pust* 
horse,  [night. 

So  would  I  pray  each  morning,  and  each 
(And  if  I  said  each  hour,  I  should  not  lie) 
To  be  deliver*d  of  all  these  in  one, 
ihe  woman  thou  hast  named. 

Pifo.  Thou  hast  set  her  in  a  pretty  Litany. 

Enter  Julioy  Angeln^  and  Father. 

Ann.  Tray  take  my  counsel. 
Juu  When  I  am  myself, 
Fll  hear  you  any  way ;  love  me  tho'  thus, 


As  thou  art  honest,  which  I  dare  not  be. 
Lest  I  despise  myself.    Farewell  I       [Exit, 
Fito.  Do  yon  hear,  my  friend  ?  Sir !  are 
you  not  a  setter 
For  the  fair  widow  here,  of  famous  memory  t 
Father,  Ha!  am  I  taken  for  a  bawd?  Ob^ 
God! 
To  mine  own  child  too  ?  Misery,  T  thank  thee. 
That  kecp*st  me  from  their  knowledge. — Sir^ 

believe  me, 
I  understand  yoii  hot. 

Lod.  You  love  plain-dealing : 
Are  you  not  parcel  bawd?   Confess  your 

function ; 
It  may  be,  we  would  use  it. 
Father.  Were  she  worse, 
(As  I  fear  stninii^ely  she  is  ill  enough) 
I  would  not  hear  this  tamely^ 

Fiao.  Ilrre*s  a  shillini:. 
To  strike  good  luck  withal. 

Father.  Here's  a  sword,  sir,  [basolyi 

To  strike  a  knave  withal:  Thou  liest,  and 
Be  what  thou  wilt! 

Ang.  Why,  how  now,  gentlemen  ? 
Father.  Vou  are  many :  I  sliall  meet  you 
sir,  again, 
And  make  you  understand,  you've  wrong'd 
a  woman  [ner. 

Compared  with  whom  thy  mother  was  a  siu- 
Farewell !  [Kelt. 

Fiso.  He  has  amaz*d  me. 
Ang.  With  a  blow  ? 
ByV  Lady,  'twas  a  sound  one  !  Are  ye  good 
At  taking  knocks  ?  I  shall  know  ye  hereafter^ 
You  were  to  blame  to  tempt  a  man  so  far, 
Before  you  knew  him  certain.     H'  has  not 
hurt  ye  ? 
Fiw.  No,  I  tliink. 

Lod.  We  were  to  blame  indeed  to  go  so  far; 
For  men  may  be  mistaken :  Ii'h'  liud  swing*d 
us,  [tfeuk, 

H*  had  serv'd  us  right.  Beshrew  my  heart,  I 
We've  done  the  geutlewoman  as  much  wrong 
For  hang  me  if  1  know  lier,  [too  ; 

In  my  particular. 

Fiso.  Nor  L     This  'tis  to  credit 
Men's  idle  tongues: I  warrant  tl)ey  have  said 
As  much  by  our  two  mothers. 

Ijod.  Like  enough.  [more 

Ang.  I  see  a  beating  now  and  then  docs 
Move  and  stir  up  a  man's  contrition 
Than  a  sharp  sermon ;  here  probatum  est. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Servant. 

Serv.  What  shall  I  tell  your  sister? 

Fred.  Tell  her  this; 
Till  she  be  better  conversation'd,  foing 

And  leave  her  walking  by  her^ieif,  and  wlii^ 
To  her  old  melancholy  lute,  I'll  keep 
As  far  from  her  as  th'  gallows. 

[Exit  Servant* 

Ang,  Who's  that  ?  Frederick  ? 


»  Follow  humours.]  The  variation  in  the  tcit  was  made  in  1^50.  The  whole  convcrsatioa 
is  on  the  subject  of  report ,  for  which  rumour  \%  synonymous,  and  consequently  genuine. 


Act  1.  Scent  %,] 


THfi  cAWAm: 


lit 


Fred,  Yes,  marry  is't.    Oh,  Abgelo,  liow 
dost  thou  ? 

Ang.  Save  you,  sir !  How  docs  my  mifitrefts? » 

Fred.  She  is  in  love,  I  think  ;  but  not  with 
you, 
I  can  assnre  you.    Saw  you  Fabritio? 

Ang.  Is  he  come  over  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  a  week  ago  i 
Shall  wc  dine? 

Ang    I  cannot. 

Fred.  'Prithee  do. 

Ang.  Believe  me,  I  have  busineM. 

Fred.  Have  you  too,  gentlemen  ? 

Pino.  Nu,  sir. 

Fred.  Why  then,  let's  dine  together. 

IjhI.  With  all  my  heart. 

Fred.  Go  then.     Farewell,  good  Angclo. 
Commend  rac  to  your  friend. 

Ang,  I  will.  [Extent. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Frank  and  Chra» 

Clora.  Do  not  dissemble,  Frank;   mine 

eyes  are  quicker  [faith 

Than  such  observers,  that  do  |;round  their 

Ujlon   one  smile  or   tear:    You  arc  much 

alter'd, 
Atid  are  as  empty  of  thdse  excellencies 
That  were  com|jauion5  to  you,  (1  mean  mirth,' 
And  free  disposure  of  your  blood  and  spirit) 
As  you  were  born  a  mourner. 

trunk.  How,  I  prithee  ? 
For  I  perceive  no  such  change  in  myself. 

Cloru.  Come,  come,  this  is  not  wi>e,  nor 
provident. 
To  halt  iKfforc  a  cripple.     If  you  love, 
43e  liberal  to  your  friend,  and  let  her  know  it: 
I  sec  the  way  you  run,  and  know  how  tedious 
'IViil  prove  without  a  true  ccmipanion. 

Frank,  Sure  thou  wouldst  have  me  Iqve. 


Clcra.  Yes,  iMrry  woQld  I ; 
I  shoiik!  not  please  you  else. 

Fretnk,  And  whoj^  for  God's  sake  ? 
For  I  assure  inrself,  I  know  not  yet: 
And  'prithee,  Clure,  since  thoutt  huve  it  to ' 
That  I  must  love,  and  do  I  know  not  what, 
Let  him  be  held  a  pretty  handsome  feUow, 
And  young;  and  it  lie  be  a  little  valiMlt, 
Twill  be  the  better;  and  a  little  Wise, 
And,  'fkith,  a  littfe  honest.  ]tTAh^ 

Chra.  Well,  ril  sound  you  yet,  for  aiJ  your 

Prank.  Heigh-ho !  Fll  lore  no  more, 

Ciora.  Than  one;  and  him 
You  shall  love,  Frank. 

Frank.  Which  him?  Thou  art  bo  wise. 
People  will  take  thee  shortly  for  a  wicbh. 
But,  'prithee  tell  me,  Clora,  if  I  were 
So  mad  as  thou  wouldstmake  me,  Wbtit  kiill 

of  man 
Wouldst  thou  imagine  hint? 

Ciora.  'Faith,  some  pretty  fdlow, 
With  a  clean  strength,  that  cracks  a  cudgel 
well,  [holel 

And  danres  at  a  wake,  and  plnyk  at  hitie^ 

Frank.  Oh,  God !  [hi» ! 

What  pretty  commendations  thoo  ha^t  giv'n 
'Faith;  if  I  were  in  love  (as,  I  thabk  God, 
I  do  bot  think  I  am)  this  short  epistle 
Before  my  love,  would  make  itie  burn  th« 
legend.  [gentleman. 

Chra.  You  are  too  w|ld :  I  mean,  som^ 

Frank.  So  ds>  not  I,  till  1  can  know  'em 
wiser.  [tletti^ 

Some  gentleman  ?  No,  Clora,  till  tome  genr 
Keep  some  land,  and  fewer  wlmres,  believe 
i  '11  keep  no  love  for  him :  I  do  not  long;  [in^ 
To  go  a-fodt  yet,  f^id  solicit  causes,    [turer? 

Cltn-^.  What  thnik  yoii  then  of  an  adveo* 
I  mean  some  wealthy  merchanL 

Frank.  Let  h^m  venture  [ailt 

I^  some  decayed  crare  of  his  own  * :  He  imaU 

•  la  some  decayed  crare  of  his  cwrn.]  Thus  rightly  reads  the  copy  of  1647.  The  editor  of 
■1679  has  corrupted  the  pasi»age,  though  at  the  same  time  (  own  he  has  well  e^plaiued  it; 
for  thus  he  reads ; 

*  In  some  decayed  erare  or  carruck  V 
C^rt  liere  signifies  jyst  what  carrack  does,  being  the  name  of  a  trading  vessel  then,  though 
I  believe  hi  this  time  it  is  entirely  disused. 

Jdr.  Warburton  I  hope  will  pardon  me,  if  after  him  I  endeavour  to  correct  a  passage  i% 
Cymbeline  from  this  line  in  our  Authors,  act  iv.  scene  It. 

fiel,  *  Oh,  melancholy ! 

<  Who  ever  yet  could find 

*  I'he  ooze  Ut  shew  what  coa^t  thy  sluggish  fiift 

*  Might  easiest  harbour  in.' 

Tbis  reading  our  great  critic  judiciously  rejects,  and  gives  tlie  passage  thus: 

* %hy  sluggish  carruck* 

which  certainly  continues  and  completes  the  metaphor :  but  we  Inay  yet  came  much  pearer 

(he  traces  of  the  letters,  by  reading  thus :  « 

* what  roast  thy  sluggi^i  crave 

'  Might  easiest  harbour  in.'  Hjpnpton^ 

Mr.  Sympson  is  wrong  in  his  assertion  about  the  lection  of  tlie  second  folio,  for  that 

eKhibits  ^  *  Some  decayed  ware,  or  carrack,'  &c. 

Common  sense  and  the  ^rst  folio  both  authorize  crare. — Mr.  Steevens  adopts  SympsOn's 

variation  in  Cymbeline ;  and  adds,  '  A  erare,  says  the  author  of  The  Revisal,   is  d  ^mall 

'  tradiui;  veM^l,  called  ia  tbc  Latip  of  ikt  middle  ag^  crvj^a/ 
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THE  CAPTAIK, 


[Act  1.  Scene  9^ 


Rig  me  out,  that's  the  short  on*t.  Out  upon*t ! 
What  young  thing  of  iny  years  would  endure 
To  have  her  husband  in  aoo(her  country. 
Within  a  nionlb  after  she  is  married, 
Chopping  for  rotten  raisins,  and  lie  pining 
At  home,  under  the  mercy  of  his  foreman  ? 

No; 
Th<^*  th^y  be  wealthy,  and  indifferent  wise, 
I  do  not  see  th^t  I  am  bound  to  love  'em. 

Clora,  I  see  you  are  hard  to  please ;  yet  I 
will  please  you.  [sider'd 

Frank.  'Faith,  not  so  hard  neither,  if  con- 
What  woman  may  deserve  as  she  is  worthy. 
But  why  do  we  bestow  our  time  so  idly  ? 
Trithec,  let's  eqtertain  some  other  talk ; 
This  is  as  sickly  to  ^^e  as  faint  weather. 

Clora.  Now  I  beliey^  J  shall  content  you, 
Wliat  think  you  of  a  courtier  f         [Frank : 

JVafi/c.  'Faith,  so  ill. 
That,  if  I  should  be  full,  and  speak  but  truth, 
*Twould  shew  as  if  1  wanted  charity,  [epi ! 
?Prithee,  good  ^^nph,  l^t  me  not  rail  upon 
Yet  \  have  an  excellent  stomach,  and  must  do 
I  have  np  mercy  qf  these  infidels,  [it : 

"Since  I  am  put  in  mind  on't;  good,  bear  with 
me.  [him  out. 

Clara.  Can  no  man  fit  you?  I  will  find 

Frank.  This  summer-fruit,  that  you  call 
Courtier, 
While  you  continue  cold  and  frosty  to  him, 
Jiangs  fast,  and  may  b^  sound';  but  when 

you  fling 
Too  full  a  heat  of  your  affections 
.Upon  his  root,  and  make  him  ripe  too  soon. 
You'll  find  him  rotten  in  the  handling  : 
iSlis  oatbs  and  affections  are  all  one 
With  his  apparel,  things  to  set  him  gff*; 
He  has  qs  ^lany  mistresses  as  faiths. 
And  all  Apocryphal;  his  true  belief 
{s  only  in  a  private  surgeon  .* 
And,  for  my  single  self,  I'd  sooner  venture 
A  new  conversion  of  the  Indies*, 
Than  t^  make  courtiers  able  men,  or  honest. 

Clora.  I  du  believe  yon  (pv?  no  courtier ; 
And,  by  my  troth,  to  gue^s  you  into  love 
With  any  I  can  think  of,  is  beyopd 
!pither  your  will,  or  my  imagination : 
And  yet  Tm  sure  you  re  caught,  and  I  will 

know  him. 
There's  none  left  now  worthy  the  thinking  of, 
Unless  it  be  a  soldier ;  nnd,  I*in^ure, 
I  would  ever  bless  myself  from  such  a  fellow. 

Frank,  Why, 'prithee  ? 

Clora.  Out  upon  *em,  firelocks !    f s^rlet, 
TheyVe  nothing  in  the  world  but  buff  and 
Tough  unhewn  pieces,  to  haclc  swords  upon ; 
X  baud  as  lieve  Jbe  courted  by  a  cannon, 
As  one  of  those. 


Frank.  Thou  art  too  malicious ; 
Upon  my  faith,  methinks  they're  worthy  men, 

Clora.  Say  you  so?  I'll  pull  you  on  a  little 
further,-.-  [fession 

What  worth  can  be  in  those  men,  whose  pro- 
Is  nothing  in  the  world  but  drink  and  damn 

mef 
Out  of  whose  violence  they  are  possess*d 
With  legions  of  unwholesome  whores  aac( 

quarrels? 
I  am  of  that  opinion,  and  will  die  in*r, 
Thf  re  is  no  understanding,  nor  can  be. 
In  n  sous'ct  soldier. 

Frank.  Now,  'tis  ignorance, 
I  easily  perceive,  that  thus  provokes  thee. 
And  not  the  love  of  truth.     I'll  lay  my  life. 
If  Qod  had  n\ade  tliee  man,  th'  hadst  been  ^ 
coward. 

Chra.  If  to  be  valiant,  be  to  be  a  soldier, 
I'll  tell  you  true,  I  had  rather  be  a  coward ; 
I  am  sure  with  l^ss  sin.  ' 

Frank.  This  heresy 
Must  be  look'd-to  in  time;  for  if  it  spread. 
Twill  grow  too  pestilent.  Were  1  a  scholar, 
I  would  so  hamper  thee  for  thy  opinion. 
That,  ere  I  left,  I  would  write  thee  out  of 

r^'edit  [liev'd 

With  all  the  world,  and  make  thee  not  be- 
£v*n  in  indifferent  things;  tliat  I  would  leavf 

.    thee 
A  reprobate,  out  of  the  state  of  honour. 
By  all  good  thines,  thou  hast  flung  aspersion^ 
So  like  a  fool  (for  I  am  angry  with  thee) 
Upon  a  sort  of  men,  thi\t,  let  me  tell  thee, 
'1  hy  mother's  mother  would  have  been  a  saint 
Had  she  conceived  a  soldier!  They  art  people 
(I  may  commend  *em,  wliile  I  speak  but  truth) 
Of  all  the  old  world,  only  left  to  keep 
JVIan  as  he  was,  valiant  and  virtuous. 
They  are  the  model  of  those  tncn,  whose  ho- 
nours 
We  heave  our  hands  at  when  we  hear  recited, 

Clora.  They  are. 
And  I  have  all  I  sought  for:  Tis  a  soldier 
You  love  (hide  it  no  longer) ;  you've  betray'd 
yourself!  '  [tions. 

Come,  I  have  found  your  way  of  commenda- 
And  what  I  said  was  but  to  pull  it  from  you^ 

Frank.  Twas  pretty  !  Are  you  grown  sa^ 
cunning,  Clora? 
.1  gXQjnt  I  love  a  soldier;  but  what  soldier 
Will  be  a  new  task  to  you.   But  all  this, 
I  dq  imagine,  was  but  laid  to  draw  me 
.  Out  of  my  melancholy. 

Clora.  I  will  have  the  man, 
Efe  I  forsake  you. 

Frank.  I  must  to  my  chamber* 

Clora.  May  not  I  go  along?     > 


s  Hangs/ast,  and  may  be  found.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

^AU  Apocrypha.]  Mr.  Syi^^psou  (^d  he  acknowledges  the  variation?)  reads,  apocryphal. 
But  apocrypha  conveys  the  same  sense  as  the  adjective,  and  is  rather  a  more  elegant  reading. 

*  ■    ■         Td  Mfner  venture  . 

A  new  conversion  of  the  Indies.]  Mr.  Sympson,  thinking  that '  to  venture  a  convertion^ 
\%  not  a  clear  expression,  proposes  reading  Indians  for  hiding    The  text  certainly  is.  best. 


4ct  1.  Scene  9,] 


THE  CAPTAIN. 


W 


JF^ank,  Yes ;  biit,  good  veoch» 
Move  me  do  more  with  these  fond  questions; 
They  work  like  rhubarb  with  me. 

Ciora.  Weil,  X  will  not,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  iir. 

Enter  Leiia  and  her  Waiting-'Woman. 

fjclia.  How  now  ?  who  was  thmt  you  stay'd 

to  speak  withal  ? 
Woman.  The  old  man,  forsooth, 
Jjrlia.  What  old  man? 
Wimian,  The  poor  old  man,  [father. 

That  uses  to  come  hither;  h«  tliat  you  call 
Lelia.  Have  yuu  dispatch'd  hint  ? 
Woman.  No ;  he  woHid  fain  speak  with  you. 
Lelia.  Wilt  thou  oc'erle(ini  more  maouersy 
than  to  draw  in 
3uch  needy  rascals  to  disquiet  roe? 
po,  answtr  him,  I  will  not  be  at  leisure. 
Woman.  He  will  needs  speak  with  you; 
and,  good  old  man! 

?e  weeps  ^,  that,  by  my  troth,  I  have  not 
he  heart  to  deny  him.   Tray  let  hiui  speak 
Lefia.  Lord!  [with you. 

How  tender-storoacird  you  are  grown  pf.late  I 
Yo]i  are  not  io  love  wi^h  him,  are  you  ?    If 
you  be,  [pounds 

Strike  up  the  match ;  voo  shall  have  (hree 
^nd  a  pair  of  blankets  !  Will  ^ou  go  answer 
him  ? 
Womttn.  Tray  lethim  speak  with  you;  he'll 
not  awav  else. 

_  ^ 

^lia.  Well,  let  him  in  then,  if  (i^ere  be 
no  remedy: 
^  thauk  God,  I  am  able  to  abuse  him ; 

[Ej^it  Won^n. 
I  shall  ne*er  come  clear  else  ot  him. 

Re-enter  fToniofi,  with  Father. 

Now,  sir;  wha(  is  your  business?    Tray  be 
*   •    short; 

For  I  have  otherniatters,  of  more  moment. 
To  call  me  from  you.  [daughter, 

Father.  If  you  but  look  upon  me  like  a 
And  keep  that  love  about  yun  (hat  makes 
goqd  [ness, 

A  father's  hepe,  you'll  quickly  find  my  busi? 
And  what  I  would  say  to  you,  and,  before 
I  ask,  will  he  a  giver :  Say  tliat  sleep,  [you, 
(I  mean  th^  love)  or  be  but  numb'd  within 
The  nature  of  my  want  is  such  a  searcher, 
And  of  so  mighty  powef,  that,  where  he  finds 
This  dead  forgetfu  loess,  it  works  so  strofigly^ 
That  if  tlie  least  heat  of  a  child's  affection 
Remain  unperish'd,  like  another  nature, 
It  makes  all  new  again !  Tray  do  not  scorn  me, 
Nor  seem  to  make  yourself  a  greater  business 
Than  my  relieviug. 


Lelia,  If  you  werf  not  old, 
I  should  laugh  at  you !  What  a  rengemno^ 

ails  you. 
To  be  so  childish  to  imaf^^oe  me 
A  founder  qf  old  fellows^?— Make  him  drink, 

wench ; 
And  if  there  he  atiy  cold  meat  in  the  buttery. 
Give  him  some  broken  bread,  bikI  tliat,  and 
rid  him.  fpenso 

Father.  Is  this  a  child's  love  ?  or  a  recom- 
Fit  for  a  father's  care  ?  Oh,  Lelia^ 
Had  I  been  thus  unkiud,thou  hadst  not  been ; 
Or,  like  me,  miserable !  But  'tis  impossible 
Nature  should  die  so  utterly  within  chee. 
And  lose  hur  promises ;    1  liou  art  one  of 

those 
She  set  her  stamp  more  excellenthr  on, 
Thao  common  people,  as  foretelGng  tlic^ 
A  geqeral  example  of  her  goodness. 
Or,  say  she  could  lie,  yet  Heligion 
(For  love  to  parents  is  religious)  [noe; 

Would  lead  thee  right  again :  t^k  well  upoA 
I  am  the  rout  that  gave  thee  uourishqient. 
And  made  thee  spring  fair;  do  out  let  me  pfr^ 
Now  I  am  old  and  sapless.  [nsh, 

Lelia,  As  I  live, 
I  like  you  far  worse  now  you  grow  thus  holy  | 
I  grant  you  are  my  father;  am  I  therefore 
Bound  to  consume  myself,  and  be  a  beggar 
Still  in  relieving  you?  I  do  not  feel 
Any  such  mnd  compassion  yet  within  me. 

Father.  I  gave  up  all  my  state,  to  nii^e 
yours  thus  1 

Iflia.  T«^as  as  you  ought  to  dp;  and  now 
you  cry  for't, 
As  cFiildreu  do  for  babies,  hack  asain. 

Father.  How  wouldst  tliou  have  me  live? 

j>/ia    I  would  not  have  you ; 
Nor  know  no  reasop  fathers  should  desire 
To  live,  and  be  a  trouble,  when  their  chil* 
Are  able  to  inht^rit ;  let  them  die ;       [dren' 
'Tis  f\t,  and  look'd  for,  that  they  should  do  so. 

father.  Is  this  your  comfort? 

Lelia.  Ail  that  I  feel  yet. 

Father.  \  will  not  curse  thee! 

Lelia.  If  you  Jo,  I  care  not. 

Father.  Tray  you  give  me  leave  to  weep. 

Lelia.  Why,  'pray  take  leave. 
If  it  he  for  your  ease. 

Father.  Thy  mother  died 
(Sweet  peace  be  with  her!)  in  a  happy  tiine. 

Lelia.  She  did,  sir,  as  she  ougiit  to  do ; 
'would  you  [you 

Would  take  thepaiqs  to  follow !  WhatslioukI 
Or  any  old  man  do,  wearing  awny 
In  this  world  with  diseases,  and  desire 
Only  to  live  to  make  their  children  scourge- 
sticks,  [marble 
And  hoard  up  mill-money  ?    Methmks,    a 


*  A  founder  qf  old  fellows?]  Mr.  Sympson  proposes  reoding/oJu/Zer  for  yotiaiier;  but  the 
latter  word  is  certainly  right,  and  very  good  sense,  alluding  to  cliaritable  foundations.  See 
note  ''on  Wit  witliput  Money. 

7  When  children.']  I  have  inserted  thttir  for  the  sake  both  of  the  measure  and  the  sense, 
Sympion, 
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THE  CAPTAIN. 


[Act  1.  Scene  9« 


Lies  quieter  upon  an  old  man's  ti^ad 
Th&D  a  cold  fit  o'  th'  palsy. 

Father,  Oh,  good  God !  [man, 

To  what  an  impudence,  thou  wretchea  wo- 
Hast  thou  begot  thyself  again  !  Well,  Justice; 
Will  punish  disobedience. 

Leliu.  You  mistake,  sir;  [work, 

Ti^ill  punish  bcjjgars.  Fy  for  shame !  go 
Or  serve ;  you're  grave  enough  to  be  a  porter 
In  some  good  man  of  worship's  house,  and 
Seutentious  answers  to  the  comers-in ;  [give 
(A  pretty  place  !)  or  be  of  some  good  concert, 
You  had  a  pleasant  touch  o'  th*  cittern  once, 
If  idleness  nave  not  bereft  you  of  it : 
Be  any  thing  but  old  and  beggarly, 
Two  sms  that  ever  do  out-grow  conr^asston. 
If  I  might  see  you  offer  at  a  course  [profit, 
That  were  a  likely  one,  and  shew'n  some 
I  would  not  stick  for  ten  groats,  or  a  noble. 

Father,  Did  I  beget  this  woman  } 
'  njjelia.  Nay,  I  know  not ; 
And,  tin  I  know,  I  will  not  thank  you  for't: 
However,  he  that  got  me  had  the  pleasure, 
And  that,  methinks,  is  a  reward  sufficient. 

Father,  I  am  so  strangely  strucken  with 
amazement, 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  am. 

Lelia,  You'd  best  take  fresh   air  some- 
where else ;  'twill  bring  you 
Out  of  your  trance  the  sooner. 

Father,  Is  all  this 
As  you  mean,  Lelia? 

Lelia.  Yes,  believe  me,  is  it ; 
For  yet  I  cannot  think  you  are  so  foolish, 
^s  to  imagine  you  are  young  ^noi^h 
To  be  my  neir,  or  I  so  old  to  make 
A  nurse  at  these  years  for  you,  and  attend 
While  you  sup  up  my  state  in  penny  pots 
Of  malmsey.  When  I'm  excellent  at  caudles. 
And  culliccs,  and  have  enough  spare  gold 
To  boil  away,  you  shall  he  welcome  to  me ; 
Till  when,  I'd  have  you  be  as  merry,  sir, 
As  you  can  make  yourself  with  that  you  have,t 
And  leave  to  trouble  me  with  these  relations, 
Of  what  you  have  been  to  me,  or  you  are ; 
For  as  I  hear  them,  so  I  lose  them.    This, 
For  aught  I  know  yet,  is  my  resolution. 

Father.  Well,   God  be  with  thee !  for  I 
fear  thy  end 
Will  be  a  strange  example.  [Exit, 

Lelia.  Fare  you  well,  sir ! 
Now  would  spme  poor  tender-hearted  fool 
have  wept,  [cliildreu 

Relented,    and  have  been  undone:    Such 
(I  thank  my  understanding)  I  hate  truly ; 
JFor,  by  my  troth,  I  had  rather  sec  their  tears 
Than  feet  their  pities  !  My  desires  and  ends 
Are  all  the  kindred  that  I  nave,  and  friends. 

Enter  Woman, 
Is  he  departed  ? 

Woman.  Yes;  but  here's  another. 
Lelia,  Not  of  liis  tribe,  I  hope :  Bring  mc 
no  more,  [seest 

I  would  wish  you,  such  as  h^  is.    If  thou 


They  look  like  mett  Of  worth,  and  state.  And 

carry 
Ballast  of  both  sides,  like  tall  gentlemen, 
Admit  'em ;  but  no  snakes  to  poison  us 
With  poverty.     Wench,  you  must  learn  a 

wise  rule ;  [i'^g» 

'  Look  not  upon  the  youths  of  men,  and  mak- 

liow  they  descend  in  blood,  nor  let  their 

tongues,  [music) 

(Tho*  they    strike  suddenly,    and  sweet  at 
Corrupt  thy  fancy :  See,  and  say  them  fair  too. 
But  ever  keep  thyself  without  their  distance. 
Unless  the  |ove  thou  swallow'st  be  a  pill 
Gilded,  to  hide  the  bitterness  it  brings; 
Then  fail  on  ^vithout  fear,  wench;  yet  so 

wisely  [mise 

That  one  encounter  cloy  him  not ;  nor  pro-« 
His  love  hath  made  thee  more  his,  than  hisi 

monies:  -        [ever 

Leani  this,  and  thrive ;  tli^n  let  thine  honour 
(For  that's  the  last  rule)  be  so  stood  upon, 
That  men  may  fairly  see  [fall  ; 

'Tis  want  of  means,  not  virtue,  makes  thee 
And  if  you  weep,  'twill  be  a  great  deal  better. 
And  draw  on  more  compassion,  which  in-r 

eludes 
A  greater  tenderness  of  love  and  bounty : 
This  is  enougli  at  once ;  digest  it  weil. 
Go,  let  him  in,  wench,  if  He  promise  profit,' 
Not  else. — Oh,   you  are  welcome,  my  faif 

servant ! 

Enter  Julio, 

Upqp  my  troth,  I  have  been  longing  for  you. 

Woffutn,  This,  by  her  rule,  should  be  a  Vi^ 
beral  man  : 
Isce,  the  best  on's  may  learn  cv'ry  day.  [Exit. 

Lelia.  There's  none  come  with  you  ? 

Julio,  No. 

Lelia.  You  do  the  wiser;  [man),. 

For  some  that  have  been  here  (I  name  no. 
Out  of  their  malice,  mqife  than  tru^h^  hav« 

done  me 
Some  few  ill  offices. 

Julio.  How,  sweet? 

Xtf/ifl.  Nay,  nothing; 
Only  have  taik*d  a  little  wildly  of  me, 
As  their  unruly  youth  directed  'em;  fwish'd 
Which,  tho*  they  bite  me, not,  I  would  ha%f 
Had  l^t  upon  some  other  that  deserved  'eiu. 

Julio,  Tho'  she  deserve  this  of  the  looses^ 

tongue, 

(Which  makes  my  sin  the  more)  I  must  not 

see  it;  [him  ( 

Such  is  noy  misery  [aside], — I  would  i  Knew 

Lelia.  No,  no ;  let  him  go ;  [y^^ 

He  is  not  worth  your  anger. — I  must  chid# 
For  being  such  a  stranger  to  your  mistress; 
Wliy  would  you  be  so,  servant  ? 

Jtilio,  1  sliould  chide, 
If  chiding  would  work  any  thing  upon  you. 
For  being  such  a  stranger  to  your  servant; 
I  mean,  to  his  desires :  When.  p>y  ^ar  mis- 
Sliall  I  be  made  a  happy  man  r  [tres^ 

Lelia,  fy,  servant! 


Act  1.  Scene  9«] 


THE  CAPTAHSTi 


$it 


What  do  you  mean?  Unhand  me;  or^  by 

Henv*n, 
I  shall  be  very  angry !  This  is  rudeness. 
Julio.  Twas  but  a  kiss  or  two,  that  thus 
offends  you.  [warrant  for. 

.  Lelia,  Twas  more,  I  think,  than  you  have 
JuUo.  Vm  sorry  I  deserved  no  more. 
Ldia.  You  may ;  [der. 

But  not  this  rough  way,  servant :  We  are  ten- 
And  ought  in  all  to  be  respected  so. 
If  I  had  been  your  horse,  or  whore,  you  might 
Back  me  with  this  intemperance !  I  thought 
You  had  lov*d  as  worthy  men,  whose  fair  af- 
fections [lence. 
Seek  pleasures  warranted,  not  puU'd  by  vio- 
Do  so  no  more. 

Julio,  I  hope  you  are  not  angry  ?       [sure, 
Lelia,  I  should  be  with  another  man,  I'm 
That  durst  appear  but  half  thus  violent. 
Julio.  I  did  not  mean  to  ravish  you. 
Lelia.  You  could  qot. 
Julio.  You  are  so  willingf 
Lelia.  How  ! 

JuUo.  Methinks  this  shadow. 
If  you  had  so  much  shame  as  fits  a  woman, 
(At  least,  of  your  way,  mistress)  longerethis 
Had  been  laid  off  to  me  that  understand  you. 
Leiia.  That  understand  me  ?  Sir,  you  un** 
derstand. 
Nor  shall,  no  more  of  me  than  Modesty 
Will,  without  fear,  deliver  to  a  stranger: 
You  understand  I'm  honest ;  else,  I  tell  you, 
(Tho*  you  were  better  far  than  Julio) 
You  and  your  understanding  are  two  fools. 
But,  were  we  saints,  thus  we  are  still  re- 
warded J 
I  see  that  woman  hud  a  pretty  catch  on't. 
That  had  made  you  the  master  of  a  kindness. 
She  durst  not  answer  opeuly.     ( )h,  me  ! 
How  easily  we  women  may  be  cozen'd  ! 
I  took  this  Julio,  as  I  have  a  faith, 
(This  young  dissembler,  with  the  sober  vi- 
zard) 
For  the  most  modest*temper*d  gentleman, 
The  coolest,  quietest,  and  best  companion. 
For  such  an  one  I  could  have  wish'd  a  wo- 
man   [science ; 

Julio.  You've  wish*d  me  ill  enough  o'con* 
Hake  me  no  worse,  for  shame  !  I  see,  the 

more 
I  work  by  way  of  service  to  obtain  you, 
You  work  the  more  upon  me.    Tell  me  truly 
(While  I  am  able  to  believe  a  woman, 
For,  if  you  use  me  thus,  that  faith  will  perish) 
What  is  your  end  ?  and  whither  you  will  pull 

mer 
Tell  me ;  but  tell  me  that  I  may  not  start  at^ 
And  have  a  cause  to  curse  you. 

Lelia.  Bless  me,  goodness  ! 
To  curse  me,  did  you  say,  sir?  Let  it  be 
For  too  much  loving  you  then ;  such  a  curse 
Kill  mc  withal,  and  I  shall  be  a  martyr. 
You  ve  found  u  new  way  to  reward  my  doting. 


And,  I  confess,  a  i^t  one  for  my  folly; 
For  you  yourself,  if  you  have  good  within  yoU| 
And  dare  be  master  of  it,  know  how  dearly 
This  heart  hath  held  you  ever.  Oh,  good  Goa^ 
That  I  had  never  seen  that  false  man's  eyes* 
That  dares  reward  me  thus  with  fears'  ami 

curses ! 
Nor  never  heard  the  sweetness  of  that  tongue^ 
That  will,  when  this  is  known,  yet  cozen 

women  ! 
Curse  me,  good  Julio,  curse  me  bitterly; 
(I  do  deserve  it  for  my  confidence) 
And  I  beseech  thee,  if  thou  hast  a  gooduess 
Of  power  yet  in  thee  to  confirm  thy  wishes. 
Curse  me  to  earth !  for  wliat  should  I  dohefe^ 
Like  a  decaying  flower,  still  withering 
Under  his  hitter  words,  whose  kindly  heat 
Should  give  my  poor  heart  life  ?  No,  curst 

me,  Julio! 
Thou  canst  not  do  me  such  a  benefit 
As  that,  and  well  done,  that  the  Heav'nsm^y 
hear  it. 
Julio.  Oh,  fair  tears!   were  you  but  af 
chaste  as  subtle,  [clea* 

Like  bones  of  saints,  you  would  work  mira-* 
What  were  these  women  to  a  man  that  knew 
not  [ceiving? 

The  thousand,  thousand  ways  of  their  de- 
Wbat  riches  had  he  found  ?    Oh,  he  would 

think 
Himself  still  dreamin^r  of  a  blessedness. 
That,  like  continual  spring,  should  flourlak 

ever: 
For  if  she  were  as  good  as  she  is  seeming. 
Or,  like  an  eagle,  could  renew  her  virtues. 
Nature  had  made  another  world  of  sweet*' 
ness. —  [saidf 

Be  not  so  griev'd,  sweet  mistress;  what  t 
You  do,  or  should  kiiow,  was  but  passion : 
'Pray  wipe  your  eyes,  and  kiss  me.     Take 

these  trifles, 
And  wear  thdm  for  me,  which  are  only  rich 
When  you  will  put  them  on.    Indeed,  I  love 
you:  [yo«i5 

Beshrew  my  sick  heart,  if  I  grieve  not  for 
Lelia.  Will  you  dissemble  still  ?  I  atn  a  fool. 
And  you  may  easily  rule  me.    If  you  flatter, 
The- sin  will  be  your  own, 
Julio.  You  know  I  do  not. 
Ixlia.  And  shall  I  be  so  childish  once  again. 
After  my  late  experience  of  your  spite. 
To  credit  you?  You  do  not  know  how  deep 
(Or,  if  you  did,  you  would  be  kinder  to  me) 
This  bitterness  of  yours  has  struck  my  heart* 
Julio.  I  pray,  no  more. 
Lelia.  Thus  you  would  do,  I  warrant, 
If  I  were  married  to  you. 
Julio.  Married  to  me  ? 
Is  that  your  end  ? 

Lelia.  Yes;  is  not  th3t  the  best  end. 
And,  as  all  hold,  the  noblest  way  of  love? 
Wh^  do  you  look  so  strange,  sir?  Do  notyou 
Desire  it  should  be  so  ? 


'  Fears.}  i.  c.  actioas  thati^A;  or  terrify  me. 


»9* 


Ttd  CAPtAErf. 


[Act  i.  Acint  ii 


Julie,  Stay! 

tjetiu.  AnsWer  me. 

Ji£/io. .  Farewell !  [Exit, 

Ijelia.  Ay !  are  you  there?  aredllthe^e  tears 
Am  I  so  overtaken  by  a  fool,  [Idst  tlien? 
in  my  best  days  and  tricks?  My  mie  ieiiovf, 
V\l  make  you  smart  for't,  as  I  am  a  woman ! 
And,  if  thou  be*st  not  timber,  yet  1*11  warm 
And  is  he  gone  ?  [tlR*e. 


Enter  tVoman, 
Wofnon.  Yes. 

Lelia,  He's  not  so  lightly  sthick, 
To  be  recovered  with  a  base  repentance; 
I  should  be  sorry  then.    Fortune,  I  prith 
Give  me  this  man  buiotice  more  in  my  arms, 
Anid>  if  I  lose  him,  women  have  no  charms  ! 

[Eseunt, 


ACT   II. 


SCENfe  l. 


Enter  Jacomo  and  Fabrith. 

iac.  CIGNrOR,   what  think  you  of  this 
*^  sound  off  wars? 

¥ub.  As  only  of  a  sound :  They  that  intend 
To  do  are  like  deep  watefs,  that  run  quietly, 
Leaving  no  trace  9  of  what  they  were  behind 

'em. 
This  rumour  is  too  comttion,  and  too  loud, 
To  carry  truth. 

Jtic,  Shall  we  ne^er  live  to  see 
Men  look  like  men  again,  upon  a  march  ? 
This  cold  dull  rusty  peace  makes  us  appear 
Like  empty  pictures,  only  the  faint  shadows 
Of  what  we  should  be.    'Would  to  God  my 

mother 
Htfd  given  but  half  her  will  to  my  begetting, 
And  made  niewumiui,  tf>  sit  still  and  sing, 
Or  be  sick  when  I  list,  or  any  thing 
That  is  too  idle  for  a  man  to  think  of! 
Would  I  had  been  a  whore!  'thad  been  a  course 
Certain,  and  (of  my  conscience)  of  more  gain 
Thau  two  commands,  as  I  would  handle  it. 
'Faith,  I  could  wish  I  had  been  any  thing, 
(Rather  than  what  1  am,  a  soldier) 
A  carrier,  or  a  cobler,  when  I  knew  [trades 
What  'twas  to  wear  a  sword  6rst !  for  their 
Are,  and  shall  be,  a  constant  wat  of  life, 
Wliilenien  send  cheeses  up,  or  wear  out  bus- 

Euh.  Thou  art  a  little  too  impatient,  [kins. 
Andniuk'st  thy  anger  a  far  more  vexation 
I'han  t))e  not  having  wars.  I  am  a  soldier, 
Which  is  my  whole  inheritance;  yet  I, 
Tho'  I  could  wish  a  breach  with  all  the  world, 
If  not  dishonourable,  I  am  not  so  mfilicious 
To  curse  the  fair  peace  O^iny  mother-country. 


But  thou  want^st  money,  and  the  first  supply 
Wi!l  bury  these  thoughts  in  thee. 

Jac.  'J?ox  o  peace ! 
It  fills  the  kingdom  full  of  holidays,      [pers^ 
And  only  feeds  the  wants  of  whores  and  pi-^ 
And  makes  the  idle  drunken  roguesget  spin- 
sters. 
'Tis  true,  I  may  want  money,  anc^  do  little. 
And  almost  cloaths  too ;  of  which  if  I'd  boik 
In  full  abundance,  yet  against  all  peace 
(That  brings  up  mischiefs  thicker  than  a 

sboWcr) 
I  would  speak  louder  than  a  lawyer, 
fiy  Heaven,  it  is  the  Surfeit  of  all  youth, 
Tnat  makes  the  toughness  and  the  strengtli 

of  nations 
Melt  into  women ;  it  is  an  ease  that 
Broi>ds  thieves  and  bastards  only. 

Fub,  This  is  more 
(Tho'  it  be  true)  than  we  ought  to  lay  open, 
And  seasons  only  of  an  indiscretion.      [ribs, 
Believe  me^  Captaiu,  such  distempered  spi- 
Once  out  6f  motion,  tiio*  they  be  proof-vuli- 
If  they  appear  thus  violent  and  fiery,     [ant. 
Breed  but  their ovvn  disgraces, aud  arencarer 
Doubt  and  suspect  in  princes,  than  rewards. 
Juc.  'lis  well  they  cau  be  near  'em  any  «  ay. 
But  call  you  tho>e  true  spirits  iFl-aifected, 
That,  wiiilst  tlie  ^arsviere,  sc^rv'd  like  walls 

and  ribs 
To  girdle  in  the  kingdom,  and  now  fall'n 
I'iiro'  a  faint  peace  into  uflliction,      [britiof 
Speak  but  their  miseries  ?  Come,  come,  Fa* 
You  may  pretend  what  patience  you  please, 
And  seem  to  yoke  your  wants  like  passions  '*; 
But,  while  I  \\\uw  thou  art  a  soldier. 
And  a  deserver,  and  no  other  harvest 


9  Leaving  no  face.]  Mr.  Seward  substitutes  noise  for  Juce;  as  the  latter  word  docs  not 
'agree/  says  he,  *with  the  former  dr  subsequent  metaphors.'  Mr.  Sympson  thinks,  'that 
'  neither^ace  nor  iwise  is  at  all  proper  in  this  place.^  We  think  trace  a  much  better  word 
than  either  of  the  others,  if  not  the  original. 

'•  To  yoke  your  wantt  like  passionsA  Mr.  Seward,  considering  want  as  'one  of  our  pas- 
'sions,'  objects  to  this  reading,  and  proposes  to  substitute  'wants  and  passions.'  Mr. 
Sympson  would  read,  / 

* to  cloak  your  wants  like  passions.' 

*  To  yoke  your  wants  like  passions' may,  for  aught  we  see,  be  the  right  reading ;  and  the  whole 
passage  si^nilies,  that  *■  Fabritio  might  indeed  pretend  to  patience,  and  endeavour  to  curk)^ 
'  bis  necessities  and  hi^  appetites,  yet  he  was  in  reality  an  enemy  to  peace.' 


ix!t  <.  Scene  1.] 


tUE  CAPTAIN. 


991 


Sot  what  thy  sword  r^ps  for  thee  to  come  in, 
You  shall  be  pleas'd  to  give  me  leave  to  tell 
You  wish  a  devil  of  this  mu^ty  peace :  £yoOy 
To  which  prayer,  as  one  that's  bound  in  con- 
science, 
And  all  **  that  love  our  trade,  I  cry,  Amen  ! 
Fub»  Trithee  no  more ;  we  shall  live  well 
enough : 
■There's  ways  enough  besides  the  wars,  t6  men 
That  are  not  logs,  ami  lie  still  for  the  hands 
Of  others  to  remove  'em. 

Jac,  You  may  thrive,  sir ; 
Thou'rt  young  and  bandkOiue  yet,  and  well 

enough 
To  please  a  widow ;  thou  canst  sing,  and  tell 
Thebe  foolish  love-tales,  and  indite  a  Utile, 
And,  if  need  be,  compile  a  pretty  matter^ 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  Honourable ; 
Which  may  awaken  his  compassion. 
To  make  yuu  clerk  o'  th'  kitchen,  and  at  length 
Come  to  be  nmrricd  to  my  lady  s  woiaan. 
After  slie's  crack'd  i'  th'  rinj^". 
Fub.  Tis  very  well,  sir. 
Juc.  But  what  dust  thou  tliink  fthall  be- 
come of  me;   . 
With  all  my  imperfections  ?  Let  me  die, 
if  I  think  I  shall  ever  reach  above 
A  forlorn  tapsti;r,  6r  some  frothy  fellow, 
That  stinks  of  stale  hecr ! 
,    Fub.  Cdptain  Jacomo,  [toeS? 

Why  should  you  think  &o  hardhr  of  youk"  vir- 
Jac,  Wliat  virtues  ?  By  tliis  light,  I  have 
nO  virtue 
But  down-right  brtifcling !  What  can  my  face, 
(That  is  no  bettel*  than  a  ragged  map  now. 
Of  where  I*ve  march'd  and  travell'd)  pro6t 
Uiiless  it  be  for  la(lie<»  to  abuse,  [me  ? 

And  say  'twas  spoil'd  for  want  of  a  bongrate 
When  I  was  young,  and  now  'twill  make  a 

true 
Prognostication  of  what  man  must  be? 
Tell  Die  of  a  fellow  that  can  mend  no^es  ?  and 
complaiu,  fmach? 

$o  tall  a  soldier  should  want  teeth  to  nisslo- 
And  how  it  was  threat  pity,  that  it  was. 
That  he  that  made  my  bociy  was  so  busied 
He  could  not  stay  to  maka  my  Ic^^  too,  but 

was  driv'n 
To  clap  a  pair  of  cat-sticks  to  my  knees, 
For  which  1  am  indebted  to  two  school-boy#  ? 
This  must  follow  necessary. 

Fab.  There's  no  such  matter.  [pieces 

Jac.  Then  for  my  morals,  and  those  I liddeii 
That  art  bestows  upon  me,  they  are  such. 
That  when  they  coiue  to  liijht,  I'm  sure  will 
shame  mc ; 


For  I  can  neither  write,  oor  reiri,  oor  speak. 
That  any  man  shall  hope  to  pro^  by  me; 
And  for  my  languages,  thiey  are  so  nMsy, 
That,  put  them  all  together^  they  wULeeuce 
Serve  to  beg  single  b^r  in.  The  plaia  tmlh  ik; 
I  love  a  soldier,  and  cnn  lead  hiiB  dfe^ 
And  if  he  fi^ht  well,  I  dare  make  IbbI  drunk : 
This  is  my  virtue,  and  if  this  will  do, 
ril  scramble  yet  amongst  'em. 

Fab.  Tis  your  way 
To  be  thus  pleasant  still;  biif  fear  not,  man. 
For  tho'  the  wars  fail,  we  sMl  screw  our- 
Into  some  course  of  life  yet.  [selret 

Jac.  Good  Fabritio, 
Have  a  quick  eye  upon  me,  for  I  fear 
This  peace  will  make  me  something  that  I 
love  not;  fgeon. 

For,  by  my  troth,  tho'  I  am  plain  andaud- 
I  would  not  be  an  ass  ;  and  to  tell  parcels, 
I  can  as  soon  be  hang'd.  'Prithee  bestow  me. 
And  speak  some  little  good,  tho*  I  desenrtr 
not. 

Enter  Father, 

Fab.  Come,  we'll  consider  more.    Stay  ! 

this 
Should  be  anotlier  windfall  of  the  wars. 
Jac.  He  looks  indeed  like  an  old  tatter*!! 

colours, 
That  every  wind  would  borrow  from  the  staff: 
These  are  the  hopes  \^ehave  for  all  our  hurts. 
They  have  not  cast  his  tongue  too  ? 
.  P^Uker.  They  that  say  [her, 

Hope  never  leaves  a  wretched  man  that  seek* 
I  think  are  cither  patient  fools,  or  liars; 
I'm  sure  I  find  it  so !  for  I  am  master'd 
With  such  a  misery  and  grief  together, 
That  that  stayM  anchor  men  lay  hold  upon 
tn  all  their  needs^  is  to  me  lead  that  bows. 
Or  breaks,  with  every  strong  sea  of  my  tor^ 

rows. 
I  could  now  question  Heaven  (were  it  well 
To  look  into  their  justice)  why  those  faults, 
I'hose  heavy  sins  others  provoke  'em  with^ 
Should  l>e  rewarded  on  the  heads  of  us 
That  hold  the  least  alliance  to  their  vicee : 
But  this  would  be  too  curious  ;  for  I  see 
Our  suffering,  not  disputing,  is  the  end 
lieveal^d  to  us  of  all  these  miseries. 

Jac.  Twenty  such  holy  hermits  in  ii  camp 
Would  make  'em  all  Carthusians:   I'll  be 

hang'd 
If  he  know  what  a  whore  is^  or  a  health. 
Or  have  a  nature  liable  to  learn^ 
Or  so  much  honest  nurture  to  be  drunk. 
I  do  not  think  he  has  tlie  spleen  to  swear 


*»  And  all  that  love,  &c.]  Seward  reads,  *  With  all.*  &c.  ind  saysj  *  the  old  text  is  scarcely 
grammar.'  The  grammnr  is  uuL  more  licentious  than  tliat  of  many  other  passages,  and  tlte 
meaning  i:i  obvious. 

**  Ajitr  .she's  crack'd  i'  th*  ring.]  This  p!irase  occurs  in  Hamlet,  act  ii.  scene  3.     *  Tray 

*  God  y<;ur  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  he  not  cracked  mthin  the  riiig**    And  agaih^ 
as  Mr.  8tccrens  observes;  in  Bou  Jonson*s  Magnetic  Lady ;  *  Dght  gold,  aud  crack'd  mith^ 

*  tn  thf  ring.'  R. 

Vol.  IL  «  T 
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TH£  CAPTAIN. 


[Act  4.  Scene  !• 


A  greater  teth  than  'sempsters  utter  socks 

with '». 
Spur  him  a  question. 

Father,  They  are  strangers  both       [have 
To  me,  as  I  to  them,  I  liope.    I  would  not 
Me  and  ray  shame  toj;ether  known  by  any : 
1*11  rather  lie  ii.yself  unto  another. 

Fab.  I  need  not  ask  you,  -sir,  your  country ; 
I  hear  you  speak  this  tongue:  'Fray  what  luorc 

are  you  ? 
Or  have  you  been?  if  it  be  not  offensi\'e 
To  urge  you  so  far.     Misery  in  your  years 
Oives  every  thing  a  tongue  to  question  it. 
Father.  Sir,  tho*  I  could  be  pieas'd  to  make 
my  ills 
Only  mine  own,  for  grieving  other  men, 
Yet,  to  so  fair  and  courteous  a  dcmandcr. 
That  promises  compassion,  at  worst  pity  ^, 
I  will  relate  a  little  of  my  story. 
I  am  a  gentleman,  howe\'er  thus 
Poor  and  unhappy ;  whidi,  believe  nw,  sir, 
Was  not  born  with  me ;  for  I  well  have  tried 
Both  the  extremes  of  fortune,  and  have  found 
Both  dangerous.  My  younger  years  provok'd 

me 
(Feeling  in  what  an  ease  T  slept  at  home. 
Which  to  all  stirring  spirits  is  a  sickness) 
To  see  far  countries,  and  observe  their  cus- 
toms: 
I  did  so,  and  1  travcll'd  till  that  course 
"StorM  me  with  language,  and  some  few  slight 

manners, 
Bcarce  worth  my  money;  when  an  itch  pos- 
sessed me 
Of  makinfi;  arms  my  active  end  of  travel. 
Fab.  But  did  you  so  ? 
Father.  I  did;  and  twenty  winters 
I  wore  the  Christinn  cause  upon  my  sword. 
Against  his  enemies  •••.  At  Buda  siege,  [our. 
Full  many  a  cold  night  have  I  lodg'd  in  ar^m- 
When  all  was  frozen  in  me  but  mine  honour ; 
And  many  a  day,  when  both  the  sun  and  can- 
non [stood 
Strove  who  should  most  destroy  us,  have  I 


Miiii*d  up  in  «toe1y  ^hen  my  tr>iigh  «iiiewB 

shrunk. 
And  this  parch'd  body  rea^  to  consume 
As  soon  to  ashes,  as  the  pike  I  bore. 
Want  has  been  to  me  as  another  nature  ; 
Which  makes  me  with  this  patience  still  pro* 

fess  it. 
And  if  a  soldier  may,  without  vainglory. 
Tell  what  h'hasdone,  believe  me,  ^ntlemen, 
I  could  turn  over  annals  of  my  dangers ! 
With  this  poor  weakness  harve  I  inann*d  ^a 

breach,  fall 

And  made  itiirm  with  so  much  blood,  tiiat 
I  had  to  bring  me  off  alive  was  ansier. 
Tlirice  was   I  niade  a  slave,  and  dirioe  ne- 

deem*d 
At  price  of  all  I  had ;  the  miseries 
Of  which  times,  if  I  had  a  heart  to  tell, 
Would  make  ye  weep  like  children ;  but  J*ll 

spare  ye. 
Jac,  Fahritio,  we  two  have  heen  soldiers 
Above  these  fourteen  years,  yet,  o*  my  coa- 

,   science, 
All  we  have  seen,  compared  toliis  eicperiencc. 
Has  been  l)Utcud^cl-play,or  cock*fighting  '* ! 
By  all  the  faith  I  have  in  arms,  1  reverence 
The  very  poverty  of  this  brave  fellow  ; 
Which    were    enough  itself,    and  his, *  lo 

strcni^then 
The  weakest  towu  acninst  half  Christendom, 
I  was  neve T  so  ashan/d  of  service 
In  all  my  life  before,  now  I  consider 
What  1  have  done ;  and  yet  the  rogues  would 

swear 
I  was  a  valiant  fellow :  T  do  find  [thro'. 

The  greatest  daneer  I  have  broujiht  my  liTe 
Now  I  have  heard  this  worthy,  was  no  more 
Than  stealing  of  a  May-pole,  or,  at  worst, 
Fighting  at  single  billet  with  a  ban;cMnan. 
Fab.  I  do  believe  him,  Jacomo. 
Jac.  Believe  him  ? 
I  have  no  faith  within  me,  if  I  do  not. 

Father.  I  see  they  arc  soldiers. 
And,  if  we  may  judge  by  affections, 


•3  Utter  sonfej.J  i.  e,  sell  them.     So  in  Shakespeare's  Romeo : 

*  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have,  but  Mantua*s  law 

*  Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them.' 

Every  sale,  which  tends  to  render  things  common,  is  metaphorically  considered  as  a  kind 
of  publication. 

*5  That  promises  compassion,  at  worst  pity.]  The  Poets  seem  to  use  compassion  in  the 
sense  of  rf/z>/' added  to  pity;  piti/  as  simple  commiseration. 

»<  Against  his  enemies.]  Mr,  Seward  would  have  us  read  its  for  A/jc,  as  necessary  to  the 
grammar  of  the  passage:  I  see  no  reason  for  this,  because  it  is  usual  in  the  Saxon  writers, 
and  those  who  succeeded  them;  Spenser  particularly  abounds  in  it;  our  Authors  too,  as  thc^ 
learned  reader  will  observe,  have  it  more  than  once  in  their  plays,  and  even  Milton  himself 
has  approved  the  practice.        Si/mpson. 

»*  Or  cock-fighting.]  What  cock'f^hting  h:is  to  do  with  pen  tlemcn  of  the  sword,  would 
perhaps  puzzle  a  grand  council  of  war  to  explain.  But  mockfghtinfi,  as  1  rend,  carries  on 
the  sense  of  the  authors,  and  makes  it  consistent;  cud;;els  benig  proj>-rly  to  be  looked  upon 
as  no  more  than  the  tela  lusoria  of  the  ancients.        Sf/mpson.  , 

Cock-fighting  is  much  the  best  readijig,  and  quite  in  Jacomo*s  character. 

'•  And  A/s.]  The  Editors  of  1750  object  to  this  reading,  conjecture  various  othcr«,  and  at 
last  exhibit  ^ as  his.'  The  line  is,  to  be  sure,  rather  hard;  but,  as  it  may  be  understood, 
cannot  warrautably  be  altered. 


Act  2.  Scaoe  %} 


THE  CAPTAKf. 


Brave  atid  desen'iog  mmi.    Uow  the}^  are 

stirr'd 
But  with  a  mere  relalaoQ  of  M^mt  mfiy.  be! 
Since  1  Utuee  uon  belief,  and  ain  DotUiiown^ 
Forgive  me.  Honour  I  Tli  mak«  use  of  thee. 
Ftib.  Sir,  'would  I  wore  a  man  or  great 
or  able, 
To  look  with  liberal  eyes  upon  youp virtue! 
Jac.  Let's  give  him  all  we  have,  and  leaA^e 
off  prating. 
liere,  soldier;  tboru's  eveu  £vemoatha'  pay; 

be  njerry, 
And  ^et  thee  handsome  cloaths. 
Fab.  What  mean  you,  Jacomo? 
J'lc,  You  are  a  fool ! 
The  very  story's  worth  a  hundred  pounds* 
Gi%'e  hiia  more  money. 

Falfter.  Goutlemeo,  I  know  not 
How  t  am  able  to  deserve  this*  blessing; 
But  if  I  live  to  see  fair  days  ai;ain, 
Something  I'll  do  in  itonour  of  your  {goodness, 
Tb:vt  sliall  shew  thankfulness,  if  not  desert. 
Fab.  W  you  please,  sir,  till  we  procure  you 
pla^e. 
To  eat  with  us,  or  wear  such  honest  garments 
As.onr  poor  means  can  reach  to,  you  shall  be 
A  welcome  man :  To  say  more,  were  to  feed 
you  [been, 

Only  with  words.  We  honour  what  you've 
For  we  are  soldiers,  tho'  not  near  the  worth 
You  spake  of  lately. 

Father,  i  do  guess  ye  so ; 
And  knew,  uaIhss  ye  were  a  soldier, 
Ye  could  notiind  the  way  to  know  my  wants. 
Jac.  But  niethinks  all  this  while  you  arc 
too  temperate: 
Do  you  not  tell  men  sometimes  of  their  dull- 
ness, [need  ? 
When  you  are  gripVl,  as  now  you  are,  with 
I  do ;  and  let  them  know  those  silks  they 
wear,  [eat 
The  war  weaves  for  Vm ;  and  the  bread,  they 
We  sow,  ami  reap  again,  to  feed  tlicir  hunger. 
I  tell  them  boldly,  tney  are  masters  of 
Nothing  but  what  we  light  i'or;    their  fair 
women                                           [Larea, 
Lie  playing  in  their  arms,  whilst  we,  like 
Defend  tl)t?ir  pleasure s.     I  am  an^ry  too. 
And  often  rail  at  these  forgetful  great  men 
That  suffer  us  to  sue,  for  wliat  we  ought 
To  have  flung  on  us,  ere  we  ask. 

Father.   I  have 
Too  often  told  my  griefs  that  way,  when  all 
I  reap'd  was  rudeness  of  behaviour: 
In  their  opinions,  men  of  war  that  thrive. 
Must  thank  *em  wlxcn  ihcy  rail,  and- wait  td 
live. 
Fab.  Come,  sir ;   I  see  your  wants  need 
nioirti  rtilieving,  [us. 

Than  looking  wliat  tliey  are :  'Pray  go  with 
Father,  i  thajik  you,  gientlemeu  I   Since 
you  are  pleas'd 


To  do  a  benefit,  I  dare  liot  cross  it : 
And  what  my  service  or  ^ndeavoura  mny 
Stand  you  in  steady  y^ou  shall  oommaudv  not 
Jac.  So  you  shall  us.  [p''^* 

I'll  to  the  tay4or's  with  you  bodil^i.  [JSLooiak' 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Frederick^  Lodavico,  and  Pi$o. 

Lod.  Well,  if  this  be  true^  1*11.  heUeva  a 
woman  * 

When  I  have  nothing  else  to  do.  [trath 

Piso,  'Tis  certain,  if  there  be  a  way  o£ 
In  blushes,  smiles,  and' commendations ; 
For,  by  this  light,  I've  heard  lier  praise  3P0% 

fellow 
In  such  a  pitch,  as  if  sh'  had  studied 
To  crowd  the  worths  of  alt  men  into  liiin: 
And  I  itdagine  these  are  seldom  iisd 
Without  their  special  ends,  and  by  a  maid'   • 
Of  her  desires  and  youth. 

Fred.  It  may  be  so. 
She's  freGf  as  you,  or  I  am,  and  may  have^ 
By  tliat  prerogative,  a  liberal  choice 
In  the  bestowing  of  her  love. 

Lod.  Bestowing? 
If  it  be  so,  she  has  bestow'd  herself     [him.) 
Upon  a  trim  youth  I  Piso,  what  do  you  call 
Piso.  Why,  captain  Jaconui. 
Lod.  Oh,  captain  Jack*boy! 
That  is  the  gentleman, 
Fred.  I  think  he  be 
A  gentleman  at  worst. 
Lod.  So  think  I  too ; 
'Would  he  would  mend,  sir  ! 

Fred.  And  a  tall  one  too.  [think 

Lod.  Yes,  of  his  teeth;  for  of  my  faith  I 
They're  shai-per  (han  his  sword,  and  dare  d6 
I  If  the  beujfh  meot  him  fairly  *7.  [moee^ 

Fred.  Very  well !  [to  do 

Piio.  Now  do  I  ^^'onder  what  she  mcaai 
When  she  has  married  him. 

Lod.     Why,  well  enough;  [wonaoa 

IVail  his  pike  under  him,  and  be  a  gentle* 
Of  the  brave  Captain's  company. 

Fred.  l>o  yau  hear  n»e  ^ 
This  woman  is  my  sister,  gentlemen. 

Lad.  I'm  glad  she's  none  oi'  mine.    But^ 
Frederick, 

I  Tliou  art  not  such  a  fool  sure  to  be  angry, 
Unless  it  he  with  her:    We  ai'e  thy  friends, 
Fred.  1  think  ye  ^e.  [man. 

Lod.  Yes,  'fiiith  !  and  do  but  tell  thee 
How  she  will  utterly  o'erthrow  her  credit, 
If  she  continue  gnicing  of  this  pot-gun. 
Piso.  I  think^  she  was  bewitch'd,  or  mad, 
or  bfimi ;  [else 

She  wojuld ne'er ha*'e  taken  such  a  scare-crow 
Into  protection,    O'  my  hfo,  he  looks 
;  Of  a  more  rusty,  swarth  complexion 
Than  an  old  arming  doublet ! 
Lod.  I  would  send 


*7  If  the  heuSfi  meet  him  fairli^]  First  folio.     The  two  following  editions  say,  ict^ 
Seward,  bee/. 

2T2 
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TIIE  CAPTAIK. 


f  Act  %  Scene  f . 


His  face  to  tVcutlera  then,  and  have  it 
sanvuin^d}  {nose 

Twill  look  a  great  deal  sweeter.    Then  his 
X  would  have  shorter ;  and  m  j  reason  is^ 
Ills. face  will  be  ill-mounted  else. 

Pito.  For  his  body, 
I  will  not  be  my  own  judge,  lest  I  seem 
A  railer ;  but  lelf  others  look  upon*t. 
And  if  they  find  it  any  other  thin^ 
TThan  a  trunk-cellar,  to  send  wines  down  in, 
Or  a  long  walking  bottle,  1*11  be  hang'd  for't. 
His  hide  (for  sure  he  is  a  beast)  is  tanker 
Than  the  Muscovy-leather,  and  grained  like  it; 
And,  by  all  likelihoods,  he  was  begotten 
Between  a  stubborn  pair  of  winter  boots ; 
His  body  goes  with  straps,  he  is  so  churlish. 

ImL  He's  poor  and  beggarly,  besides  all 
-  this. 
And  of  a  nature  far  uncapable         ^ 
Of'aoy  benefit ;  for  bis  manners  cannot 
Shew  him  a  wav  to  thank  a  man  that  does  one, 
He*s  so  uncivil.    You  may  do  a  part 
Worthy  a  brother,  to  persuade  your  sister 
Prom  her  undoing :  It  she  prove  so  foojifth 
To  marry  this  cast  captain,  look  to  find  her, 
Within  a  month,  where  you,  or  any  good  man, 
Would  blush  to  know  her;   selling  cheese 

an^  prunes  **, 
And  retail'd  bottle-ale.    I  grieve  to  think. 
Because  I  lov^di  her,  what  a  march  this  Qap- 
Will  set  her  into. ' '  [tarn 

Fred.  You  are  both,  believe  me,  [ing 

Two  arrant  knaves;  and,  were  it  not  for  tak- 
So  just  an  execution  from  his  hands 
You  have  belied  thus,  I  would  swaddle  ye  *', 
Till  I  could  draw^  off' both  your  skins  like 
scabbards.'     •  '       [to  ine 

That  man  that  you  have  wrong*d  thus,  tho' 
He  be  a  stranger,  yet  I  know  so  worthy,  '   ' 
However  low  m  fortune,  that  his  worst  parts, 
The  very  wearing  of  his  cloaths,  would  make 
Two  better  gentlemen  than  you  dare  t)e ; 
For  there  is  virtue  in  his  outward  things. 

Lod.  Belike  you  love  him  then? 

Fred.  Yes,  marry  do  I. 

Lod.  And  will  be  angry  for  him? 

Fred.  If  you  talk. 
Or  pull  your  face  into  a  stitch  again  **, 
As  f  love  truth,  I  shall  be  very  aogry  I 
Do  not  I  know  thee  ( tho*  thou  hast  some  land, 
To  set  thee  out  thus  among  gentlemen) 
To  be  a  prating  and  vain-glorious  ass  ? 
I  do  not  wrong  thee  now,  for  I  speak  truth. 


Do  not  I  know  th'hast  been  a  cndgel*ii 
coward,  ,  fver  I 

That  has  no  cure  for  shame  but  cloth  of  sii- 
And  think*st  the  wearing  of  a  gaudy  suit 
Hides  all  disgraces  ?  [ihe, 

Lod.  I  uhderstand  you  not;  you  hurt  dot 
Your  anger  (lies  so  wide. 

Fisa.  Signior  Frederick, 
You  much  mistake  this  gentleman. 

Fred.  No,  sir. 

Pmo.  If  you  would  please  to  be  less  angry, 
I'd  tell  you  how 

Fred.  You  bad  better  study,  sir. 
How  to  excuse  yourself,  if  you  be  able ; 
Or  I  shall  tell  you  once  again— 

Fiso.  Not  me,  sir ; 
For,  I  protest,  what  1  have  said  was  only 
To  make  you  understand  your  bister's  danger. 

Lad.  tie  might,  if  it  pleas'd  him,  conceive 
it  so. '  [and  hear 

Fred.  I  might,  if  it  pleas*d  me,  stand  sfil| 
My  sister  made  a  ISIay-^aihe,  might  I  not?  ' 
And  givb  allowance  to  your  liberal  jests 
Upon  his  person,  whose  least  anger  would 
Consume  a  legion  of  such  wretched  people. 
That  have  no  more  to  justify  their  actious 
But  th^ir  tongues*  ends;  that  dare  lie  every 

way. 
As  a  mill  grinds?  From  this  hour.  I  renounce 
All  part  of  fellowship  that  may  hereafter 
Make  me  take  knowledge  of'  you,  but  for 
knaves ;  [coxcombs. 

And  take  heed,  as  ye  love  whole  skins  and 
.  How,  and  to  whom,  ye  prate  thus.    For  thiar 

'  •  time,        ' 
I  care  not  if  I  spare  ye :  Do  not  shake ; 
I  will  not  beat  ye,  tho'  ye  do  deserve  it 
Richly. 

'  Lod.  This  is  a  strange  course,  Frederick 
But  sure  you  do  not,  or  you  would  not,  know 
Beat  us  f  [us^ 

Fito.  Tis  somewhat  low,  sir,  to  a  gentle- 
man. 

Fred:  I'll  speak  but  few  words,  but  Til 

'  make  *em  truths :  [muring^ 

Get  you  gone  both,  and  quickly,  without  mur*i 
Or  looking  big ;  and  yet,  before  you  go, 
I  will  have  this  confess'd,  and  sefiously. 
That  you  two  are  two  rascals. 

Lod.  How ! 

Fred.  Two  rascals. 
Come,  speak  it  from  your  hearts;  or  by  this 
light, 


«»  Prunes.^  See  note  **  on  The  Mad  Lover. 
*>  Swaddle  ^e<]  He  meskns  beat.    So  Hadibras,  b.  i.  c.  L  23,  24. 

'  Great  on  the  bench,  great  in  the  saddle, 
'  That  could  as  well  bind  u'er  as  swaddle.*        Sympson. 
**  A  stitch  again.']  I(.is  plain  by  ttitch  here  we  must  understand  smile;  but  how  it  is  to  be 
«iade  out,  perhaps,  may  not  be  so  easy  to  every  trapacity :  I  have  not  altered  the  text,  tli6ugli 
J;  suspect  it  is  corrupted,  and  as  such  propose  a  conjecture  which  may  stand  or  fall  accord- 
ing to  its  worth : 

*  Or  draw  your  face  into  a  smirk  again.' 
3niirk  comes  from  the  A.  S.  Smercian^  subridere^  arridere,  to  smile.        Stfmpson. 
'$titch  alludes  to  the  face  being,  in  laughter,  contracted,  or  in  a  maoner  convulsed. 


THE  CAPTAm. 


^  i.  SoMe  t.] 

|f  y  sword  shall  (ly  ^mong  ye !  Answer  me, 
^d  to  the  point,  directly. 

PiMh  Yoo  shall  have  [growii 

Your  will  for  this  tioie)  sipce  we  see  yoM're 
So  far  uotemperate :  Let  it  be  so,  sir, 
^  ynur  opinion. 

Fred.  l)o  not  mince  the  matter,       fvick, 
^t  speak  the  worcU  pUin^  And  you,  Lodo- 
That  stand  so  tally  **  on  your  reputation, 
YoQ  shall  be  he  shall  speak  it. 

Xo^  This  is  pretty ! 

Fred.  Let  me  not  stay  upoo*t  1 

Lod.  Well,  we  are  rascals; 
Yes,  I'iso,  we  ar^  rascals. 

Fred.  Get  ye  gqoe  now  I 

[Exeur^i  LojeL  and  Pifo* 

Not  a  wotd  more !  yuuVe  rascals  ! 

,■'**.  *  • 

^ter  Fuhritio  and  Jacomo. 

Fab.  That  should  be  Frederick. 

Jac.  Tis  he.    Frederick ! 

Fred.  Who*sthat? 

Jac.  A  friend,  sir. 

Fred.  It  is  so,  by  th'  voice. 
I've  sought  you,  gentlemen ;  and,  |ince  IVe 

founcf  you 
So  nea^  our  house,  Til  force  ye  stay  a  while: 
1  pray  l^t  it  bcsa. 

Fab.  It  is  too  iate ;  [sisteVi 

y^eHl  come  and  dine  tomorrow  with  your 
Aod  do  our  services. 

Jac.  Who  were  those  with  you? 

Fab.  We  met  two  came  from  lien^e* 

Fred.  Two  idle  fellows,  [yo^i* 

That  you  'shall  beat  hereafter;  and  1*41  tell 
8ome'fit(er  time,  a  cause  sufficient  for  it. 

Fab.  B\x\^  Frederick,  tell  me  truly ;  do  3fOu 
8hc'  can  affect  my  frienq?  '  f  think 

Fred.  No  certainer  *• 
Than  when  J  speak  of  him,  or  any  other^ 
^he  entertains  it  with  as  much  desire 
As  others  do  their  recreations.  [means : 

Fab.  X£t  not  Him  have  this  light  by  any 
He  will  but  think  he's  mock*d,  and  so  grow 

angry, 
£v*n  to  a  quarrel,  he*s  so  much  distrustful 
Of  all  that  take  occasion  to  commend  hioi, 
Women  especially  ;  for  which  he  shuns 
AH  converiation  with  ^em,  and  believes 
He  can  be  but  a  mirth  to  all  their  sex.— 
Whence  is  this  musick  ? 

Fred.  From  my  Sister's  chamber^      [tive. 
Fab.  The  touch  is  excellent ;  let's  be  atten- 
Jac.  Hark  !  are  the  waits  abroad  ? 
Fob.  Be  softer,  'prithee;  " 
Tis  private  musick. 
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Jac.  What  a  din  it  mnkes  \ 
I'd  rather  hear  a  Jew's  trump  than  theselutes; 
They  cry  like  school-bi>ys. 

Fub.  'Prithee,  Jacoiilo  !  [whether. 

Jac.  Well,  I  will  bear,  or  sleep,  I  care  oo.f 

Enter^  at  the  window^  Frank  and  Clara.    . 

THE  SONG. 

1.  Tell  me,  dearest,  what  is  love!> 
3.  Tis  a  lightning  from  above  ; 
Tis  an  arrow,  'tis  a  fire^ 
Tis  a  boy  they  call  Desire. 
Both.        Tis  a  grave, 

Gapes  to  have 
Those  poor  fools  that  long  to  prova. 

1.  Tell  me  more,  are  women  true? 

2.  Yes,  some  are,  and  some  as  you. 

Softie  are  willing,  some  are  stranjje. 
Since  you  men  Hrst  taught  to  chaii|;e# 

Both.        And  till  troth 
Be  in  both, 

All  shall  love,  to  love  anew. 

1.  Tell  me  more  yet,  pan  they  grieve? 

2.  Yes,  and  sicken  sore,  but  five: 

And  be  wise,  and  delay. 

When  you  men  are  as  wise  as  they. 

Both.        1  hen,  I  see, 
Faith  will  he, 

Never  'till  they  both  believe. 

Frank.  CInra  !  come  hither !  who  are  thes« 
below  there  ? 

Chra.  Where? 

Frank.  There. 

Clora.  Ha !  I  should  know  their  shapes, 
Thq'   it  be  darkish.     There  are  both  oii^ 

brothers : 
\V^hat  should  they  make  thus  late  here  ? 

Frank.  W hats  the  other? 

Clo^a.  What  t'other? 

Frank.  He  tluit  lies  along  there. 

Clora,  Oil,  I  see  him,  [«.'ree 

As  if  he  had  a  branch  of  some  great  pedi* 

I  Grew  out  o.n*s  belly. 
-      Frank    Yes. 

Clora.  That  should  be. 
If  I  have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 

Fab.  They  see  us. 

Fred.  'Tis  rtO  matter. 

Fab.  What  a  log's  this. 
To  sleep  such  musick  out? 

Fred.  No  more ;  let's  hear  *em.        [Ie5% 

Clora.*^  The  Captain  Jacomo ;  those  urc  ^is 
Upon  my  conscience. 

Frank.  By  my  faith,  and  ueat  ones  I 


•*  So  tally.]  From  tall,  i.  e.  brave,  &c. 
«*  No  certainer 

Than  when  I  tpeakofhim,  or  any  other. "]  Tliis  line  may  easily  be  misunderstood  for 
want  of  attending  to  the  construction,  as  well  as  one  in  Jouson's  Sejanus : 

'  Mean  time  give  orders  that  his  books  be  burnt 
*  To  th'  iEdiles.'  Sampson. 

«  Clora.  If  Iharoe  anif  knowledge  in  proportion J  The  repetition  of  this  line  seems  to 

^  a  mistake  of  the  prees  cr  transcriber;  we  iiave  therefore  omitted  it. 
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THE  CASHATtf. 


f  Act  9:  ScSMe  t. 


Clora.    You   mcanv  th»  boots;    I  think 
tllbV*^e  neat  by  nnture"*! 

Trmft.  As  thou  ai't  kDQvibhk    'Would  I 
saw  his  face ! 

Clora,  TviKiuld.  scare  ymi.in  the  dark. 

Frank.  A  worse  ti.an  that  [ledge. 

Ila»  never  scar*d  you,  Clora,  tcr  my  know- 

Clora.  Tis  true,  for  I  have  never  seen  n 
worse ; 
Nor,  while  I  say  my  prayers  heartily^ 
I  hope  I  shall  not. 

Frank,  Woll,  I  am  nateli-tale: 
But  is  it  not  t^m-at  pity,  tell  me,  Clora, 
That  such  a  brave  deserving  gentleman 
As  e\ery  one  delivers  this  to  be,        [on  him 
8houid  nave  no  more  respect  and  worth  6ung 
3y  able  men  ?  Were  I  one  of  these  greait  ones, 
Such  virtue  should  uot  sleep  thus» 

Clora.  Were  he  greater,. 
He  would  sfeepmore,!  think.  Til  weaken  him. 

Frank,  Away,  you  fool ! 

Clora,  Is  he  not  dead  already. 
And  they  two  taking  order  about  his-blaoks? 
IVIethinks  they're  very  busy. 
A  fine  clean  corse  he  is  !  I'd  have  him  buried 
£v'n  as  he  lies,  cross-k^'d,  like  one  o'  th' 
Templers,  ['"§) 

(If  his  Westphalia  gammons  will  hold  cr«iss-» 
And  on  his  breast  a  buckler,   with  a  pike 

in't**. 
In  which  I  would  have  some  learned  cutler 
Compile  an  epitaph ;  and  at  hi<)  feet 
A  rousquet,  with  this  word  ^  upon  a  label, 
(Which  from  the  cock's  mouth  thus  should*  be 

deliver'd) 
'  I  have  di^harg-U  the  office  of  a  soldier.* 

Frank.  Well,  if  thy  father  were  a  soldier, 
Thus  thou  wouldst  use  him. 

Cloiu,  Suob»  soldier 
I  wouli  indeed. 

Fab.  If  he  hear  this,  not  all        [windows, 

>The  power  of  m:m  uould  keep  him  from  the 

Till  they  were  down^  and  all  the  doors  broke 

open.  [venture 

For  God's  sake,  make  hercooler;  I  dare  not 

To  bring  bini  eLse:  I  know  he*ll  go  to  buiicts 

A\'ithin  five  words  with  her,  if  she  holds  Ghis 

spirit. 


[thee  ! 
Fy  upon 

[graces. 


liK^s  wwImto  bitt^  ami'  a<w^' ;  we  shaH  hear 
worse  else.  [Clora^ 

Brunk.  Well,  if  I  be  not  even  with*  thee, 
Let}nDe  be  hung*d,  9ov-  this-!  I*  know  thou  dbn 
Only  to- anger  rae,  and  purge  thy  witr^  [it 
Which  would  break  out  else. 

£lora.  r  have  found  ve ;  I'll 
Be  no  more  cross.  Bid<  cm  good  night. 

Frank.  No,  iio  ; 
They  shall  not  know  wVve  seen  'em.  SHu^  the 
window.         [Exeunt  Frank  and  kUora. 

Fab.  Will  you  get  up,  sir? 

Jac.  Have  you  paid  the  fidliers  ? 

Fab.  You  are  noU  left?  to  do-  it. 
Hast  thou  forsworn  manners? 

Jac.  Yes  ;  unless  they 
Would  let  me  eat?  my  meat  without  kmg 
Or  drink  without  a  preface  to  the  pledger  % 
Of  *  Will  it  please  yoii?'  *  Shall  I  be  so 

hold,  «r? ' 
*  Let  nie  renicmber  your  good  bedfelloiv  !' 
And  lie,  and  kiss  my  hand  unto  my  mibiress 
As  often  as  an  ape  does  for  an  apple. 
These  are  mere  schisms  in  soldiers;  (where's 

my  friend  ?)  • 

These  arc  to  us  as  bitter  as  purgations : 
We  love  chatgeiienil  freedom  we  are  bred  to; 
Hang  these  taint   fooleries !  they  smell  of 
Do  they  not,  friend  ?  [peace. 

Fub.  'Fait^K  sir,  to  me  they  are 
As  things  inditfercnt;  yet  I  use  'efn  not. 
Or,  if  1  did-,  they  would  not  prick  my  con-» 
science. 

Ft^.  Come,  shall  we  go?  Tis  late. 

Jac.  Yes,  any  whither : 
But  no  more  musick ;  it  has  made  me  dull. 

Fab.  'Faith,  any  thing  but  drinking  di»> 
turbs  thee,  Jucomo. 
WVll  ev'n  to  bed. 

Ji>e.  Content. 

Fab.  Thou'lt  dream  of  wenches.  , 

.  Jac.  I  uever  think  of  any,  (I  thank  God) 
But  when  I'm  drunk;   and  then,  'tis  but  to 

cast 
A  cheap  way  how  they  may  be  all  destroy'd, 
Like  vermin.     Let's  away;  I'm  very  sleepy. 

Fub.  Ay,  thdu  art  ever  so,  or  angry.  Come. 

[EjceunL 


•♦  N>at  bi/  ruiture.]  A  pun  upon  XBAT^  leather. 
*&Fike  int.    - 
'the  original  w\ 

Zn'tfWv  apprehend,  means  Uitck  in  ti  ;  and  the  whole  design  makes  a  ludicrous  picture. 
•^  Word  ijcre  mt  aob  tentenct.  So  Spenser,  in  his  Fairy  Queen^  more  than  once.    Sywpwn. 
^  to  the  pledg&r ; 


The  pike  and  sw«>rd  in  Minerals  are  laid  upon  the  shield,  perhaps  therefore 
ght  be  on't ;  unless,  the  term  iw'/  be  used  in  heraldry.         Setvard. 


Oft  lifill  it  pleas£,  &Lc.]  Corrected  in  175(1 


Ac(J.Saeiie1.] 


THE  CAPTJOX. 


3i»/ 


ACT  IIL 


scent:  T. 

Enter  Julio  and  Angela. 

Julio.  T  WILL  but -see  her  once  morcj  An- 

^     gelo, 
That  1  may  nate  her  more,  and  then  I  am 
Myself  a^uin. 

Ang.  I  would  not  have  thee  tempt  lust; 
Tis  a  way  dangerous,  and  will  deceive  thee, 
f  liidst  thou  the  constancy  of  all  men  in  thee, 

Julio.   Having  her  sins  before  me,  T  dare 
see  "her,  [deadly, 

Were   siie  as  catchini;  as  the  plague,  aiid 
And  tell  "her  she  h>  fouler  than  all  those, 
And  far  more  pi?**ilent,.  tii'  not  repchtaitt; 
And,  like  a  strong  man,  chide  ber  well,  and 
leave  her.  [is  she  ? 

jing    Tis  easily  said.  Of  what  complexion 

Julio   Make   but   a  curioui»   frame   unto 
thyself,  [thought ; 

As   thou   wouldst   shape   an    angel   in   thy 
Such  as  the  poets,  whcu  their  fariries  sweat, 
Imagine  Juno  is,  or  fuir-ey'd  l^ilhis; 
And  oue  more  excclicut  than  all  those  figures 
Shalt  thou  6nd  her.   Siie's  brown,  but  of  a 

sweetness, 
(If  such  a  poor  word  may  express  her  beauty) 
Believe  me,  Angelo,  would  do  more  iniscliief 
With  a  forc'd  smile,  than  twenty  thousand 

Cupids, 
"With  their  love-quivers  full  of  ladies'  eyes. 
And  twice  as  many  flames,  could  fling  upon 

Atig,  Of  whkt  a«j;e  is  she  ?  [us. 

Julio.  As  a  rose  at  fairest, 
Neither  a  bud,  nor  blown;  but  such  a  one, 
Were  there  a  f  lerculcs  to  net  airain 
With  all  his  clory,  or  one  more  tiian  he, 
The  god  would  chuse  out  *mongst  a  ruce  of 

•    women 
To  make  a  mother  of  ^.     She's  outwardly 
All  that  bewitches  sense,  all  that  entires; 
Kor  is  it  in  our  virtue  to  uncharm  it. 
And  wheu  she  speaks,oh. Angelo,  then  musick 
(Such  as  'jld  Orpheiis  made,  that  gave  a  soul 
To  aged  mountains,  and  made  rugged  beasts 
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Lay  by  tlicir  ran;es :  and  tdll  tree^,  that  Icnew 
No  soynd'but  tempests,  to  *bow  Hown  theJf 
branches,  [«ufges 

And  hear,  and  wonder.;  and  the  sea,  who«e 
Shook  their  white  head«  in  Heav'n,  to  be  40 

midnight 
Still  and  attentive)  steals  into  our  souls 
So  suddenly,  and  strangely,  that  we  are 
From  that  time  no  more  ours,  but  what  ^he 
pleases'!  [self  again 

Ang.  Why  hK)k,  how  far  you've  thrust  your* 
Into  your  old  disease !  Are  you  that  man. 
With  such  a  resolution,  that  would  venture 
To  take  your  leave  of  folly,  and  now  melt 
Ev*n  in  repeating  her.^ 

Julio,  I  had  fort[dt  rae. 

Avg.  As  you  will  still  do. 

Julio,  No;  the  strongest  man 
May  have  the  grudging  of  an  aiiue  on  him; 
This  is  no  more.  Let*b  go ;  I'd 'fain  be  fit 
To  be  thy  friend  again,  for  now  Tm  no  man's ! 

Ang.  Go  you :  I  dare  nor  go,  i  tell  you  trji- 
Nor  were  it  wise  I  should.  Jlyj 

Julio.  Why  ? 

Ang.  I  am  well. 
And,  if  I  cim,  will  keep  myself  .so. 

Julio.  11  a. ^ 
Thou  niak'st  me  smile,  tho' I  have  little  caus^^ 
To  see  how  prettily  thy  fear  becomes  thee: 
Art  thou  not  strong  enough  to^ce  a  woman  ? 

Ang.  Yes,  twenty  thousand;  but  not  such 
a  one  [matter; 

As  you  have  made  her:  I'll  not  lie  for  th' 
I  know  Tin  frail,  and  may  becozcn'd  too. 
By  such  a  syren. 

Jtilio.  Taith,  thou  shalt  go,  Angelo  I 

Ang.  'Faith,  but  I  will  not!  No;  I  knoir 
how  far,  sir, 
I'm  able  to  hold  out,  and  will  not  venture 
Above  my  depth.  I  do  not  long  to  have 
Mv  sleep  ta'en  from  me.  and  go  pulingly, 
LiLe  a  poor   wench  had   lost  her  inarket^ 

money ; 
And,  when  I  see  good  meat,  sit  still  and  sigh, 
And  call  for  small  beer,  and  consume  my  wit 


^  The  god  would  chuse,  S^c.']    In  Dryden's  All  for  Love,  or  The  World  Well  Lost,  act  if. 
s«  a  beautiful  passage,  something  similar  to  this  of  our  Authors: 

*  I  pity  Dolabella:  but  she's  dangerous: 


•9 — ^y 

*  And,  while  she  speaks,  night  steals  upon  the  day, 

*  Unmark'd  of  those  that  hear:  Then  she's  so  charming, 

*  Age  buds  at  sight  of  her,  and  swells  to  youth: 

*  The  holy  priests  t^aze  on  her  when  she  smiles ; 
'  Anil  with  heav'd  hands,  forgetting  gravity, 

*  They  bless  l)er  wanton  eyes:   Fv'n  I  who  hate  her, 

*  VVitn  a  malignant  joy  behold  such  beauty; 

*  And,  while  I  curse,  dcsir«  it.'  B. 
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TIIE  CAPTAIN; 


[Act  il.  8cbM  t. 


tn  makiujT  ahAgrains,  and  faithful  poesies : 
I  do  not  like  that  itch;  Vm  sure  I  had  rather 
Have  the  maiu  pox,  and  safer. 

Julio.  Thou  shalt  go; 
t  must  needs  have  thee  as  a  witness  with  me 
bf  my  repentance.    As  thou  lov'st  me,  f^o ! 
A7ig,  Weil,  I  will  go,  ^nce  you  will  have 
it  so; 
hut  if  I  prove  a  fonl  too,  look  to  haVe  me 
'Curse  y6\}  continually,  and  fearfully. 

Julio.  And  if  thou  seest  mc  fall  again, 
good  Ahgelo, 
Give  iuc  thy  counsel  quickly,  lest  I  perish. 
A  fig.  Tray  God,  I  ha  vie  enonjrh  to  save 
myself ! 
J^'or,  as»  I  have  a  sdul,  I'd  rather  venture 
Upon  a  savage  island  than  this  wolnan  ! 

[Ex'eiint. 

SCENE  It. 

Enter  Father  and  Servant. 

^Father.  From  whom,  sir,  comes  thi^  bobn- 
ty?  fori  think 
You  are  mistaken. 

Serv.  No,  sir ;  *ti6  to  you, 
Fin  sure,  my  mistress  sent  it. 

Father.  Who's  your  mistress, 
Tirat  I  may  give  her  thanks  ? 

IServ.  The  virtuous  widow. 

Father.  The  VirtiioUs  widow,  sir  ?  t  know 
none  such, 
•pray  what's  her  name ! 

Serv.  Lelia. 

Father.  I  knew  you  err*d ; 
Tis  not  to  me,  I  warrant  you.   There,  sir; 
Carry't  to  those  she  feeds  fut  with  such  fa- 
1  am  a  stranger  to  her.  [vours ; 

Serv.  Good  sir,  take  it, 
And,  if  you  will,  I'll  swear  she  sent  it  to  you; 
For  I  am  sure  mine  eye  never  went  off  you 
Since  you  forsook  the  };entleman  yoii  talk'd 
Just  at  her  door.  [with 

Father.  Indeed,  I  talked  with  two, 
Within  this  half-^liour,  in  the  street. 

Serv,  Tis  you,  sir, 
And  none  but  you,  I'm  sent  to.   Wiser  men 
Would  have  been  thankful^  sooner,  und  re- 
coil 'd  it ; 


'TIS  not  a  fortune  every  roan  can  brag  of, 
And  from  a  woman  of  her  excellence. 

Father.  Well,  sir,  Fm  catechiz'd.    What 
inore  belongs  to*tP  [come 

Serv.  This  only,  sir;  she  would  entreat  yok 
This  evening  to  her  Witboht  fail. 

Father.  I  will. 

Serv.  You  guess  where. 

Father,  Sir,  I  have  a  tongue  else.. 

[kcit  Servant: 
She  is  downright  devil ;  or  else  my  wants 
And  her  disobedience  have  provoK'd  her 
To  look  into  her  foul  .<)elf,  and  be  sorry. 
I  wonder  how  she  knew  me !  I  had  thought 
Fd  been  thie  same  to  all  I  am  to  tHem 
That  chahg'd  me  thus  :  God  pardon  me  foi' 

lying! 
For  I  have  paid  it  home :  Many  a  good  man^' 
That  had  but  found  the  pw6t  of  my  way. 
Would  forswear  telling  true  again  in  haste. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Piso. 

Here  are  iny  praters :  Now,  if  I  did  well, 
I  should  belabour  'em ;  but  1  have  found 
A  way  to  quiet  'em,  worth  a  thtiusaud  on*t. 

Lbd.  If  we  could  get  a  fbllow  iliat  would 
do  it ! 

Father.  What  villainy  is  now  in  hand? 

Piw.  *T«ill  be  hard  to  be  done,   in  mj 
opinion, 
Unless  we  light  upon  an  Englishman 
With  sevenscore  surfeits  in  him. 

Lod.  At-e  the  F.ngli&lMiicn 
Such  stubborn  drinkers  ^  ? 

Piso.  Not  a  leak  at  sea  [childres 

Can  suck  more  liquor:  You  shall  have  theif 
Christen'd  ill  mull'd  sack,  and,  ut  five  years 
old,  [lishnian, 

Able  to  knock  a  Dane  down.   Take  an  Eng- 
And  cry  *  St.  George  ! '  and  give  him  but  a 

rasher. 
And  you  shnll  have  him  upon  even  terms 
Defy  a  hogshead.    Such  a  one  would  do  it 
Home,  boy,  nnd  like  a  workman. 

Lod.' At  what  weapon^.? 

Piso.  Sherry  sack :  1  would  have  him  drink 
stark  dead. 
If  it  were  po.^sible ;  sit  worst,  past  portage. 

Lod.  What  is  the  end  then  ? 


^  Such  stubborn  drinkers.]  This  oualification  in  our  countrymen  is  taken  notice  pf  by  JagO 
in  act  ii.  scene  3,  of  Othello.         K. 

3°  Lod.  At  xchut  ucapon  Y]  1  have  made  a  change  in  the  persons  of  the  speakers  Lodovft: 
and  Piso,  uiviug  to  Lorlovic  what  was  in  the  other  edition  spoke  by  Piso,  and  c  contra;  as 
thinking  the  speeches  soincthinj:  out  of  character.  Pibo's  design  seems  to  be,  by  tlie  whole 
Cenor  of  the  conversation,  to  make  Jacomo  soundly  drunk :  His  hope  of  doing  this  is, 
built  upon  one  of  our  countrymen,  whom  he  describes  .as  capable  of  turning  down  an 
hogshead  with  the  slioeiui;  horn  of  a  rasher.  But  would  the  poet  on  tliis  supposition  put 
*  At  what  weapon '  into  the  mouth  of  Piso ;  make  him  ask  himself  a  question,  and  let  Lodovie 
^ivc  the  answer?  No,  surely.  Lod.  has  certainly  been  dropt  upon  us,  who  sho-.ld  have 
mterrupted  Piso's  narrative,  both  as  to  the  means  and  end  of  making  the  Captam  drunki 
What  seems  to  confirm  this,  is  the  speech  of  Lodovic  at  the  clos^of  the  scene,  whereby 
bids  Piso  *  think  of  the  other,'  viz.  making  Jacomo  fuddled;  towhich  Piso  answers, 

*  For  the  drunkard,  Lodovic, 

*  Let  nie  aloj/o.'  Sympson. 
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Pito,  Dost  thou  not  perceive  it?       [him. 
If  he  be  drunk  tJoad,  there's  a  fair  eud  ot' 
If  not,  this  is  ray  eiid,  or  by  enticing. 
Or  by  deceiving,  to  conduct  hini  where 
The  iooi  is  that  admires  him  ;  ami  if  sober 
His  nature  be  so  nigged,  what  will't  be    [it: 
When  he  is  hot  with  wine  ?  Come,  let's  about 
If  this  be  done  but  handsomely,  I'll  pawn 
My  head  sli'  hath  done  with  boIdiei*s. 

Lad.  This  mav  do  well.  [jiliTc ! 

Fotfier.  Here*8  a  new  way  to  murder  men 
I'll  choak  this  train. — God  save  ye,gentlcnH.'n ! 
It  is  to  you — stay  '. — yes,  il  is  to  you. 

Lod.  VVImt'stonie? 

Father,  You're  fortunate :  I  can't  stand  to 
tell  yon  more  now  ; 
Meet  nie  here  soon,  and  you'll  be  made  a 
man.  [Exit. 

Litd.  What  vision's  tliis? 

Piso,  I  know  not. 

Lod.  Well,  ril  meet  it; 
Think  you  o'  th*  other,  and  let  me  awhile 
Dream  of  this  fellow. 

Piso,  For  the  drunkard,  Lodovic, 
Let  me  alone. 

Lod.  Come,  let's  about  it  then.   [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Chra  and  Frank. 

Clora.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  'Pray  let  me  laugh  ex- 
tremely. ( cause  ? 

Frank.  VVhy  ?  'prithee  why  ?  hast  thou  such 

Clora,  Yes,  'faith; 
My  brother  will  be  here  straightway,  and 

Frank.   Wiiat? 

Chru,  The  other  party.     Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Frank,  What  party  .^ 
Wend),  thou  art  not  drunk  ^ 

Clora,  No,  'faith. 

Frank.  'Faith,  thou  hast  been  among  tlie 
bottles,  (>lora. 

Clora.  'Faith,  but  I  have  not,  Frank.  'Pri- 
thee be  handsome ! 
The  Captain  comes  along  too,  wench, 

Frank.  Oh,  is  that  it 
That  tickles  ye? 

Clora.  Yes,  and  shall  tickle  you  too ;    • 
You  understand  me ! 

Frank.  By  my  trotli,  thou'rt  grown 
A  strange  lewd  wench  !  I  must  e'en  leave  thy 

company; 
Thou  wilt  spoil  me  else, 

Clora.  Nay,  thou  art  spoil'd  to  my  hand. 
Ilad^t  thou  been  free,  as  a  good  wench  ou<^ht 

to  be. 
When  I  went  first  a-birding  for  thy  love. 
And  roundly  said,  That  is  the  man  must  do  it, 
I  had  done  lauizhing  many  an  iiour  ago. 

Frank,  And  what  do^t  thou  see  in  him, 
now  thou  kn»)w'st  him, 
To  be  thus  laiigh'd  at .? 

Clorn,  'Pnrtiee  be  not  angry, 
And  J 'II  speak  freely  to  thee. 

Frank.  Do;  I  will  not. 


Clora.  Then,  as  I  hope  to  have  a  hand- 
some husbaud,  [held 
This  fellow,  in  mine  eye  (and,  Frank,  I'm 
To  have  a  shrewd  guess  at  a  pretty  fellow) 
Appears  a  strange  thing. 

Frank.  Why  ?  how  sti-ange,  for  God's  sake  \ 
He  is  a  man,  and  one  that  may  content 
(For  any  thing  I  see)  a  ri;;!»t  good  woman : 
And  sure  I  am  not  blind.  ^ 

Clora,  There  lies  the  question ; 
For  (but  you  say  he  is  a  man,  and  I      [hiiii 
Will  credityou)  J  should  as  soon  have  thought 
Another  of  God's  creatures :  Out  upon  him  ! 
His  body,  that  can  promise  nothing 
But  laziness  and  long  strides. 

Frank.  These  are  your  eyes ! 
Where  \^ere  they,  Clora,  when  you  fell  in  lovf 
With  the  old  footman,  for  ringing  of  Queen 

Dido.? 
And  swore  he  look'd,  in  his  old  velvet  trunks. 
And  his  slic'd  Spanish  jerkin,  like  Don  John? 
You  had  a  parlous  judgment  then,  my  Clora. 

Clora.  VVho  told  you  that  ? 

Frank.  I  heard  it. 

Ciora.  Come,  be  friej»ds ! 
The  soldier  is  a  Mars.     No  more;  we're  all 
Subject  to  slide  away. 

Frank.  Nay,  laugh  on  still. 

Clora.  No,  'faith  ;  thuu  art  a  good  wench, 

and  'lis  pity  [entering, 

Thou  shouhht  not  be  well  quarried  at  thy 

Thou  art  so  Ingli-liown  for  him.  Look,  who'^ 

there ! 

Enter  Fahritio  and  Jacomo, 

Jar.  'Prithee,  go  single :  what  should  T  do 
Thou  know'dCl  hate  these  visitations,  [there? 
As  I  hate  peace  or  perry. 

Fab,  Wilt  thou  never 
Make  a  right  man  ? 

Jac.  You  make  a  right  fool  of  roe, 
To  lead  me  up  and  down  to  visit  women. 
And  be  abused  and  laugh 'd  at.  Let  me  starve 
if  I  know  what  to  say,  unless  I  ask  'cm 
What  their  shoes  cost ! 

Fub.  Fy  upon  thee,  coward  ! 
Canst  thou  not  sinj? 

Jac.  Thou  know'st  I  can  sing  nothing 
But  Plumpton  Park. 

Fab.  Thou  wilt  be  bold  enough, 
When' them  art  enter'd  once. 

Jac,  I'd  rather  enter 
A  breach:  If  I  miscarry,  by  this  hand, 
I'll  have  you  by  th'  ears  for't  I 

Fab.  Save  ye,  ladies ! 

Clora.  Swec-t  brother,  I  dare  swear  you're 
welcome  hither; 
So  is  your  friend. 

F(ib.  Come,  blush  not,  but  salute  'em. 

Flunk,  Good  sir,  believe  your  sister ;  you're 
most  wclrome ! 
So  is  this  worthy  (gentleman,  whose  virtues 
I  siiali  be  pnmd  to  be  acquainted  with. 

Jac.  Sir  has  fouiid  me  out  already,  and 
Shall  we  be  going  ?  [has  paid  me. 
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Fab,  Peace !— Your  fmoJAess,  lady. 
Will  ever  be  afore  us.    For  myself 
I  will  not  thank  you  single,  lest  I  leave 
My  friend,  this  gentleman,  out  of  acquaint- 

Jac.  Mqre  of  me  yet  ?  *  [ance. 

Frank.  'Would  1  were  ^ble,  sir, 
^rom  either  of  your  worths  to  merit  tbank^! 

Clora.  But,  brother,  is  yuu^  frieud  thus 
sad  st^l?  Methinks, 
7is  an  unseemly  nature  in  a  soldier. 

^ac.  What  hath  she  to  do  with  lue^  or  my 
behaviour?  [sister! 

Fab.  He  does  but  shew  SO:  Tritheeto  him, 

Jac,  Jf  I  don't  break  thy  h^ad,  I  am  no 
IT  I  ^ei  off  once  !  [Christian, 

Clora,  Sir,  'we  must  entreat  you 
Tp  think  yourself  more  welcome,  and  be  mer- 
^is  piiy  a  fair  man,  of  yoar  proportion,  [ry : 
Should  have  a  soul  of  sorrow. 

Jac.  Very  well! — 
^ray,  gentlewomau,  ^h^t  would  yovi  have 
me  say? 

Qlfira,  Do  no(  you  know,  sir  ? 

Jac.  Not  so  well  as  you. 
That  talk  continually. 

Frank.  You  have  hit  hei^,  sir. 

Clora.  I  thank  him,  so  he  has;^ 
Fair  fs^l  hi^  sweet  face  for  it ! 

Jac.  Let  my  face 
Alone,  Td  wish  you,  le^t  I  take  occa^iop^ 
To  bring  a  wor^  in  question. 
'  Ciojra,  Meaning  mine  ? 
brother,  where  was  your  friend  brought  up  I 

11*  hns  sure 
Been  a  great  lover  in  his  you^h  of  pottage. 
They  lie  so  dull  upon  his  unc^erstanjing. 

Fab.  No  more  of  that;  thou'it  auger  him 

'  at  heart. 

Clora.  Then  let  him  be  more  manly;  for 

'   he 'looks  [up 

J-ike  a  great  school-boy,  that  had  been  blown 
Last  night  ^t  Du$t-Point. 

Frank.  \oM  will  never  leave. 
Till  you  be  told  how  rude  you  are.  Fy,  C1o;ti  ! 
Sir,  will  it  please  you  sitf 

Clora,  And  I'll  sit  by  you. 

Jac.  Woman,  b?  quiet,  and  be  rul'd,  I'd 
wish  YOU. 

Clora.  fve  done,  Sir  Captain. 

Fab.  Artthoy  not  asham'd  ?  [anon ; 

Jac.  You  are  an  ass !  1*11  tell  you  more 
y  had  better  have  been  hang'd  t;han  brought 
m^  hither ! 

Jfl6.  You're  grown  a  sullen  fool!  Either 
be  handsome. 
Or,  by  this  light,  I  will-  have  wenches  bait 

thee ! 
Qo  to  the  gentlewoman,  and  ^ive  her  thanks. 
And  hold  your  head  u)1 !  what  ? 

Jac,  By  this  light,  1*11  brain  thee! 


Frank,  Now,  o'  my  faith,  this  gentleman 
do«*s  nothing 
But  it  becomes  him  rarely.    Clora,  look 
llow  well  this  little  anger,  if  it  be  one, 
Shews  in  his  face. 

Clora,  Yes,  it  shews  very  sweetly. 
Frank.  Nay,  do  not  blush,  sir ;  o*  my  troth, 
it  doe3 ! 

i would  be  ever  angry  to,  be  thus, 
abritio,  o'  pay  conscience,  if  I  ever 
Do  fall  ^o  love,  (as  I  will  not  forswear  it, 
Til)  I  am  something  wiser)  it  must  be, 
I  v(\\\  not  say  directly  with  that  face; 
B.ut  certainly  such  another  as  that  is,  [me  '*, 
And  til  us  dispos'd,  may  chance  to  hamper 

fab.  Dosl  thou  hear  this,  and  stand  sull) 

Jac,  You  will  prate  still ! 
I  would  you  were  not  women  ;  I  would  take 
A  new  course  with  ye. 

Clora,  VVhy,  Courageous  ? 

Jac.  For  making  me  a  stone  to  whet  your 
tongues  on. 

Clora.  'Pritliee,  s^eet  Captain  ! 

Jac,  Go,  go  spin,  go  han^ ! 

Clora.  Now  could  1  kiss  him. 

Jac,  If  you  long  for  kicking, 

You*d  best  come  kiss  me ;  do  not  tho',  Td 

wish  ye.  [thee, 

I'll  send  my  footman  to  thee ;  he  shall  leap' 

An  thou  want'st  horsing.  I  will  leave  ye,Iadies. 

Frank.  Bcshrew  m)*  heart,  you  are  unmaii'o 
To  offer  this  unto  a  gentleman  [nerly 

Of  his  deserts,  that  comes  so  worthily 
To  visit  me !  I  cannot  take  it  well.       [man  I. 

Jac.  I  come  to  visit  you,  you  fqolish  wo- 

Frank,  I  thought  you  did^  sir,  and  for  that 
I  thank  you ; 
I  would  be  loth  to  lose  those  thanks.  I  know 
Thiols  but  some  odd  way  you  have,and,'faith. 
It  does  become  you  well,  to  make  us  merry: 
I  have  heard  often  of  your  pleasant  vein. 

Fab.  What  wouldst  thou  ask  more? 

Jac.  Pray,  thou  scurvy  fellow  !         [sels  I 
Thou  hast  not  long  t,o  live.  Adieu,  dear  daui- 
You  filthy  women,  farewell,  and  be  sober, 
And  keep  \our  chambers ! 

Clora,  I'Nirewcll,  o'd  don  Diego ! 

Frank.  Away,  away  ! — Vou  must  not  be 
so  angry, 
To  part  thus  roughly  from  us:  Yet  to  me 
This  does  not  shew  as  if  'twere  yours ;  the 
wars  [no^ 

May  breed  men  something  plain,  I  know ;  but 
Thus  rude.     Give  me  your  hand,  good  sir : 

I  know    ^ 
Tis  white,  and 

Jac,  If  I  were  not  patient,  [wives? 

What  would  become  of  you  two  prating  housc- 

Clora.  For  any  thing  I  know,  we  would  ia 
to  supper. 


5*  Dispose  my  chance.'\  Thus  read  the  old  copies,  contrary  both  to  sense  and  grammar : 
The  slisht  chan*ie  in  two  words  which  I  have  made,  makes  the  whole  clear  and  consistent; 
Frank  li  praising  JacOmo's  anger,  «md  says  naturally  enough,  '  that  a  face  thus  disposed 
*  may  chance  to  captivate  her  affections.'        Seward, 
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And  there  begirt  ahealtfi  of  liisty  claret. 
To  keep  carie  from  our  hearts;  and  it  should 
he [J^Ux>mo. 

Tab.  V  'faith  to  whom? — Mark  but  this, 

Ctrtra,  Ev'n  to  the  handsoin'st  fellow  now 

Fab,  Do  you  know  such  a  one  ?       [alhre. 

JV-anAr.  He  may  be  guess'd  ai^ 
without  much  travel. 

Fab,  There's  another  item. 

Ciora.  And  he  should  b%  a  soldieJr. 

Frank.  TwOuld  be  belter. 

Ciora.  And  yet  not  \ou,  sweet  Captilin. 

Frank.  Whjr  not  he  ? 

Jac.  Well!  I  shall  live  to  sec  you^  hus- 
bands beat  you, 
And  hiss  *em  on  like  bandogs. 

Cl4}ra.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jac,  Green    sicknesses  and  serving'^nian 

light  on  ye,  [inps ! 

.With  greitsy  codpieces,  and  woolletl  stock- 

The  devil  (if  he  dare  deal  lyith  two  women) 

Be  of  your  cdunsel^ !  Farewell,  plaisterers ! 

.  Ciora.  This  fellow  will  be  mad  ^tMidsilm- 
Without  all  doubt«  [Ine^, 

Fab.  I  think  so  tdo.  ' 

Frank,  Vm  soiry,  [him 

He*s  gone  in  such  a  rage.  But  stife  this  holds 
Not  every  day. 

Fab,  'Faith,  every  other  day, 

If  he  cditic  near' a  woman.  [dun! 

Ctora,  I  wonder  how  his  mothef  could  en- 

To  have  him  in  her  belly,  he*s  so  boisterous. 

Frank,  He's  to  be  mdde  more  tractable; 

I  doubt  not. 
Ciora,  Yes,  if  the^  taw  him,  ai  they  do 
whit-leathet*, 
Upon  ad  irdn^  or  b^at  him  soft  like  stock-fish. 

[^eunt, 

SCENE  rv. 

Enter  Lblia  and  her  iVaiting-Womtin,  with 

a  veil. 

Lrlia.  Art  sure  'tis  he? 

Woman.  Yes,  and  another  with  him. 

Leiia.  The  more  the  merrier.     Did  you 

give  that  money,  [you  ? 

And  charged  it  be  delivcr'd  where  I  shew'd 

Woman.  Yes,  and  wh.ttelse  you  bad  me. 

Lelia,  Tliat  brate  fellow,  [liess; 

Tlio*  he  be  oldj  whate'er  he  be,  shews  tough- 
And  such  a  one  I  long  for,  and  must  have 
At  any  price ;  these  young  sdft  melting  gristle) 
Are  only  for  my  safer  ends. 

Woman,  TlicvVe  here. 

Lelia.  Give  me  my  veil;  and  bid  the  boy 
go  sing 
That  song  athove,  I  gave  him ;  the  sad  song. 
Now  if  1  miss  him,  I  am  curs*d.  Go,  wench, 


And  tell  'eni  I  hM  iiite)4)r  fdriwom  ' 
All  company  of  men;  yet  make  a  Ventoro 
At  last  to  let'em  in :  Ttiouluiow'st  these  diiiun; 
Do  *em  to  th'  liTe. 

Woman,  I  warrant  ydii ;  Vm  perfect  [|ifte 
Lelia,  Some  ill  wonisln,  for  her  use,  wooldl 
A  million  fot*  this  wench,  she  is  so  subtle, 

Eht'eir,  to  the  door,  JuUo  aUd  Ai^la, 

Woman.  Good  sir,  desire  it  not;  I  darH 
Hot  do  it ; 
For  since  your  last  being  here,  sir,  believe  me, 
Sh'  has  griev'd  herself  out  of  all  ooiripariy^ 
And,  sweet  soul,  almost  outof  lif^  tbo, 

Julio.  'Prithee, 
Let  me  bul  speak  one  wore!. 

Woman.  You  will  offend,  sir; 
And  yet  your  name  is  more  familiar  with  hcf 
Than  any  thin^  but  sorrow.     Good  sir,  gow 

Ang.  This  little  varlel  hath  her  lesson  pei^ 
These  are  the  baits  they  bob  with.       [feet; 

Jul.  'Faith,  I  will  udt. 

Woman.  I  shall  be  chiddeti  cruelly  fdr  thb  $ 
But  you  are  such  a  geiitleumn — ^ 

Julio.  N6  more. 

Jng.  There's  a  liew  kite,  weticU.    I'eflce; 
thouVt  well  endugh. 

Juliti.  What,  has  she  miisick? 
Wothttn.  Yes:  fUt  God's  siikfe,8tflLy; 
Tis  all  she  feects  upon. 
Julio.  Alas,  poor  soul  j 

Afig.  N ow  will  I  phiy  devoutly;  for  thert^ 
need  on*t; 

THE  Ao^a, 

Away,  delights  !  go  seek  som^  otiier  dwelt- 

For  I  must  die :  [infc 

Farewell,  fals^  love !  thy  tongde  is  ever  teU^ 

Uki  after  lie.  pnr 

Fdrever  let  me  rest  now  frpm  thy  smarts  ; 

Alas,  fo^  pity  go. 

And  fire  their  hearth  [not  so. 

Thai  have  been  hafd  to  thee ;  mme  wai 
Never  again  deludii^g  Loi^e  shall  know  me^ 

For  I  will  die ;  [me^  ' 

And  all  those  gHefs  thtt  think  to  6ver-gro# 

Shall  be  as  I : 
For  e^er  will  I  sleep,  while  pckiir  maids  cry; 

Alas,  for  pity  staiy. 

And  let  us  die  [clay  **; 

With  thee ;  nlen  cannot  itiock  us  in  the 

Julio.  }lfBtress !  dot  one  wofrd,  mistreii  f 
If  Ign^veyou, 
1  can  de«lHf«gMii. 

Ang.  Let's  ^  tlieii  duicklj|^ ; 
For  if  she  get  fh>m  iinder  this  dark.cklad^ 
We  shall  both  sweat,  I  feaf,  fdr*t. 

Julio.  Do  but  speak, 
T1)0*you  turn  from  me,«itfd  speak  bitter]^; 
And  1  am  gone;  for  that  1  think  will  please  yoc^ 


3«  Mock  us  in  the  day.]  Varied  in  1750.    In  support  of  the  siltehitiou,  Scwjud  piDdiietl 
fte  following  passage  in  Henry  V. 

*  The  <ibid  with  Charity  inclos'd  in  c/oy.'   . 
The  corniptioti.  w  very  esisy ;  the  c  aud  /  in  the  manuscript  looking  like  M  d: 
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Ahg.  Oh,  tliftt  all  women  were  thus  silent 
What  line  thinss  were  tliey  !  {ever, 

.    Jtttui.  Yon  have  Inok'd  on  rac, 
Whr;i.,  if  there  be  heliet'in  women's  words. 
Spoken  jn  tears,  voii  swore  you  lov'cJ  to  do  so. 

Leila.  ()l»  nie,  n»y  luart! 

Anp.  Now,  Julio,  pU\y  the  man. 
Or  such  another  *  oh,  me  !*  will  undo  thee. 
'Would  I  liad  any  thing  to  keep  mv  busy, 
I  mij:ht  not  hear  her;  think  but  what  she  is, 
Or  I  doubt  mainly,  l  shall  be  i'th*inebb  too. 

Julio.  *Pray,  speak  again. 

JMin.  Where  is  my  woman  ? 

Wiman.  Here. 

Aug.  Mercy  upon  me !  what  a  face  she  has! 
Would  it  were  Veil'd  again  I 

Lefia.  Why  did  you  let 
This  flattering  man  in  to  me?  Did  not  I 
Charge  thee  to  keep  me  from  his  eyes  again. 
As  carefully  as  thou  wouldst  keep  thine  own  ? 
yW  hast  brought  me  poison  in  a  shape  of 

Heav'n, 
Whose  violence  will  break  the  hearts  of  all, 
Of  all  weak  women,  as  it  hath  done  mine. 
That  are  such  fools  to  love,  and  look  upon 
him.  [ease 

Goo4  sir,  be  gone;  you  know  not  what  an 
Your  absence  is. 

Ang.  By  lleav'n,  she  is  a  wonder!   , 
I  cannot  tell  what  'tis,  but  I  am  qualmish  33. 

Juiio.  Tho*  I  desire  to  be  here  more  than 
lleav'n, 
As  I  am  now,  yet,  if  my  sight  oflend  you, 
So  much  1  love  to  be  commanded  by  you. 
That  1  will  go.     Farewell ! 

Leli({,  I  should  say  something  [me. 

Ere  you  depart,  and  I  would  have  you  hear 
But  why  should  i  speak  to  a  man  that  hates 

mc. 
And  will  but  laugli  at  any  thing  I  suffer? 

Jul  to.  If  this  be  hate 

Ijclia.  Away,  away,  deceiver  f 

Julio.  Now  help  me,  Angelo! 

Ang.  Vm  worse  than  thou  art. 

Lelin.    Such  tears  as   those  might  make 
another  woman 
Believe  thee  honest,  Julio  ;  almost  me, 
That  know  their   ends;  for  I  confess  they 
stir  me. 

Ang.  What  will  become  of  me?  I  cannot 
go  now,  [eye! 

If  you  would  hang  me,  from  her.    Oh  brave 
ijteal  me  away,  for  God's  sake,  Julio. 

Julio.  Alas,  [)oor  man  !  I'm  lost  again  too, 
straufjely. 

Xc/io.  No,  I  will  sooner  trust  a  crocodile 
When  he  sheds  tears,  (for  he  kills  suddenly. 
And  ends  our  cares  at  once)  or  any  thing 
Thdt's  evil  to  our  natures,  than  a  man  : 
I  find  "there  is  no  end  of  his  dcceivings, 
Nor  no  avoiding  'em,  if  we  give  way. 
I  was  requesting  you  to  come  no  more. 


And  mock  mewith  your  service;  'tisnot  well. 
Nor  honest,  to  abuse  us  so  far :    YuU  may 

love  too ; 
For  tho\  I  must  confess,  I  am  unwortliy 
Of  your  love  every  way,  yet  I  would  have  you 
Think*  I  am  somewhat  too  good  to  make  sport 

Julio.  Will  you  believe  me?  [of. 

Lelifi.  For  your  vows  and  oaths. 
And  such  deceiving  tears  as  you  shed  now, 
I  will,  as  you  do,  study  to  forget  'em. 

Julio.  Let  me  be  most  despis'd  of  men — — 

Lelia.  No  more !  [nj"g 

There  is  no  new  way  left,  by  which  your  run- 
Shall  once  more  hope  to  catch  me.  No,  thou 

false  man. 
I  will  avoid  ttx^e,  and,  for  thy  sake,  all 
That  bear  thy  stamp,  as  counterfeit  in  love ! 
For  I  am  open-ty'd  again,  and  know  thee. 
Go,  make  some  other  weep,  as  I  have  done, 
That  dare  believe  thee ;  go,  and  swear  to  her 
That  is  a  stranger  ^  thy  cruelty,        [lyings 
And   knows  not   yet  wliat  man  is,  and   bit 
How  thou  diest  daily  for  her  ;  pour  it  out 
In  thy  best  lamentations ;  put  on  sorrow. 
As  thou  canst,  to  deceive  an  angel,  Julio, 
And  vow  thyself  into  her  heart,  that  when 
I  shall  leave  off  to  curse  thee  for  thy  falsiuKKi, 
Still  a  forsaken  woman  may  be  found 
To  call  to  Heav'n  for  vengeance  ! 

Ang.  From  this  hour, 
I  heartily  despise  all  honest  women : 
(I  care  not  if  the  world  took  knowledge on't) 
I'see  there's  nothing  in  them,  but  that  folly 
Of  loving  one  man  only.   Give  me  henceforth 
(Bef(»re  the  greatest  blessing  can  be  thought 
If  ibis  be  one)  a  whore;  that's  all  I  aii:nat.  [of, 

Julio.  Mistress,  the  most  offendin;;man  is 

heard  [mc 

Before  his  sentence:  Why  will  you  condemn 

Kre  I  produce  the  truth  to  witness  with  me, 

ilow  innocent  I  am  of  all  youronjrers? 

Lelia.  There  is  no  trusting  of  that  tongue  ; 
I  know't. 
And  how  far,  if  it  be  bcliev'd,  it  kills:  No 
more,  sir  I 

Juito.  It  never  lied  to  vou  vet:   if  it  did, 
'Twasoniy  when  itcall'd  you  mild  and  gentle. 

Lelia.  Good  sir,  no  more !  Make  not  my 
undersranding 
TAfter  i've  sufferVi4hu5  much  evil  by  you) 
So  poor  to  think  I  have  not  reach'd  the  end 
Of  all  your  forc'd  affections:  Vet,  because 
I  once  lov'd  such  a  sorrow,  too,  too  dearly. 
As  that  would  strive  to  be,  I  do  forgive  you, 
Ev'n  hearlily  as  I  would  be  forgiven. 
For  all  vonr  wrongs  to  me  (my  charity 
Yet  loves  you  so  lar,  tho'  again  I  may  not); 
And  wish,  when  that  tirnes^  comes  you  wiU 

love  truly, 
(If  you  cua  ever  do  so)  you  may  find 
The  worthy  fruit  ol"  your  affections, 
True  love  again,  not  my  unhappy  harvest ; 


^  But  I  (im  squeamish.]"  So  first  folio.     The  subsequent  editi«ms,  quamish, 
^  And  wi$h  mheii  t/uU  tiTne — j  Mr.  Seward  suspects  something  left  out  here,  necessary  to 

complete 
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Which,  like  a  fool,  T  sow'd  in  *urlj  a  heart, 
So  dry  and  stony,  timt  a  thousand  showers, 
From  these  two  tycb  continually  rainin;^, 
Could  never  ripen. 

Jnlio.  Yon  have  conqucrVl  tne  ! 
I  did  not  thmk  to  yield  ;  hut  make  mc  now 
Ev'n  what  you  will,  my  Leha,  so  I  n^iy 
Be  hut  so  truly  happy  to  enjov  you. 

Lefia.  No,  no  ;  th<)«e  fond  ininjiinalions 
Are  dead  and  buried  in  mc;  let  *em  rebt ! 

Julio.  I'll  marry  von. 

Ang.  The  dtvil  tijou  wilf,  Julio? 
How  that  word  waken'd  me !  Come  hitlier, 

tVieml  ! 
Thou  art  a  fool !  Look  steadfastly  upon  her: 
Tho'  she  he  all  that  I  know  excellent, 
A%  she  appears;  tho'  1  could  fitilit  for  her. 
And  run  thro'  (ire;  tho*  I  am  stark  nmd  too, 
Never  to  he  recovcr'd  ;  tho*  I  would 
Give  all  I  had  i*  th'  world  to  lie  with  her, 
Ev'n  to  my  naked  soul  (I'm  so  far  i;one) ; 
Yet,  niethinks still,  we  should  not  dote  away 
That  that  is  something  more  than  ours,  our 

honours. 
I  would  not  have  thee  marry  her  hy  no  means 
(Yet  I  should  do  so):  Is  she  not  u  whore? 

Julio.  She  is  ;  hut  such  a  one 

Afig.  *Tis  true,  she's  excellent; 
And,  when  I  well  consuler,  Julio, 
1  see  no  reason  we  should  be  contin'd 
In  our  atfftctions  ;  vvh(  h  ail  ereutuies  else 
£njoy  still  where  thry  like. 

Julio.  And  so  will  \  thf  n. 

l^liii.  He's  fast  enough,  I  hope,  now,  if! 
hold  him.  [sider 

Ang.  You  must  not  do  so  tho',  now  I  con- 
Better  what  'tis. 

Julio.  Do  not  consider,  Angelo; 
For  I  must  dr)  it. 

Ang.  No;  I  11  kill  thee  first:  fthee 

I  love  thee  so  well,  that  the  worms  sliall  have 
Before  this  woman,  friend. 

Julio.  It  was  your  <()iinseL 

Aug.  As  {  was  a  knave :  not  as  I  lov'd  thee. 

Julio.  All  this  is  lost  upon  me,  Anj^elo; 
For  {  must  h;ivc  her. — I  will  marry  you 
\\'hen  you  please  :  'IVay  look  better  on  me. 

Aug.    Nay  then,  no  more,  friend  ;   fare- 
well, Julio  ! 
I  ha%'e  so  niueh  discretion  left  me  vet 
To  know,  and  tell  thee,  thou  art  .I'iserahle. 

Julio.  Stay ;  t!iou  art  more  than  slie,  and 
now  1  Ui\{\  it. 

JLella.  Is  he  s«)  ? 

Julio.  Mistress ! 


Leliii,  No;  I'll  see  thee  starv'd  first! 

[Exit. 
Julio.  Friend ! 

Attg.  Fly  her  as  I  do,  Julio ;  slic's  a  witch.    ♦ 
Julio.   Beat  me  away  then ;  I   shall  growr 

here  si  111  else. 

Ang.    Thru  were  the  way  to  have  me  grow 

ture  wit'?  thee. 

Farewell,  forever!  [Exit. 

Julio.  Stay  !  I  am  uncharm'd.  [be 

Farewell,  thou  cursed  fiou^j  from  this  hoAr 

More  hated  of  me  than  a  leprosy  !       [Exit* 

Enter  I^lia, 
Jj'lia.  T\n\}\  i;»ne  ?  \  plajrue  upon  *emboth ! 
Am  I  derciv'd  ai;ain  ?  Oh,  1  would  rail. 
And  follow  em,  hut  1  fear  the  spite  of  people, 
'Till  I  have  emptied  all  my  pall. 
The  next  I  seize  upon  shall  pay  their  follies 
To  the  last  penny ;  this  will  work  me  worse; 
He  that  comes  next,  by  IIcav*n,  shall  feel 
their  curse !  \^Extunt,^ 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Jacomo  ot  one  door,  and  Fabritio  at 

another. 

Tub.  Oh ,  you're  a  sweet  youth,  so  uncivilly 
To  rail  and  run  away! 

Juc.  Oh  I  are  yon  there,  sir  ? 
I'm  j;lad   l*v»?  found  you!  You've  not  now 

yo!ir  lu«Iirs, 
To  shew  your  wit  before. 

Fill.   J'ho'i  wou'lt  not,  wou'lt  'ou? 

Juc,  What  a  sweet  youth  I  am,  as  you  have 
made  lue,  [DrfUDf. 

Yofi  sh-dl  know  presently. 

Fub.  Put  up  your  sword  ; 
I've  seen  it  !)ften  ;  'tis  a  fox. 

Juc.  It  is  so ;  [sir. 

And  you  shall  feel  it  too.  Will  you  dispatch. 
And  leave  your  mirth  out?  or   I  shall   take 

occasion 
To  he^t  you,  and  dl.«grace  you  too. 

Fob.  Well ;  since 
There  is  no  otlnr  way  to  deal  with  yon, 
(Let's  sec  vmr  sword  ;  i'm  sure  you  scorn  all 
I  will  fij^htwith  y«)u.  [odds) 

[T/iCT/  mensurCy  and  Fabritio  gets  his  sword. 

Juc,  How  now? 

Fab.  Nay,  stand  out ; 
Or,  by  this  lii^ht,  I'll  make  you! 

Jac.  This  is  scurvy. 
And  out  of  fear  done. 

Fab.  No,  sir;  out  of  judgment; 


complete  the  sense  and  grammar,  or  else  this  line  must  be  corrupted  tl^rough  the  transposi- 
tion of  some  particles;  and  woiild  read  thus: 

*  1  wWw  when  the  time  comes,  that  yon  love  truly, 

*  (If  you  can  ever  do  so)  you  may  find,' ^:c. 

I  have  not  indeed  altered  the  text,  though  I  suspect  it  strongly  to  be  corrupt,  and  would 

propose  readnii;  thus: 
*  *  And  wishes  w  !)en  th'  time  comes  that  you  love,'  &c.         St/mpson, 

We  (-«-))fe''s  ourselves  unable  to  comprehend  this  note  ;  but  do  not  perceive  the  least  diffi* 

calty  iu  tiic  text. 


Sfl4 
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lAct  i.  8c«ne  d; 


tor  he  tlinfc  deals  with  thee  (thou'rt  grown 
so  boisterous)  [another^ 

Must  have  more  wits,  or  more  hves  than 
Or  alwdys  be  in  armour,  or  enchanted. 
Or  he  is  miserable. 

Jac.  Your  end  of  this,  sir  ?  [thee, 

Fab.  My  end  is  otily  mirth,  to  laugh  at 
Which  now  ril  do  in  Safety :  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jac.  S'heart !  then  Vm  grown  ridiculous ! 

Fah.  Thou  art ; 
And  wilt  be  shortly  ?port  for  little  children, 
if  thou  continuest  this  rude  Stubbornness. 

Juc.  Oh,  God,  for  any  thirig  that  had  an 

Fab.  Ila,ha,  hb!  [fedge! 

Jdc.  Fy,  what  a  shame  it  is^ 
To  have  a  lubber  shew  liis  teeth  ! 

Fab,  Ha,  ha !  [wretched  fellow  ? 

Jac.  Why  dost  thou  laugh  at  me,  thou 
Speak,  with  a  pox !  and  look  you  i-ender  me 
Just  such  a  reason 

Fab.  I  shall  die  with  lauddng!  [have 

Jac.  As  no  man  can  find  fault  with.  1  shall 
Another  sword,  I  shall,  you  fleering  puppy  ! 

Fab.  Docs  not  tnis  testineto  shew  finely 
in  thee? 
Once  more,  take  heed  of  children  !  If  they 

find  thee, 
They'll  break  dp  school  to  bear  th^  company, 
(Thou  wilt  be  such  a  pastime )  and  hoot  at 

thee. 
And  call  thee  Bloody-boues,  and  Spade's, 

and  Spii-fire, 
And  Gaffer  Madman,  and  Go-by- Jcronimos*, 
And  Will  with  a  vVliispj  and  Come-Aloft, 
andCrack-Rop^,  [piece, 

And  old  Saint  Dennis  with  the  dbdgcou  cud- 
And  twenty  such  names. 

Juc.  ^Of  1  think  they  will  not. 

Fai).  Yes,  but  they  will;  and  nurses  still 

their  children  [mo!* 

Only  with  thee,  and  'Here  take  him,  Jaco- 

Jac.  God's  precious,  that  I  were  but  over 

thefe  [neck. 

One  steeple  height !  Vd   fall  and  bfeak  thy 

Fab.  This  is  the  reason  T  laugh  at  thee,  and, 

While  thou  art  thus,  will  do.    Tell  me  one 

thing.  [tion  me ! 

Jac.  I  wonder  how  thoa  durst  Uitis  qiiesi- 
^rithee  restore  my  sword. 


Fab,  Tell  me  biit  otie  thing, 
And  it  may  be  I  will.    Nay,  sir,  keep  out. 

Jac.  Well,  I  will  be  your  fool  now;  speallt 
your  mind,  sir. 

Fab.  Art  thou  not  breeding  teeth  ? 

Jac.  llow!  teeth? 

Fab.  Yes,  teeth ; 
Thou  wouldst  not  be  to  ftoward  else; 

Jac.  Teeth?    . 

Fab.  Comb ;  'twill  make  thee 
A  little  rheumatic,  but  that's  all  one ; 
We'll  have  a  bib,  for  spoiling  of  th^  doublet; 
And  a  fring'd  muckei-jei*  hang  at  thy  ginlle; 
ril  be  thy  nurse,  and  get  a  coral  for  tiice. 
And  a  fine  ring  of  bells. 

Jac.  Toith,  this  is  someivhnt  fyout 

Too  much,  Fabritio,  to  your  friend  that  loves 
Methinks,  your  goodness  rather  should  invent 
A  way  to  make  my  follies  less,  than  breed  'em. 
I  should  have  been  more  iliodbrate  to  you ; 
But  I  see  you  despise  me. 

Fab.  Now  I  love  you.  [not 

Thetb,  takeyoui*  sword ;  continue  so..  I  dare 
Stay  now  to  try  your  patience ;  soon  111  meet 
ybu :  [states 

And,  as  Vou  Ibvt  yoiir  honour^,  and  your 
Redeem  yourself  well  to  the  gentlewoman. 
Farewell,  'till  st)on  !  [J&ri/; 

Jat.  Well^  I  ^hall  think  of  ihii.        [Exit; 

SCENE  Vt. 

Enter  Hoit,  Pik),  and  Boy  with  m  glim  of 

wine. 

Piso.   Nothirigt  i'  th'  world   but  a  dried 

tongiie  or  two. 
Host.  Taste  him,  and  tell  nie; 
Piso.  He's  a  vfiliant  wine; 
This  must  be  he,  mine  Host. 

Host,  This  shall  be  ipte. 
Oh,  he'd  a  devilish  bitmg  wine,  a  tyrarit 
Where  he  lays  hold,  sir ;  this  is  he  tliat  scom^ 
Small  beer  should  quench  bim^  or  a  foolish 
caudle  [him^ 

Bring  him  to  bed ;  no,  if  he  flinCh  I'll  shame 
And  draw  him  out  to  mtitl  amongst  old  mid^ 
wives. 
Piio.  There  is  K  soldi^r^  I  would  have  thee 
batter  *7 


»*  -4ni  Spade  aiid  Spit-fire,']  If  one  wotild  compare  these  Author^  with  tliemseWes,  thert 
seems  to  be  reason  to  suspect  this  passage  as  corruptc^I :  To  put  in  Spade,  w  hich  is  a  namt 
that  carries  no  terror  in  it  to  children,  between  tivo  which  are  usually  made  use  of  for  that 
purpose,  seems  to  me  not  a  little  odd  :  What  1  conjecture  wc  should  read  is  this : 

*  And  call  thee  Bloody-bones,  Raip-head,  and  Spit-fire.' 
So  in  activ.  scene  3,  of  this  play^  Clora  says  of  Jacomo, 

*  Here's  Ruw'heud  cotne  again/ 
And  in  The  Prophetess,  act  iv.  scene  5 : 

* . Now  I  look 

*  Like  Bloody-bones  and  "Ram-head  to  f^ght  chihlren.'        dt/mpsott. 

It  is  common  to  thb  day,  among  tfie  vulgar,  to  say,  when  abused,  ^  Call  me  any  thrng 
hut  spade.* 

^  Go  by,  Jeronimo.]  An  expression  in  the  play  of  Jeronimo,  which  was  the  butt  of  ridicnle 
for  almost  every  author  of  tlie  times.        R, 

tf  Have  thu  better.]  Amended  in  VTbO. 


i^c4.  Sc^e  1.] 
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Above  the  rest,  becnuse  he  thinks  there'9  no 

01a  n 
Can  give  him  drink  enoqgh. 

fast.  What  kind  of  man  ? 
iso.  1  hat  thou  moyst  know  him  perfectly, 
he's  one 
Of  a  ieft-handed  making,  a  (auk  thing, 
As  if  his  belly  were  ta*en  up  with  straw, 
1^0  hunt  a  match. 

^(w/.  Has  he  no  beard  to  shew  him? 
Piio.  'Faith,  but  a  little;  yet  enough  to 
pote  him. 


Which  grows  in  parcels,  here  and  thr:re  i^ 

remnant: 
And  that  thou  mayst  not  miss  him,  he  is  one 
That  wears  his  forehead  in  a  velvet  scabbard. 

Hu9t.  That  no(e*s  enough ;  he's  mine ;  I'i^ 
fi^f^die  him, 
Qr  lie  i*  th*  suds.   You  will  be  here  too  ? 

Piso.  Yes. 
Till  soon ,  farewell,  and  bear  up. 

Host.  If  1  do  not, 
Say  I  am  recreant;;  V\\  ge\  things  read  v. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Julia  qnd  Angela. 

^ulio.  'n^IS  strange  thou  shouidst  be  (hut, 
-■•    with  thy  discretion. 

Aug*  I'm  sure  I  am  so. 
.  Julio,  I  am  well,  you  see. 

Ang.  Keep  yourself  warm  tlien,  and  go 
iiome  and  sleep, 
And  pray  to  God  thou  mayst  continue  so. 
'Would  I  had  gone  to  tii'  devil  of  i\n  errand, 
When  I  was  made  a  fool  to  see  t^er !  Leave  me; 
)  am  not  lit  for  conversation. 

Julio.  Why,  thou  art  worse  t^n  I  was. 

Ang.  Therefore  leave  me ; 
T)ie  nature  of  my  sickness  is  not  eas'd 
py  contpany  or  counsel :   I  am  mad; 
And,  if  you  follow  me  with  questions, 
Shall  shew  niyseU  so. 

Julio.  This  iH  more  than  error. 

Ang.  'Pray  be  content  that  you  have  made 
And  do  not  wonder  at  me.  [me  thus, 

Julio,  Let  me  know 

fjt  what  you  mean  to  do,  and  I  am  gone : 
would  be  loth  to  leave  you  thus  elbe. 
Ang.  Nothing 
That  needs  your  fear ;  that  is  sufficient. 
Farewell,  and  pray  for  me. 
J[ulio.  I  would  not  leave  you. 
Ang.  You  must  and  shall. 
Juliff.  1  will  then.  'Would  yon  wom^n 
Had  been  ten  fathom  undcrgroundi  when  first 
1  saw  her  eyes! 

Ang.  Yet  bhe  had  been  dangerous  ; 
For  to  some  wealthy  rock  of  precious  stone, 
Or  mine  of  gold  as  tempting,  her  fair  body 
Might  have  been  turn'd  ;  which  once  found 
out  by  labour,  [it. 

And  brought  to  use,  having  her  spells  witfiin 
Jdight  have  corrupted  states,  and  ruiu'd  king- 
doms; 


Which  had  been  fearful,  friend.  Go ;  whe^  { 

see  tliee 
Neit,  I  will  be  as  thou  art,  or  no  more. 
'Pray  do  not  follow  me ;  you'll  make  me  angry. 

Julio.  Heav'n  gr^ut  you  ipay  be  right  again! 

Ang.  Amen  !  [kieuni  uverallj^. 

SCENE  U. 
^nter  Tav«m-B(>yf,  SfC. 

Boy.  Score  a  gallon  of  saqk>  and  a  pint  of 

olives,  to  the  Unicoi^n. 
Above  within.  Why,  drawer ! 
Bffj/.  Anon,  anon  !  [there. 

Anotlter  Boj/.  Look  into  the  NaeVhead 
a  Boy.  Score  a  quart  of  claret  to  the  Bar; 
And  a  pound  of  sausages  into  the  Flower-pot. 

Enter  Fint  Servant,  with  wine. 
1  Serv.  Tl\e  devil's  in  their  throats.  Anon^ 


anon 


I 


Enter  Second  Servant. 

2  Sfrv.  Mull  a  pint  [de-luce. 

Of  sack  there  for  the  women  in  the  Flower- 
And  put  in  ginger  enough ;  they  belch  like 

pot-guns : 
And,  Robin,  fetch  tobacco  for  tlie  Peacock; 
They  will  not  be  drunk  till  midnight  else. 

I^ow  now ! 
How  does  my  master? 

S  Boy.  'Faith,  he  lies,  drawing  on  apace. 

1  Bt)y,  That's  an  ill  sign. 

2  Bity,  And  fumbles  with  the  pots  too  3'. 

1  Buy.  Then  there's  no  way  but  one  with 

2  Boy.  All  the  rest,  [him. 
Except  the  Captain,  are  in  litnbo  patrum. 
Where  they  lie  sod  in  sack. 

1  Boy.  Does  he  bear  up  still  ? 

2  Boy.  Afore  the  wind  still,  with  his  lights 
up  bravely: 

All  he  takes  in  I  think  he  turns  to  juleps. 


3*  I  wish  our  Poets  had  been  a  little  less  satirical  upon  their  master  Shakespeare :  Tliit 
: expression  is  a  plain  sneering  parody  upon  tlie  description  of  Falstatif's  death,  in  Henry  V* 
"^t  ii.  scene  3 ; 

*  For  after  I  saw  kim  fumble  with  the  sheets,'  &c.        Sympson. 
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Or  1/  has  n.  world  of  stowage  in  his  bdly ; 
The  rest  look  ail  like  lire-drakes,   and  lie 
scattered  [ter 

Like  rushes  round  about  the  r^oc^.  My  raas- 
Is  uow  the  loving*st  man,   I   think,  above 

■    ground 

J  Boy,  'Would  he  were  always  drunk  then  ! 

Within,  Drawer  ! 

S  Boj/.  Anon,  anon,  sir! 

1  Btn/.  And  swears  I  bhall  be  free  tomor- 
row ;  and  so  weeps, 

And  rails  upon  my  nil^rress  ! 

2  JBoy.  Then  he's  rijiht. 

1  Boy.  And  swears  the  Captain  raust  lie 
this  ni(:ht  with  her, 
(And  bad  mc  break  it  to  her  with  discretion) 
That  he  raay  leave  an  issue  after  him, 
Abie  to  entertain  a  Dutch  anibas'^ador: 
And  tells  hira  ftehnnlv  how  &\\cet  she  is. 
And  how  he  stole  htr  from  licr  friends  T  th* 
country,  •   friers. 

And  brought  her  up  disguised  with  the  car- 
And  was  ninenij^hts  bereaving  her  her  maid- 
enhead. 
And  the  tenth  got  a  drawer.  Here  they  come. 

Enter  Jacotno,  Host,  Lodovicoy  and  Pi$o. 

Within.  Drawer!  f Peter. 

1  Bo^,  Anon,  anon !  Speak  to  the  Ti^er, 

Host.  There's  my  bells,  boys,  my  silver  bell. 

Fiso,  'VVould*  he  were  hang'd 
As  high  as  I  could  ring  hira  1 

Hiat.  Captain. 

Jac,  Ho,  Boy .? 

Lod.  Robin .  sufficient  single  beer,  as  cold 
As  crystal ;  quench,  Robin,  quench. 

1  Boy.  l*ni  gone,  sir. 

Host.  Shall   we    bear  up  still?  Captain, 
how  I  love  thee!  [hatid. 

Sweet  Captam,  let  me  kiss  thee!   hy  this 
I  love  ihce  next  to  malmsey  in  a  morning, 
Of  all  things  transitory. 

Jac,  I  love  thee  too, 
As  far  p.s  f  can  love  a  fat  man. 

Host.  Dost  tluiu,  Captain  ^ 
Swtttly?  and  heartily? 

Juc.  With  all  my  heart,  boy. 

Host.    Then,    welcome,  Death! — Come, 
close  mine  eyes,  swett  Captain; 
Thou  shalt  have  all. 

Jac.  Wiiut  shall  your  wife  Ijav.e  then? 

Host.  Why.  she  shall  have 
(Besides  my  blessmuj  and  u  >ilvcr  spoon) 
i'nough  to  keep  her  stii r^nii  in  ihe  world, 
Three  little  children;  one  of  them  waa  mine, 
Upon  my  const icuce;  th*  other  two  are  Pa- 
gans 39 !  [money, 

Jac.  'Twere  good  she  had  a  little  foolish 
To  rub  the  time  away  with. 


Host.  Not  a  rag«% 
Not  a  denier:  No;  letherspin,aGrod'sDame, 
And  raise  her  house  again. 

Jac.  Thou  shalt  not  die  tho*. 
Bov,  see  your  master  safe  delii'cred; 
lie's  ready  to  lie-in. 

Host.  Good  night ! 

Jac.  Good  morrow  !  [boys. 

Drink  till  the  cow  come  home,  'tis  all  paid 

Lt>d.  A  pox  of  sack  ! 

Host.  Marry,  G»xl  bless  my  butts !  Sack  is 
a  jewel : 
*Tis  comfor^l^»le,  gentlemen. 

Jqc.  .More  Oeer.  boy ; 
Very  sutlicient  single  beer. 

But/.  Here,  sir.         ' 
How  is  it,  i;cnllemen? 

Jar.  But  e'en  so  so. 

Host.  Go  bf  lore  finely,  Robin,  and  prepare 
My  wile;  bid  her  be  right  and  straight;  I 

come,  boy. 
And,  sirrah,  ii*  they  quarrel,  let  'em  use 
Their  own  discttiious,  by  all  means^  and 

stir  not; 
And  he  that's  kill'd  shall  be  as  sweetly  buried. 
Captain,  adieu  !  adieu,  sweet  bully  Captain  ! 
One  kiss  before  1  die,  one  kiss! 

Joe.  Farewell,  hoy ! 

Host.  All  my  sweet  boys,  farewell!  [Erit, 

IjttJ.  Go  sleep;  you're  drunk.      [lodging. 

Juc.  ('onje,  gent  emcn  ;  I'll  see  you  at  your 
You  look  not  lustily;  a  quart  more? 

IjoU.  No,  boy. 

Piso,  (iet  us  a  torch. 

Boy.  Tis  day,  sir 

Jaf.  That's  ail  one.  %  [hoy? 

}*iso.  Are  not  those  the  stars,  thou  scurvy 

Lod.  Js  not  Charlc-wain   there?  tell  me 
that !  there  ? 

Juc.  Yes; 
I've  paid  *em  truly.  Do  not  vex  him,  sirrah. 

Fiso.  Confess  it,  boy;  or,  as  I  live,  IM 
Midiiight  into tiiy  brains.  [beat 

j^oy.  I  do  con  less  it. 

I^iso.  Then  live ;    and   draw  more  small 
betr  pre&ently. 

Juc.  Come,  boys,  let's  hug  together,  and 
belovintr,  [hearts! 

And  sinii,  and  do  brave  things.   Cheerly,  my 
A  pox  o'  being  .sad  !  Now  could  1  fly, 
And  turn  the  world  about  upon  my  finger. 
Come,  ye  shall  love  me;  Pm  an  honest  fel- 
low : 
Hang  care  and  fortune  !  we  are  friends. 

Lod.  No,  Captain.  [dearly. 

Jac.  Do  not  yo'j  love  me  ?  I  love  you  two 

l^iw.  No,  by  no  means;  you  are  a  fighting 

captain,  [dozens. 

And  kill  up  siich  poor  people  as  we  are  by  th' 


»  T/V  other  trro  are  Paaans.]  In  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act  ii.  scene  2,  Prince  Hen- 
ry, enquiring  concerniuij  Doll  Tearsheet,  says,  *  What  Fo^'jii  may  that  be?'  upon  which  pas-^ 
*age  Mr.  Stecvens  remarks,  that  ^  Pogurt  secins  to  have  been  a  cant  term  implying  *  irregu- 
*  larity, either  ot"  birth  or  manners;'  and,  to  prove  it,  cites  these  two  lines  of  oar  Author.  K. 

*•  A  cant  term  this  for  ixfurthlng.        Symplon,    . 
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Lbd.  As  they  kill  flies  with  fox-tails,  Cap- 
Jac.  Well,  sir  ?       .  ,  -  [tain. 

Lod.  M ethinks  uow,  as  I  stand,  the  Cap- 
tain shews 
To  be  a  very  merciful  youn^  man. 
And  *prithee,  Piso,  let  me  have  thy  opinion. 
:  Ifito.  Then  he  shall  h^V^  raefcy  that  mer- 
OrnU  the  painters  are  Apocrypha.   [cifuVis, 
JtiC.  I'm  glad  you  have  your  wits  yet.  Will 

yc go ?    •  .      .    ., 

Pito.  You  had  best  say  we're  drudk. 
Jac,  Ye  arc. 
IamI.  You  lie  ! 

Jac.  Ye're  rascals,  drunken  rascals ! 
Piio.  ' Tis  sutficiont. 

Jiic.  And  now  TU  tell  you  why,  before  I 
beat  y<» :  [<lf>ys, 

You  have  been  tampering  anytime  these  three 
Thus  to  disgrace  me.    ^ 
Puo.  That's  a  lie  too. 
Jac,  Well,  sir  !  [yOu ; 

Yet,  I  thank  God,  IVe  turn*d  your  points  on 
For  which  ril  spare  ye  somewhat,  half  a  beat- 
ing. '        -^  •      ..      ».      .; 
Ptfo.  I'll  make  you  fart  fire,  Captain,  by 
thif  hand,  [you^ 
An  ye  provoke— Do  not  provoke,.  I'd  Wish 
Jac.  How  do  you  like  this  }    [Beats  them, 
Lod,  Sure  I  am  enchanted. 

Pito,  Stav  till  I  draw 

Jac,  Dispatch  then ;  I  am  angry. 

Pi$o,  And  thou  shait  see  how  suddenly  1*11 

kill  thee. 
Jac.  Thou  dar'st  not  draw.  Ye  cold,  tame, 
mangy  cowards,  [valiant? 

Ye  druukea  rogues,  can  nothing  make  ye 
Not  wine,  nor  beiiting? 

'    Zjod.  If  this  way  be  suffer'd 

Tis  ^ery  welf ! 

'  Jac.  Go ;  there's  your  way  ;  go  and  sleep! 
r*ve  pity  on  you ;  you  shall  have  the  rest 
Tomorrow  when  we  meet. 

Pi$o.  Come,  Lodpvic: 
He's  monstrous  drunk  now;  there's  no  talk- 
ing with  him. 
Jac.  I,ani  so ;  when  T*ra  sober,  I'll  do  more. 
Btiy,  w here's' mi rtc  Host?  ,       .  .     . 

\^Kicnnt  Jjod.  and  Plso. 
Boy.  He's  on  his  bed,  ablcep,  si^     [Exit, 
Jac.  Let  him  alone  then.    Now  am  I  high 
proof 
Fot-  any  action ;  now  could  I  fi^ht  bravely. 
And  charge  into  a  wildfire ;  or  I  could  love 
Any  man  livins  now,  or  any  woman. 
Or  indeed  any  creature  that  loves  sack, 
Extremely,  monstrously:  I  am.so.lovmg, , 
Just  at  tliis  instant,  that  I  .might  be  brought 
y  feel  it)  with  a  little  labour,  now  to  talk 
Wrth  a  justice  of  peace,  that  to  my  nature 
i  hate  next  an  ill  sword.     I  will  do 
Some  strange  brave  thing,  now;  and  I  have 
,'     ,  it  here  : 

"^ray  God  the  air  keep  oat!  I  feel  it  buzzing. 

\^Exit. 

tOL.  11.  8  X 


SCENE  III 
Enter  Frederick,  Franks  and  Clora, 

Clora.  She  loves  him  loo  much;  that's th« 
plain  U'uth,  Frederick ; 
For  wl^ich,  if  I  might  be  beliey'd^  I  think  her 
A  sti-ange  £drgetter  of  herself:  There's  juli6| 
Or  .twon  ty  more 

FrecL  In  your  eye,  t  believe'you  ♦ 
But,  credit  me,  the  Captain  is  a  man« 
Lay  but  his  rough  afflictions  by,  as  worthy-^ 

Clora,  So  is  a  resty  jade  a  horse  of  service^ 
If  he  would  leave  bi^  nature.     Give  me  one. 
By  your  leave,  sir,  to  niake  a  husband  of, 
Not  to  J)e  wean'd,  when  I  should  marry  bimx 
Methinks,  il  nian  is  misery  enough.  . 

Fred.  You  are  too  bitter.    I'd  not  have 
him  worse; 
Yet  I  slmll  see  you  hamper'd  one  day,  la  jf 
I  do  not  doubt  it,  for  this  heresy. 

Clora.  I'll   burn  before !  Come^  'prithee 
leave  this  sadness. 
This  walking  by  thyself  to  see  the  devil, 
This  mumps,  this  IfuJiriffut^  tfiis  love  in  sip- 
It  fits  thee  like  rt  French  hood.  [p^^y 

Frank. ,  D9CS  it  so  ? 
I'm  ;bure  it  fits  thee  to  be  ever  talking,     fly; 
And  toothing  to  the  purpose:  Take  upqmck 
Thy  wit  will  founder  of  all  four  else,  wench. 
If  thou  hold'st  this  pace;  take  up,  when  I 
bid  th<?e. 

Cl(}ra.  Before  your  brother?  fy! 

Fred,  I  cau  endure  it. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Clora.  Here's  Raw-head  come  again.  Lord, 
how  he  looks ! 

'Pray  God  we  'scape  \yith  broken  pates ! 
Frank.  Were  I  he,  , 

Thou  shouldst  not  want  thy  wish.   .  He  hat 

Has  he  not,  Frederick  ?         [been  drinking; 
Fred.  Yiis;  but  do  not  find  it. 
Clora.  Peace,  and  let's  hear  his  wisdom. 
Fred.  You  will  mad  him. 
Jac.  I'm  somewhat  bold,  but  that's  all  one* 
Clora.  A  short  aud  pithy  saying  of  a  sol- 
Iran  fc.   As  I  live,  [dier* 

Thou  art  a  strange  mad  wrp'ch! 

5//«r<7.  To  make  a  parson. 
ac.  Ladles,  I  mean  to  kiss  you 

Clora.  How  he  wipes  [have  it. 

His.  mouth,  like  a  young  preacher !  Wc  shall 

Jac.  In  order  as  you  lie  before  rae  ;  First, 
I  will  begin  with  you. 

Frank.  Witli  me^  sir  ? 

Jac.  Yes.       .    ^        ^       .  [east, 

Frarik.  If  yon  will  promise  me  to  kiss  in 
I  care  not  if  I  venture.  [tion'-'/ 

Jac.  ri[  kiss  according  toiHline  own  mven- 
As  I  shall  see  cause;  sweetly  I  would  wish 
I  love  you.  [yo'j* 

Frank.  Do  you,  sir  ? 

Jac.  Yes,  indeed  do  I ; 
'Would  I  could  tell  you  how  f 
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Frank,  I  would  you  would,  sir ! 

Jac.  I  would  to  God  I  could ;  but  'tis  suffi- 
I  love  you  with  ray  heart.  [cient, 

Frank.  Alas,  poor  heart ! 

Jac.  Andl  am  sorry;  but  we*ll  talk  of  that 
Hereafter,  if  t  please  God. 

Frank.  E'en  when  you  will,  sir. 

Clora,  He's  dismal  drank ;  would  he  were 

Jac.  You,  [muzzled ! 

I  take  it,  arc  the  next. 

Frank.  Go  to  him,  fool. 

Clora.  Not  I ;  he'll  bite  me. 

Jac.  When,  wit  ?  when  ? 

Clora.  Good  Captain  !  [mercy, 

Jac,  Nay,  an  you  play  bo-peepi  I'll  ha'  no 
But  catch  as  catch  may. 

Fred.  Nay,  I'll  not  defend  you. 

Clora.  Good  Captain,  do  not  hurt  me !  I 
That  e'er  I  angcr'd  you.  [am  sorry 

Jac.  I'll  tew  vou  for't. 
By  this  hand,  wit,  unless  you  kiss  discreetly. 

[Kiues  her, 

Clora.  No  more,  sir. 

Jac.  Yes,  a  little  more,  sweet  wit ; 
One  taste  more  o'  your  office.  Go  thy  ways, 
With  thy  small  kcttleninims ;  upon  my  con- 


science, 


[»': 


er. 


Hiou  art  the  best  that  e*er  roan  laid  his  leg 

Clora.  He  smells  just  like  a  cellar:  Fy  upon 

Jac,  Sweet  lady,  now  to  ;^ou.  fhim ! 

[Going  to  Freaerkk. 

Clora.  For  lore's  sake,  kiss  him. 

FrecL  I  shall  not  keep  my  countenance. 

Frank.  Try,  'prithee. 

Jac,  Tray  be  not  coy,  sweet  woman;  for 
I'll  kiss  you. 
I*m  blunt;  but  you  roust  pardon  me. 

Clora.  Oh,  God,  my  sides ! 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jac,  Why  ha, ha,  ha?  why  laugh? 
Why  all  this  noise,  sweet  ladies? 

Clora.  Lusty  Laurence, 
See  what  a  gentlewoman  you've  saluted : 
Tray  God^  she  prove  not  quick  ! 

Fred,  Where  were  thine  eyes. 
To  take  me  for  a  woman  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jac.  Who  art'a  ?  art*a  mortal? 

Fred,  I  am  Frederick.  [Frederick, 

Jac,  Then  Frederick  is  an  ass,  a  scurvy 
To  laugh  at  me. 

FYank.  Sweet  Captain ! 

Jac.  Away,  woman !  [woman  ! 

Go  stitch,  and  serve  God ;  I  despise  thee. 
And  Frederick  shall  be  beaten.  'Sblood,  you 

rogue. 
Have  you  none  else  to  make  your  puppies  of 
But  roe  ? 

Fred.  I  prithee  be  more  patient; 
There's  no  hurt  done. , 

«*  Jac.  Ha  9  Exit.]  So,  without  authority,  reads  Sympson ;  but  it  is  impossible  the  Author 
should  intend  Jacomo  to  depart  here,  when  Fabritio's  next  speech  is  partly  ad  dressed  /.)  fnfn, 
mod  partly  to  the  Servants,  directing  them  to  '  take  him  to  liis  lodging;'  by  whicU  speech, 
also,  w€  understand  that  he  struggled  with  them. 


Jae.  'Sblood,  but  there  shall  be,  scab  !*. 

Clora,  Help,  help,  for  love's  sake ! 

Frank.  Who's  within  there? 

Fred.  So! 
Now  you  have  made  a  fair  hand. 

Jac.  Why? 

Fred.  YiuVe  kiU'd  me.      [Falls  as  kilTd. 

Clora.  Call  in  some  officers,  and  stay  the 

Jac.  You  shall  not  need.  [Captain  ! 

Clora.  This  is  your  drunkenness !     Trick ! 

Frank.  Oh,  me  !  unhappy  brother  Frede- 
Look  but  upon  me ;  do  not  part  so  from  me ! 
Set  him  a  little  higher.     He  is  dead! 

Clora,  Oh,  villain,  villain  ! 

Enter  Fabritio  and  Servants.   . 

Fab.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter? 

Frank.  Oh,  sir,  my  brother !  Oh,  roy  dear- 
est brother ! 

Clora.  This  drunken  trough  has  kill'd  him. 

Fab.  Kill'd  him  ? 

Clora,  Yes. 
For  God  sake,  hang  him  quickly !  he  will  do 
£v*ry  day  such  a  murder  else.    There's  no- 
thing 
But  astrong  gallows  that  can  make  him  quiet; 
I  find  it  in  his  nature  too  late. 

Fab.  Tray  be  quiet ; 
Let  me  come  to  him. 

Clora.  Some  go  for  a  surgeon ! 

Frank.  Oh,  what  a  wretched  woman  has 
he  made  me ! 
Let  me  alone,  good  sir ! 

Fab,  To  what  a  fortune 
Hast  thou  reserv'd  thy  life  ! 

Jac.  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Never  entreat  me;  for  I  will  not 
know  thee. 
Nor  utter  one  word  for  thee,  unless  it  be 
To  have  thee  hang'd.— For  God   sake,    be 
more  temperate ! 

Jac.  I  have  a  sword  still,  and  I  am  a  villain ! 

Clora,  ifc.  Hold,  hold,  hold  ! 

Jac.  Ha4»! 

Clora.  Away  with  him,  for  Heaven's  sake  I 
He  is  too  desperate  for  our  enduring,    [not; 

Fab.  Come,  you  shall  sleep;  come,  strive 
I'll  have  it  so.  Here,  take  him  to  his  lodging ; 
And  see  him  laid  before  you  part. 

Serv.  We  will,  sir.  [Exeunt  Jac.  and Serv, 

Fred.  Ne'er  wonder;  I  am  living  yet,  and 
well.  [it. 

I  thank  you,  sister,  for  your  grief;  'pray  keep 
Till  I  am  fitter  for  it. 

Fab.  Do  you  live,  sir  ? 

Fred,  Yes ;  but  'twas  time  to  counterfeit, 
he  was  grown 
To  such  a  madness  in  his  wine. 

Fab.  Twas  well,  sir, 
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You  had  that  good  respect  unto  his  temper. 
That  no  worse  followed. 

Fred.  It'  I  had  stood  him, 
Certain  one  of  us  must  have  perish'd.    How 
now,  Frank  ?  [aspen  ! 

Frank.  Bcshrew  my  heart,  I  tremble  like  an 

Clora.  Let  him  come  here  no  more,  for 
Heaven*s  sake. 
Unless  he  be  in  chains. 

Frank.  I  would  fain  see  him 
After  he  has  slept,  Fabritio,  but  to  try 
How  he  will  be.    Chide  him,  and  bnng  him 
back. 

Clora.  YouMl  never  leave,  'till  you  be  wor- 
ried with  him. 

Frank,  Come,  brother;  we*llwalkin,  and 
laugh  a  little. 
To  get  this  fevtr  off  me. 

Clora.  Hang  him,  squib ! 
Now  could  I  grind  him  into  priming  powder. 

Frank.  'Pray  will  you  leave  your  fooling? 

Fab.  Come,  all  friends*'.  [men  sore, 

Frank.  Thou  art  enough  to  make  an  age  of 
lliou  art  so  cross  and  peevish. 

Fab.  I  will  chide  him ;  [for't. 

And,  if  he  be  not  graceless,  make  him  cry 

Clora.  I'd  go  a  mile  (to  see  him  cry)  in 
slippers. 
He  would  look  so  like  a  whey-cheese. 

Frank.  'VVould  we  might  see  him  once 

Fab.  If  you  dare  [more ! 

V(,>nture  a  second  trial  of  his  temper, 
1  make  no  doubt  to  bring  him. 

Clora.  No,  good  Frank, 
Let  him  alone:  I  see  his  vein  lies  only 
For  falling  out  at  wakes  and  bear-baitings, 
Tiiat  may  express  him  sturdy. 

Fab.  Now,  indeed. 
You  are  too  sharp,  sweet  sister ;  for  unless 
It  be  this  sin,  which  is  enough  to  drown  him, 
I  mean  this  sourness,  he*s  as  brave  a  fellow, 
As  forward,  and  as  understanding  else, 
As  any  he  that  lives. 

Frank.  I  do  believe  you ; 
And,  gnod«ir,  when  you  see  him,  if  we  have 
Distasted  his  opinion  any  way. 
Make  peace  again. 

Fab.  I  will.  rU  leave  ve,  ladies. 

Clora.  Take  heed!  y'^  had   best;   h'  has 
sworn  to  pay  you  else.  [threaten^. 

Fab.  I  warrant  you;  I  have  oeen  often 


Clora.  When  he  comes  next.  111  have  the 
cough,  or  tooth-ach,  [chamber; 

Or  something  that  shall  make  me  keep  my 
I  love  him  so  well. 

Frank.  'Would  you'd  keep  your  tongue  1 

\ExeunU 

SCENE  IV  41. 

^  Enter  Angela. 

Ang.  I  cannot  keep  from  this  ungodlj 
woman, 
This  Lelia ;  whom  I  know  too,  yet  am  caught; 
Her  looks  are  nothing  like  her:   'Would  her 
Were  all  in  Paris  print  upon  her  face,  [faultl 
Cum  privilegio  to  use  'em  still !  I  would  write 
An  epistle  before  it,  on  the  inside  of  her  mask,' 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  whore  o£  Babylon ; 
With  a  preface  upon  her  nose  to  th&  gentl# 
And  they  should  be  to  be  sold  [reader: 

At  the  sign  of  the  Whore's  Head  i'  tb'  Pot- 
tage-pot, 
In  what  street  you  please.  But  all  this  helps 

not  me ! 
J*m  made  to  be  thus  catch'd,  past  any  redress. 
With  a  thing  I  contemn  too.  IWe  read  Epio- 

tetus 
Twice  over  'gainst  the  desire  of  these  oat- 
ward  things ; 
And  still  her  face  runs  in  my  mind  :  I  went 
To  say  my  prayers,  and  they  were  ^o  laid  out 

o'  th'  way. 
That  if  I  could  find  any  prayers  I  had, 
I  am  no  Christiaq.  This  is  trie  door,  and  the 

short  is, 
I  must  see  her  again.  [He  knock$» 

Enter  Maid, 

Maid.  Who's  there? 
Ang.  'Tis  I : 
I  would  speak  with  your  mistress. 
Maid.  Did  she  send  for  you  ? 
Ang.  No ;  what  then  ?  I  would  see  her. 

'Prithee,  by  tfiy  leave ! 
Maid.  Not  by  my  leave ;  for  she  will  not 
see  you,  but  doth  hate 
You  and  your  friend,  and  doti)  wish  you  both 

hang'd ; 
Which,  being  so  proper  men,  is  great  picj 
That  you  are  not. 
Ang.  How  is  this  ? 


•*  Come,  all  friends, 

Frank.  Thou  art  enough  to  make  an  age  of  men  so. 
Thou  art  so  cross  and  peevish.]  *•  This  seems,'  says  Mr.  Sympson,  'tp  be  as  odd  a  reason 
*  as  well  could  be  given,  to  confirm  the  line  above :'  And  he  supposes  that  '  some  line  or 
'  lines  have  been  dropt.' — The  first  copy  is  much  confused  in  this  scene:  It  ne^er  mentions 
the  departure  of  Jacomo;  but  on  Fabritio's  saying,  *  Come,  all  friends,*  it  says,  Exeunt,  as 
if  all  were  to  tJepart,  though  Fabritio  and  the  two  ladies  continue  conversing. — The  altera 
ation  of  ioto  sore  (which  we  have  made)  destroys  the  absurdity  which  Sympson  complains 
of,  and  which  every  one  must  see. 

«  Scene  IV.]  The  measure  of  this  scene  (till  the  entrance  of  the  Father)  is,  in  all  editions 

f>rior  to  that  of  1750,  divided  extremely  bad :  Mr.  Sympson  then  made  a  new  division  of  the 
iues,  which  seems  to  us  far  from  satisfactory.    We  have  endeavoured  to  make  out  abetter 
aud  more  natural  one. 
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THE  CAPTAIN. 


[Act  4.  Scene  4, 


idflid.  For  your  sweet  self,  in  particular. 
Who  she  resolves  persuaded  your  friend  to 
neglect  her,  [unction. 

She  deenieth  whipcord  the  most  convenient 
Por  your  back  and  slioulders.  . 
Ang,  Let  me  in,  Til  satisfy  her. 
Maid.  And  if  \  slmil  happen  that  you  are 
in  doubt 
*  Of  these  my  speeches,  intiorouch  that  yeu 
Shall  spend  more  tim«  in  arguing  at  the  door, 
I  am  fully  persuaded  ^hat  my  mistre&s  in  per- 
son from  above, 
Will  utter  her  mind  more  at  largo,  by  way 
Of  lirine  upon  your  kead,  that  it  may  sink 
The  more  soundly  into  your  understanding 
•    faculties.  [pretty  boul, 

Ang.  This,  is  the  strangest  thins !  Good 
"Why  dost  thou  use  me  so?  I  pray  thee 
Let  tne  in,  Sweetohe^t ! 

Maid,  Indeed  I  cannot.  Sweet-heart ! 
Ang.  Thou  art  a  handsome  one,  and  this 
Does  not  become  thee.  [crossness 

Inlaid.  AlaS,  I  cannot  help  it. 
Ang.  £specially  to  me:  Thuu  know'st  when 
'   I  was  nere  '    "       .    . 

I  said  I  lik'd  thee  of  all  thy  mistress*  servants. 
Maid.  So  did  I  you ;  tho*  it  be  not  my  for- 
To  express  it  at  this  present;  for  truly,  \i\\iie 
If  you  would  cry,  I  cannot  let  you  in. 
•  Ang.  pox  on  her!  I  must  go  the  down-right 
way.— Look  you,  [ber. 

Here  is  ten  pound  for  you,  let  me  speak  with 
Maid.  1  like  your  golii  well,   but  it  is  a 
thing,  [with  you. 

By  Ileav'n,  I  cannot  do !  She  will  not  speak 
Especially  at  this  time ;  sh'  has  aifairs. 
Ang,  This  makes  her  leave  her  jesting  yet. 
—But  take  it. 
And  let  me  see  her ;  bring  me  to  a  place 
Where,  undiscerned  of  herself,  I  may 
Feed  my  desiring  eyes  but  half-an-hour. 
Maid.  Why,  'faith,  I  think  I  can ;  and  I 
will  stretch  *'   •         [sv%ear, 

•My  wits  and  body  too  for  gold.     If  you  will 
As  you  are  gentle,  not  to  stir  or  speak. 
Whatever**  you  shall  see  or  hear,  now  or 

hereafter — 
Give  me  your  gold :  I'll  plant  you. 

Ang.  Wiiy,  as  1  am  a  gentleman, 
I  will  not. 

Maid.  Bnough.  Quick  !  follow  roe. 

[^Exeunt. 
Enter  Servant. 

Sere.  Why,  where's  this  maid  ?  She  has 
much  care  of  her  business!       [whiew ! 
Nell !    I  think  she  be  sunk  I    Why,  Nell, 
Maid.  \within\     What  is  the  matter? 

Enter  Maid. 
Serv.  I  pray  you  heartily  come  away  ! 
Oh,  come,  come.     The  gentleman  my  mis- 
tress invited 


Is  coming  down  the  street,  and  the  banquet 
Not  yet  brought  out!  ' 

[Tfiei/  bring' in  the  ban^^uet^ 

Lelia.  [within].  Nell,  sirrah! 

Maid,  I  come,  forsooth. 

Serv.  Now  must  1  walk : 
When  there  is  any  fleshly  matters  in  hand. 
My  mistress  sends  me  of  a  four  hours*  errand ; 
Bu t  i  f  I  go  not  abou  t  mine  own  bodily  business 
As  well  as  she^  1  am  a  Turk.  [Exit. 

Enter  father. 

Father.  What !  all  wide  open  ?  Tis  the  way 
*  t«  sin. 
Doubtless ;  but  I  must  on ;  the  gates  of  hell 
Are  not  more  passable  than  tiiesc :  How  ^icy 
Will  be  to  get  out,  God  knows;  I  mast  try. 
'  ris  very  strange !  If  there  be  any  life  [seltT! 
U^itliin  this  house,  'would  it  would  shew  it- 
What*s  here?  a  banquet?  and  no  mouth  to 

eat. 
Or  bid  mc  do  it?  This  is  something  like 
The  enteriainuicnt  of  adventurous  knights 
KntVing  enchanted  castles  ;  for  tlic  mannec^ 
Tho*  there  be  nothing  dismal  to  be  seen. 
Amazes  me  a  little.     What  is  meant 
B^  tlvis  strange  invitation  ^  I  \yill  sound 
My  daughter's  meaning  ere  I  speak  to  her. 
If  it  be  possible ;  for  by  my  voice    [Mutick^ 
She  will  discover  me.  Uarx !  whence  is  this  \ 

THE  80NG.<* 

Come  hither,  you  that  love,  and  hear  m^ 

Of  joys  still  growing,  f^ing- 

Green,  fresh  and  lusty,   as  the  pride  of 

And  ever  blowing.  [sprmg. 

Come  hither,  youths  that  blush,  and  dart 

not  know 

, .     What  is  desire. 

And  old  mew,  worse  than  yoy,  that  cannot 

One  spark  of  fire..  .  [blow 

And  with  the  power  of  my  enchanting  song. 

Boys  shall  be  able  men,and  old  men  young. 

Enter  Angela  above. 

Come  hither,  you  that  hope,  and  you  that 
Leave  (jff  complaininii ;  [cry  ;i 

Youth,  strength,  and   beauty,  that  shall, 
^        -never  die. 

Are  here  remaining.  [long 

Cpme  hither,  fools,  and  blush  you  stay  so 

From  being  blest,  [wrong. 

And  mad  men  worse  than  you,  that  suifcr 

.  Yet  seek  no  rest. 
And  in  an.  hour,  with  my  enchanting  song. 
You  s(ia^  be  evj^ r  pleas'd,  and  young  maids 
Iqng. 

Enter  Lelia  and  Wcmian^  with  night-gown 
and  tlippern. 

Lelia.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  hither!  asthli 
kiss. 


<*  Where  you  shall.]  Varied  bv  Sympson. 

«*  1 1  is  a  siitticient  compH  meutto  this  5ong,  that  Mr.  Killigrcw  has  inserted  it  in  his  Thomas^ 
or  Merry  Wanderer.         Sifmoion, 
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Giv'n  with  a  larger  freedom  thnn  the  use 
Of  strangers  will  admir,shall  witness  to  you. — 
Pat  the  gown  on  him. — In  this  chair  sit 

down. — 
Give  him  his  slippers. — Be  notso  amazM  : 
Ucre*s  to  your  health  !  and  you  shall  feel  this 

wine 
Stir  lively  in  roe,  in  the  dead  of  night.— 
Give  hira  some  wine.— Fall  to  your  bannuet, 
And  let  us  e;n)w  in  inirtli.  Tlio*  I  am  set  [sir  ; 
Now  tiius  far  offy<)u,vypt,  fmir  glasses  hence, 
I  will  sit  here,  and  try,  till  both  ourblriods 
Shoot  up  and  down  to  find  a  passH«:e  out; 
Then  mouth  to  mquth  will  we  "walk  Up  to  bed. 
And  undress  one  another  as  we  t^o  ; 
Where  both  my  treasure,  body,  and  my  soul, 
Are' yours  to  be  dispos'-d  of. 
Father.  Unih  I  umh! 

i  Makes  iiens  of  his  whits  head  and  heard. 
Uia.  Youaie  old? 
Is  that  your  meaning?  Why,  you  are  to  me 
Tlie  f«reatef  novelty;  ail  our  fresh  youth 
Are  daily  offer'd  rac.     Tho'  you  perform, 
As  you  think,  little,  yet  you  satisfy 
My  appetite ;  from  your  experience 
I  may  learn  something  in  the  way  of  lust 
I  may  be  better  for.     But  I  can  teach 
These  young  oties :  But  this  day  I  did  refuse 
A  pair  of  them ;  Julio  and  Angelo,      [fools 
And  told  them  they  were,  as  they  were,  raw 
And  whelp's.  [Ang.  makes  discontented  sign*. 

y^aid.  'Pray  God  he  speak  not! 
[Maid  iays  her  finger  crass  her  mouth  to  him. 

Lelia.  Why  speak  you  not, 
Sweet  sir? 
•    Father.  Umh  ! 

[Stops  his  ears;  shews  ie  is  troubled  with  the 
t       musiik. 

Lelia.  Peace  there,  that  musick  !  Now,  sir, 
Speak  to  me. 
.'    Father.  Umh  !  [Points  at  the  Maid. 

Lelia,  Why  ?  would  you  have  her  gone  ? 
You  need  not  keep  yoiir  freedom  in  for  her; 
SbC'ktiows  my  life,  that  she  might  write  it; 
think  ,  ffessor, 

Slie  is  a  stone :   She  is  a  kind  of  bawdy  con- 
And  will  not  iitt^r  secrets. 

Father.  Umli !  [Points  at  her  again, 

Lelia,  Be  gone  then, 
Since  he  needs. will  have  it  so.     Tis  all  one. 
[Exit  Maid.     Father  locks  the  door. 
Is  all  now  as  you  would ;  Come,  meet  me 

then; 
And  bring  a  thousand  kisses  on  thy  lips, 
And  I  will  rob  thee  of  *em,  and  yet  It^ave 
Thy  lips  as  wealthy  as  they  were  before. 

Father.  Yes,  all  is  as  1  would, 

Lelia.  By  Heaven, 
It  is  my  father? 

Father.  And  I  do  beseech  thee 
X>eave  these  unheard-of  lusts,  which  worse 

become  thee 
Than  mockmg  of  thy  father.  Let  thine  eyes 
Keflect  upon  thy  soul,  and  there  behold 
How  luatucd  black  it  is ;  and  whereas  now 


but  ^hou ! 
[Starts, 


Thy  face  is  heav'nly  fair,  hut  thy  raind  foul. 

Go  but  into  thy  closet,  and  there  cry 

*rill  thou  hast  spoil'd  that  face,  and  thou  shalt 

find 
How  excellent  a  change  thou  wilt  have  made. 
For  inward  beauty.  '      ' 

Lelia,  Tho'  [  know  him  now 
To  bo  my  father,  never  let  me  live 
Tf  my  lust  do  abate!  I'll  take  upon  n^e 
To  have  known  him  all  tliis  while. 

Father,  Look  '  dost  tliou  know  me? 

Lelia,  I  knew  you,  sir,  before. 

Jaf//er.  What  didst  thou  do? 

Lelia,  Knew  yo4i :  And  so  uumov'dly  hav# 
you  borne 
All  the  sad  crosses  that  I  laid  upon  yon. 
With  such  a  noble  temper,  which  indeed 
I  purposely  oast  on  yon,  to  discern 
Yonr  carriage  in  cahinrity,  and  you 
Have  undergone  'cm  with  that  brave  con« 
tempt, 
'  That  I  have  turf/d  the  reverence  of  a  child 
Into  the  hot  atfoction  of  a  lover  :        [yours, 
Nor  can  there  on  tfie  ekrth  be   found,  but 
A  spirit  tit  to  meet  with  mine. 


spir 
Pal 


ther.  A  woman? 
Thou  art  not  sure ! 

lAilia.  Look  and  believe. 
Father.  Thou  art 
Something  created  to  succeed  the  devil, 
When  he  grows  weary  of  his  envious  course. 
And  compassing  the  world.     But  I  believe 

thee ; 
Thou  didst  but  mean  to  try  rov  patience. 
And  dost  so  still :  But  better  1)C  advis'd, 
And  make  thy  trial  with  some  other  tilings 
That  sufclier  will  admit  a  dalliance: 
And  if  it  should  be  earnest,  understand 
How  ctirs'd  thou  art !  so  far  from  Heaven, 

tiiat  thou 
Believ'ijt  it  not  enough  to  damn  alone, 
Or  with  a  stranger,  b.ut  wouldst  heap  all  sini 
Unnatural  upon  this  aced  head ; 
And  draw  thy  father  tp  thy  bed,  and  hell! 
Lelia.  You  are  deceiv'd,  sir;  'tis  not  ar 

gainst  nature 
For  "IS  to  lie  together:  If  you  hav€^ 
An  arrow  of  the  same  tree  with  your  bow, 
\s\  more  unnatural  to  shool  it  there 
Than  in  another?  'Tis  our  geueral  nature 
To  procreate,  as  fire's  is  to  consume ; 
And  it  will  trouble  you  to  find  a  stick 
The  fire  will  turn  from.  If 't  be  Nature's  will 
We  should  not  mix,  she  will  discover  to  as 
Sfune  most  apparent  crossness,  asourorganii 
Will  not  be  tit;  which  if  we  do  perceive 
We'll  leave,  and  think  it  is  lu>r  pleasure 
That  we  should  deal  with  others. 

Fathiir^  The  doors  are  fast ; 
Thou  shalt  not  say  a  prayer  I  'tis  not  God^  will 
Thou  shouldst.     When  this  is  done,  I'll  kill 

myself, 
That  never  man  may  tell  me  I  got  thee. 
[Father  draws  his saord;  Angela  dUcoven 

kimielf. 
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[Act  4.  Scene  4. 


Lelia,  T  praj  yoa,  sir ! — Help  there ! — for 
God*s  sake,  sir !  [vour  age  ! 

Ang.  Hold,  reverend  sir!  for  honour  of 

Father.  Who's  that?  [soul 

Ang,  For  safety  of  your  soul,  and  of  the 
Of  that  too  wicked  woman  yet  to  die  !         * 

Father.  What  art  thou  ?  and  how  cam*st 
thou  to  that  place  ? 

Ang,  I  am  a  man  so  strangely  hither  come, 
That  I  have  broke  an  oath  in  speaking  this ; 
But  I  believe  'twas  better  broke  than  kept, 
And  I  desire  your  patience.     Let  uie  in, 
And  I  protest  I  will  not  hinder  you 
In  any  act  you  wish,  more  than  by  word. 
Jf  so  I  can  persuade  yuu,  that  1  will  not 
Use  violence,  I'll  throw  my  sword  down  to 

yoa. 
This  house  holds  none  but  I,  only  a  maid. 
Whom  I  will  lock  fa^t  in,  as  I  come  down. 

Father.  I  do  not  know  thee ;  but  thy  tongue 
doth  seem 
To  be  acquainted  with  the  truth  so  well 
That  I  will  let  thee  in  :  Throw  down  thy 

Avg.  Thejre  'tis !  [sword. 

Lelia.  How  came  he  there  ?  I  am  betray'd 
to  shame ! 
The  fear  of  sudden  death  struck  me  all  over 
So  violently,  that  I  scarce  have  breath 
To  speak  yet :  But  I  have  it  in  my  head, 
And  out  it  shall,  that,  Father,  may  perhaps 
O'er-reach  you  yet.     [Father  lets  in  Angeto, 

Father.  Come,  sir ;  what  is't  you  sa^  ? 

Lelia.  My  Angelo !  By  all  the  joys  ot  love. 
Thou  art  as  welcome,  as  these  pliant  arms 
Twin'd  round,  and  fast  about  thee,  can  per- 
suade thee! 

Ang,  Away  !  I  [cam'st ! 

Lelia.  I  was  in  such  a  fright  before  thou 
Yon  old  mad  fellow  (it  will  make  thee  laugh, 
Tho*  it  fear'd  me)  has  talk'd  so  wildly  here  ! 
Sirrah,  he  rush'd  in  at  my  doors,  and  swore 
He  was  my  father,  and,  I  think,  believed  it : 
But  that  he  had  a  sword,  and  threatened  roe, 
1'  faith  he  was  good  bport.  Good,  thrust  him 

out. 
That  thou  and  I  may  kiss  together ;  wilt  thou  ? 

Father.  Are  you  her  champion?  and  witli 
these  fair  words. 
Got  in  to  rescue  her  from  me? 

[Offers  to  run  at  him, 

Ang.  Hold,  sir! 
I  swear  I  do  not  harbour  such  a  thought : 
I  speak  it  not  for  time  you  have  two  swords, 
But  for  'tis  truth. 

Lelia.  Two  swords,  my  Angelo  ? 
Think  this,  that  thou  hast  two  young  brawny 
•  arms  [swords 

And  ne'er  a  sword,   and  he  has  two  good 
And  ne'er  an  arm  to  use  'em :  Rush  upon  him !  | 


I  could  have  beaten  him  with  this  weak  body^ 
If  I  had  had  the  spirit  of  a  roan. 
Ang,  Stand  from  me,  and  leave  talking, 
or  by  Heaven  f tliee ! 

I'll  trample  ihy  last  damning  word  out  of 
Father.    Why  do  you  hinder  mc    then  f 
stand  away, 
And  I  will  rid  her  quickly. 

Lelia.  'Would  I  were 
Clear  of  this  business !  yet  I  cannot  pray. 
Ang.  Oh,  be  advis'd  !  VVhy,  you  were  bet- 
ter kill  her,  [place. 
If  she  were  good.     Convey  her  from  this 
Where  none  but  you,  and  such  as  you  ap- 
point. 
May  visit  her ;  where  let  her  bear  of  nought 
But  death  and  damning,  (which  she  hath  de- 

serv'dj 
Till  she  be  truly,  justly  sorrowful ; 
And  then,  lay  mercy  to  her,  who  does  know 
But  she  may  mend  ? . 

Father.  But  whither  should  I  bear  her? 
Ang.  To  my  house ; 
Tis  large  and  private;  I  will  lend  it  you. 

Father,  1  thank  you,  sir ;  and  happily  it  fits 
With  some  design  I  have.  But  how  shall  we 

Convey  her 

Leha.  Will  they  carry  me  away  ? 
Father.  For  she  will  scratch  and  kick,  and 
scream  so  loud 
That  people  will  be  drawn  to  rescue  her. 
Arig.  Why,  none  can  hear  her  here,  but 
her  own  maid. 
Who  is  as  fast  as  she. 

Father.  But  in  the  street? 
Ang.  Why,  we  will  take  *em  both  into  the 
kitchen, 
There  bind  'em,  and  then  gag  'era,  and  thea 

throw  'em 
Into  a  coach  I'll  bring  to  the  back-door. 
And  hurry  'em  away. 

Father.  It  shall  be  so. 
I  owe  you  much  for  this,  and  I  may  pay  you  : 
There  is  your  sword.     Lay  hold  upon  her 

quickly. 
This  way  with  me,  thou  disobedient  child ! 
Why  does  thy  stubborn  heart  beat  at  thj 

breast  ? 
Let  it  be  btill;  for  I  will  have  it  search'd 
Till  I  have  found  a  well  of  living  tears 
Within  it,  that  shall  spring  out  of  thine  eyes. 
And  flow  all  o'er  thy  hody  foul'd  with  sin. 
Till  it  have  wash'd  it  quite  without  a  stain. 
Lelia.   Help !  help !  ah !  ah  !  Murder !  I 
shall  be  murder'd !         [TAey  drug  hen, 
I  shall  be  murder'd ! 

Father.  This  helps  thee  not. 
Lcliu.  Basely  murder'd,  basely  ! 
Father.  I  warrant  you«  [Exeunt. 


Act  5.  Scene  1.] - 


THE  CAPTAIX. 


MS 


ACT   V. 


SCEXE  I. 

Ertter  Lodovico  and  Piso, 

Zod,  nnillS  roguy  Captain  has  made  fine 
-■-    work  with  us.  [carrv  him 

Piso.  I  would  the  devil  in  a  stonrt  would 
Home  to  his  garrison  a»ain.   I  ache  all  over, 
That  I  am  sure  of!  Certainly  my  body 
Is  of  a  wiUI-fire«",  for  my  head  rings  back- 
Or  eUe  I  have  a  morris  in  my  brains.  .  [ward, 

Lod.  ril  deal  no  more  with  soldiers.  Well 
remember*d ; 
Did  not  the  vision  promise  to  appear 
About  this  time  again  ? 

Piso,  Yes.     Here  he  cornea: 
He's  just  on's  word. 

Enter  Father. 

Father,  Oh,  they  be  here  together. 
She's  penitent;  and,  by  my  troth,  I  stagger 
Whether,  as  now  she  is,  either  of  these 
Two  fools  be  worthy  of  her :  Yet,  because 
Her  youth  is  prone  to  fall  again,  ungoveriVd, 
And  marriage  now  may  stay  her,  one  of  *em 
(And  Piso,  since  I  understand  him  abler) 
Shall  be  the  man ;  the  other  bear  the  charges, 
And  willingly,  as  I  will  handle  it. 
I  have  a  ring  here,  which  he  shall  believe 
Is  sent  him  from  a  woman  I  have  thought  of: 
But  ere  1  leave  it,  Til  hai^e  one  of  his 
In  pawn  worth  two  on't ;  for  I  will  not  lose 
By  such  a  mess  of  sugar-sops  as  this  is ; 
I  am  too  old. 

Lod.  It  moves  again  ;  let's  meet  it. 
'      Futher.  Now,  if  I  be  not  out,  we  shall 

have  fine  sport. 
I  am  glad  I've  met  you,  sir,  so  happily ; 
You  do  remember  uie,  I'm  sure. 

Lod,  I  do,  sir.  [lenge. 

Piso,  This  is  a  short  prcludium  to  a  dial- 

Father.  I  have  a  message,  sir,  that  much 


concerns  you, 


[hear  too. 
And  for  your  special  good.     Nay,  you  may 
Piso,  What  should  this  fellow  mean  ? 
Father,  There  is  a  lady — 


How  the  poor  thing  begins  to  warm  already-^ 
Come  to  this  town,  (as  yet  a  stranger  here, 

sir) 
Fair,  young,  and  rich,  both  in  possessions. 
And  .all  the  graces  that  make  up  a  vvoman^ 
A  widow,  and  a  virtuous  one.— It  works; 
He  needs  no  troth  upon't. 
'  Lod.  What  of  her,  sir? 

Futher,  No  more  but  this;  she  loves  yot4 

Lod.  Loves  me? 

Father,  Yes; 
And  with  a  strong  affection,  but  a  fair  one* 
If  you  be  wise  and  thankful,  you  are  madet 
There's  the  whole  matter. 

Lod.  I  am  sure  I  hear  this.  [lue; 

Father.  Here  is  a  ring,  sir,  of  no  little  ra- 
Which,  after  she  had  seen  ^ou  at  a  window^ 
She  bad  me  haste,  and  give  it;  when  sh« 
Like  a  blown  rose.  [blush'd 

Lnd,  But  'pray,  sir,  by  your  leave — 
Mcthinks  your  years  should  promise  no  ill 
meaning.  [courser** 

Father.  I  am  no  bawd,  nor  cheater,  nor  a 
Of  brokcn-windcd  women :   1(  you  fear  me, 
I'll  take  my  leave,  and  let  my  lady  use 
A  fellow  of  more  form;  an  hone«ter 
Fm  sure  she  cannot. 
•    Lod.  Stay  I  you  have  confirmed  me : 
Yet  let  me  feel ;  you  are  in  health  ? 

Father.  I  hope  so; 
My  water's  well  enough,  and  my  pulse* 

Xo(/.  Then 
All  may  be  excellent.     'Pray  pardon  me; 
For  I  am  like  a  boy  that  bad  found  money, 
Afraid  I  dream  still. 

Piso.  Sir,  what  kind  of  woman. 
Of  what  proportion,  is  your  lady  ? 

Lod.  Ay?  [turo: 

Fathet.  I'll  tell  you  presently  her  very  pic- 
D'  you  know  a  woman  in  this  town  they 
Stay ;  yes ;  it  is  so — Lelia  ?  [cidl — 

Piso.  Not  bv  sight. 

Father,  Nor  you,  sir? 

Lid.  Neither. 

Father.  These  are  precious  rogues. 


<■  Zs  of  a  wildfire^  So  the  old  copies.  The  reading  in  the  text  [all  for  o/*]  is  from  Mr, 
Seward's  conjcciure,  who  thinks  it  much  more  ajrrceable  to  the  tenor  of  this  speech.    Stpnpson, 

We  bt.lieve  the  readiiig  of  the  old  copies  right;  meatiinj:,'  My  body  is  [madf]  o/*a  wildfire.' 

«  Nor  a  coarser.]  Though  I  have  changed  coaraer  to  courser^  as  we  commonly  pronounce 
it,  yet  I  fancy  we  ou«^ht  to  make  a  further  correction  still,  and  for  courser  reiid  coser,  i.  e. 
mango,  a  merchant  or  <lealer  in,  &c.  tlie  word  cose  in  Scotch  signifying  to  change  or  bar- 
ter. I  am  indebted  to  the  ingenious  and  learned  Mr.  Lye,  for  this  sense  of  the  word.  Vid, 
Junii  Etj/mnlogicon  An^licanum  ad  verbum  cosed.         Sj^mpson, 

Though  Mr.  Sympson  thus  confidently  says,  *  I  have  changed,  yet  courser  is  the  reading 
of  the  second  folio ;  and  is,  as  the  context  proves,  evidently  right;  *  a  courser  of  broken' 
winded  women.' — In  the  same  style  is  his  assertion,  that,  when  Angelo(p.  340)  is  persuad- 
ing Leiia's  Maid  to  admit  him  into  the  house,  the  other  copies  make  Angelo  say,  *  This 
crossness  doc^  become  thee,'  and  that  *  he  has  inserted  the  particle  notf  which^  however, 
appeal's  in  the  second  folio. 


u« 


THE  CAVTAhfi 


[Act  5.  Scene  iL 


To  rail  Ujpon  «  woman  they  ne'er  saw  r 
Satbey  would  u^e  their  kindred.  [Aside. 

hisfK  We  have  heard  tho' 
Shc%  very  fair  and  poodly. 

Fatfier.  Sutjli  another,, 
Ju9t  ofthe  same  conipicxiori,  making,  spfeecli^ 
(Biit  a  thought  sweeter)  ib  uiy  lady. 

Litd,  Then 
Sh<5  must  he  excellent  indeed. 

Father.  Tudc<'d  she  is, 
And  you  will  lind  it  so.     You  cio  t»eHeve  me  ? 

JLid    Yes,  marry  do  I ;  atid  1   am  so  al- 
tered  

.    Fatfirr.  Your  happiiiess  will  alter  any  man. 
Do  not  delav  the  time,  sir :   At  a  house 
Where  don  Velasco  lay,  tlic  Spanish  signdr, 
\Vhirh  no^*-  is  si«^nor  Auge1o*s,  she  is. 

]/)d.  I  know  it. 

Father.  Biit  hefore  you  shew  yourself, 
I^t  it  l)€  niiiht  hy  all  means;  willingly 
By  day  she  would  not  have  such  uallaufisccn 
Repair  unto  her;  'tis  her  modesty. 

Jxyd.  ril  Eo  and  fit  ray  feel  f. 

Father.  Do;  and  be  sure 
You  send  provision  in.  in^ull  Jthundaficc, 
Fit  for  the  marriajic ;  for  this  night,  I  know, 
ohe  will  be  yours.  Sir,  have  you  neVr  a  token 
Of  worth  to  send  her  back  again  ?  Yo6  mu^t; 
She  wiil  expect  it. 

Lod,  Yes;  'p^ay  give  her  this, 

\t3iv€t  a  rivg. 
And  with  it,  all  I  have.   I'm  made  fb'r  ever  f 

[Exit. 

Pito.  Well,  thou  hast  fools'  luck.    Should 
I  live  as  long 
^s  an  old  oak,  and  say  my  prayers  hourly, 
J  should  not  be  the  better  of  a  penny. 
I  think  the  devil  be  my  ghostly  father  t 
Upon  my  conscience.  I  am  full  as  hamlsome ; 
I'm  sure  I  have  more  wit,  and  more  perform- 
Whirh  is  a  preKy  matter.  [ance. 

Father.  Do  you  think,  i'ir,  [stant 

•that  your  friend,  signor  Hiso,  will  be  con- 
tJnto  my  fady }  you  slioultl  knOtV  Wm  well, 

Fiso.  Wlio.^  signor  Piso.? 

Father.  Yes,  the  j;entleman.  . 

Fiso.  Why,  you  are  wide,  sir. 

Father.  Is  not  his  name  Piso? 

Fiso.  No ;  mine  is  Piso. 

Father.  How! 

Fiso.  It  is  indeed, sir; 
And  his  is  Lodovic. 

Fnther.  Then  I'm  undone,  i^ir! 
for  I  was  sent  at  first  to  Piso.  What  a  rascal 
Was  T,  so  igijorantly  to  mistake  yoCi ! 

Fiso.  Peace ; 
There  is  no  harm  done  yet. 

Father.  Now  'fis  too  late, 
I  know  my  error :  At  turning  of  a  street, 
(For  you  were  then  upon  the  right-haud  of 
him) 


[Midh. 


You  chang'd  your  places  suddenly ;   where  I 
(Like  a  cross  blockhead  ^)  lost  my  memory. 
What  shall  I  do.>  My  lady  utterly 
Will  put  me  from  her  favour. 

Fiio.  Never  fear  i| ;     , 
I'll  be  thy  i£uard,  I  warrant  thee.  Oh,  oh! 
Am  I  at  leoiith  reputed  f  For  the  ring, 
I'll  fetqii  it  back  with  a  light  vengeance  from 

him : 
II'  had  better  keep  tame  devils  than  that  ring. 
Art  tliou  not  steward.^' 

Put  her.  No. 

Fiso.  Thou  shalt  be  shortly. 

Father. .  L/>rd,  how  he  takes  it ! 

Fiso.  I'll  go  shift  me  s'traight. 
Art  sure  it  was  to  Piso.? 

Father^  Oh,  too  sure,  sir. 

Fiso.  I'll  mount  thee,  if  I  live,  for't— Give 
me  patience, 
Heaven,  to  bear  this  blessing,  I  beseech  thee  I 
I  am  but  man  !  I  prithee  break  my  head. 
To  make  me  un/lef-stand  I'm  sensible,     [sir. 

Father^  Lend  me  your  dagger,  and  I  will, 

JPiso.  No; 
I  believe  now,  like  a  good  christian. .. 

Father.  Good  sir,  make  haste ;  1  dare  nOt 

«  go  without  you,      , 
Since  I  have  so  mistaken. 

Fi^.  'Tis  no  matter :  [i  et's  •— ' 

Meet  me  within  tliis  half-hour  at  St.  JVlarga-y 
W  ell,  go  thj  ways,  ofd  leg !  thou  bast  tlic 


trick  ou't. 


:'i: 


Enter  Anselo  and  Julio. 

Ang.  Jlow  now  !  the  news? 

Father.  Well,  passing  well ;  I  have  'em    . 
Both  in  a  leash,  and  made  right  for  my  pur^ 
pose. 

Julio.  I'm  glad  on't.     I  must  leave  you. 

Ang.  VVhither,  man.?  [too. 

Julio.  If  all  go  right,  I  may  be  fast  enough. 

Arifr,  I  cry  you  mercy,  sir  I  I  know  your 
meaning: 
Clora*s  the  woman ;  slie's  Frank's  bedfellow. 
Commend  me  to  'em ;  and  go,  Julio, 
Brinj5  'em  to  supper  all,  to  grace  this  matters 
They'll  serve  for  witnesses. 

Ju/io.  I  will.     Farewell !  » 

[Ex.  Julio  at  one  door;  Ang.  und  Fat^t^ 
at  another. 

^CENE  ir. 

Enter  Ckroj   Frank,  Frederick,  and  Maid, 

Fred.  Sister,  I  brought  you  Jacomo  to  th* 
c^Oijr : 
He  has  forgot  all  that  he  said  last  night; 
And  shame  of  that  makes  him  more  loth  to 
I  left  Fabritio  persuading  him;  [come- 

But  'tis  m  vain. 

Frank.  Alas,  my  fortune,  Clora ! 


5^  A  cross  bhickhead.'j  I  have  a  strong  suspicion  that  gross  was  the  original  reading  ;  i.  f, 
What  a  great,  stupid,  dull,  &c.  blockhead  was  1 !         Sampson. 
€r«w  may  perliaps  be  uied  by  the  Poets  iu  the  wni*  ot  blund§ting. 


Act  $.  Scene  f .] 


THE  CAPTAIN; 


SiS 


Clora.  Now,  Frank,  see  what  ft  kind  of 
man  you  love. 
That  lotes  you  when  he*s  drunk. 

Frank.  If  so, 
'Faith  I  would  marry  him :  My  friends,!  hope, 
Would  make  him  drink. 

Clora,  Tis  well  considered,  Frank, 
He  has  such  pretcy  humours  then.    Besides, 
Being  a  soldier,  'tis  better  he  should  love  you 
When  he's  drunk,  than  when  he*s  sober ;  for 
then  fon*8  life. 

He  will  be  sure  to  love  you  the  greatest  part 
Frank,  And  were  not  I  a  happy  woman  then? 
Clora.  That  ever  was  born,  Frank,  i'  faith. 
Fred,  How  now !  what  says  he  ? 

Enter  Fahritio. 

Fab.  'Faitli,  you  may  as  well  'tice  a  dog  up 
With  a  whip  and  bell,  as  him  by  telling  him 
Of  love  and  women:  He  swears  they  mock 

Fred.  Look  how  my  sister  weeps,      [him. 

Fab.  Why,  who  can  help  it? 

Fred.  Yes,  you  may  safely  swear  she  loves 
him.  [oaths 

Fab.  Why,  so  I  did  ;  and  may  do  all  the 
Arithmetick  can  makfi,  ere  he  believe  nie ; 
And   since  he  was  last  drunk,  he  is  more 
jealous  [him 

Tlicy  would  abuse  him.  If  we  could  persuade 
She  lov'd,  he  would  embrace  iL 

Fred,  She  herself 
Shall  bate  so  much  of  her  own  modesty. 
To  swear  it  to  him,  with  such  tears  as  now 
You  see  ruin  from  her. 

Fab,  I  believ«  'twould  work ; 
But  would  you  have  herdo't  i*tiropen  street? 
Or,  if  you  would,  he'll  run  awj\y  from  her. 
How  shall  we  get  him  hither? 

Fred.  By  entreaty. 

Fub.  Tisuiosi  impossible.  No  ;  if  wecould 
Anger  him  hither,  (as  there  i^  no  way 
But  that  to  brino  him)  and  then  iiold  liim  fast, 
Women  and  lur n,  whilst  she  delivers  to  him 
The  trutli  seal'd  with  her  tears,  he  would  be 
pliantsi 

Asa  pleasM  child.    He  walks  below  for  me, 
Under  the  window. 


Clara.  Well  anf^er  him,  I  warrant  ye : 
Let  one  o'  th'  maids  take  a  good  bowl  of 'Wa- 
Or  say  it  be  a  piss-pot,  and  pour  it        [ter, 
On's  head. 

Fab.  Content !  Hang  me,  if  I  like  not 
The  cast  on't  rarely ;  for  no  question 
Tis  an  approvM  receipt  to  fetcn  such  a  fellovr. 
Take  all  the  women-kind  in  this  house,  be- 
twixt [tbeiir 
The  age  of  one  and  one  hundred,  and  let 
Take  unto  them  a  pot  or  a  bowl,  containing 
Seven  quarts  or  upwards,  and  let  them  never 
leave  [full ; 
Till  tlie  above-nam'd  pot  or  bowl  become 
Then  let  one  of  them  stretch  out  her  arm, 
and  pour  it                                      [him; 
On  his  head,  and,  probatum  esty  it  will  fetch 
For  in  his  anger  he  will  run  up,  and  then 
Let  us  alone. 

Clora.  Go  you  and  do  it.        [^Exit  Maid. 

Frank.  Good  Clora,  no. 

Chra.  Away,  I  say,  and  do  it.  Never  fear; 
We  have  enough  of  tliat  water  ready  distilled. 

Frank,    Why,  this  will  make  him  mad, 
Fahritio ; 
He'll  neither  love  me  drunk,  nor  sober,  now. 

Fab,  1  warrant  you.  What^    is  the  wench 
come  up? 

Enter  Afaid  abofre, 

Clora.  Art  thou  there,  wench? 

Maid-  Ay, 

Fub.  Look  out  then 
If  thou  canst  see  him. 

Maid.  Yes,  I  see  him  ;  and  by  my  troth 
He  stands  so  feir,  I  could  not  hold,  were  ha 
My  father.  His  hat's  off  too,  and  he's  scratch- 
His  head.  [ing 

Fab.  (Jh,  wash  that  hand,  I  prithee. 

Maid.  God  send  thee  good  luck ! 
Tis  the  second  time  1  have  thrown  thee  out 

to-day. 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  just  on's  head. 

Frank.  Alas! 

Fab,  What  does  he  now  ? 

Alaid.  He  gathers  stones :  God's  light,  he 
breaks  all  the  street-windows *' ! 


*'  He  trnuJd  be  plain.]  Plain  being  evidently  corrupt,  Mr.  Seward  proposes  to  read  pliant; 
and  Mr.  Sympsoii,/tfi«,  i.  e.  (upon  authority  of  Spenser)yb/ifl?.  We  think  this  very  uncoutli, 
and  that  Seward's  conjecture  is  much  more  plausible. 

**  The  street  windows.^  This  is  a  passage  I  cannot  at  all  reconcile  with  the  context ;  as 
perhaps  not  being  skilled  enough  in  architecture;  for  w\mtwindmrs  were  the  street  ones? 
High  ones,  no  doubt;  because  he  breaks  them  with  stones.  But  what  were  the  low  ones 
he  is  now  breaking  with  his  sword  ?  Were  not  these  toward  the  street  too  ?  If  they  were  not, 
why  are  they  not  distinguished  ?  and  if  they  be,  then  tliere  is  a  distinction  without  a  difie- 
rence.  I  suspect  the  passage  corrupted,  and  that  to  make  our  i^octs  talk  sense,  and  the 
whole  passage  consistent,  we  ouglit  tci  read  ; 

* the  garret  windows.' 

The  Captain  broke  those  with  stones,  the  garret  being  the  place  from  whence  the  Jordan 
Tvas  dischai^ed ;  but  after  his  ammunition  was  spent,  like  a  I. rave  officer,  he  charges  the  lower 
windows  swurd  in  hand,  and  manfully  makes  a  mighty  breach  in  the  innocent  and  inofien- 
sive  ground-room  wmdows.         Sampson. 

The  street  windows  mean  simply  the  windows  that  look  to  the  street ;  any  of  which  he 
might  throw  stones  at;  but  he  could  reach  none  but  the  lower  ones  with  his  sword^  which 
are  therefore  necessarily  specified. 
Vol.  n.  «  Y 


m 


TH*  CAWAiir, 


[Aet  A.  8ctiic4» 


Joe.  [withm.]  Whores!1i^wdB!  yoarwiD- 

dowSy  your  windows ! 
Maid.  Now  he  is  breaking 
All  the  low  windows  with  hit  s^trord :  Ex- 
cellent sport ! 
Now  he's  beating  a  fellow  that  laaghM  at  him; 
Ti^y  the  man  ta^es  it  patiently :  Now  lie 

goes 
Dowb  the  street  gravely, looVing  on  feach  side; 
lliere's  not  one  more  dare  laugh. 
Frank,  Does  be  go  op  i' 
Maid.  Yes. 

Frank.  Fabritio^  you  have  undone  a  moid 

[KneeU. 

?y  treachery;  know  you  sotwe  other  better, 
oa  would  prefer  your  friend  to  ?  If  you  do 
not, 
Bring  him  again !  I  have  no  other  hojpe  [me. 
But  vou,  that  made  me  lose  hope ;  if  ^ou  fail 
I  neer  shall  see  him,  but  ^hall  languish  out 
A  discontented  life,  and  die  contemu'd. 
Fab.  This  vexes  me !  I  pray  you  be  more 
patient. 
If  I  nave  any  truth,  let  what  will  happen, 

[JUftt  her  up. 
Til  bring  him  presently.    Do  you  all  stand 
At  the  streetndoor,  the  maids,  and  all,  to 
watch  fplace 

When  I  come  back,  and  have  some  private 
To  shuffle  me  into ;  for  he  shall  follow 
In  fury,  but  I  know  I  can  out^run  him ; 
As  he  comes  in,  clap  all  fast  hold  on  hiin,     , 
And  use  your  own  discretions. 

Fred.  We  will  do  it.  [hither, 

Fak.  But  suddenly ;  fox  I  will  bring  him 

With  that  unstopp'd  speed,  that  he  shall  run 

over  [tyr'd, 

AU  that's  in's  way :  And  tho'  my  life  be  v^n- 

Tis  no  ereat  matter,  I  will  do't'. 

Frank.  I  thanlc  you,  worthy  Fabntio. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  III. 

Mnter  Jacomo, 

Jae,  I  ev^r  knew  no  woman  could  abide 
But  am  I  grown  so  contemptible,  [me; 

By  being  once  drunk  amongst  *em,  that  they 

begin 
1^0  throw  piss  on  my  h^ad?  for  surely  it  was 

piss:  liuh,  huh!  .  [Seems  to smeli. 

Enter  Fahritio. 

_  *  - 

Fab.  Jacomo,  how  dost  thou  ? 

Jac.  Well ;  spmetljing  troubled 
With  watrish  humours. 

Fab.  Fob !  how  thou  stink'st ! 
'JPrithee  stand  further  o^ me,  Me^hinks  these 
humours  [mours, 

Become  thee  better  than  thy  dry  cholerick  hu- 
Or  thy  wine^wet  humours.    HiiJ 

Jac.  You're  plea&ant; 
But,  Fahritio,  know  I  am  not  in  the  mood 
Of  suffering  jests. 

Fab.  If  you  be  not  i'th'  mood, 
I  liope  you  wiU  not  be  moody.    Bu^  truly 


I  cannot  blame  the  gentlewomen ;  you  stood 

eve^ropping 
Under  their  window,  and  would  not  come  up* 

Jac,  Sir,  I  suspect  now,  by  your  idle  talk, 
Your  blind  was  in't;  which,  if  1  once  believe^ 
Be  sUire  you  shall  account  to  me. 

Fab.  The  gentlewomen 
And  the  maids  have  counted  to  you  already; 
The  next  turn  I  see  is  mine. 

Jac.  Let  me  die,  but  this 
Is  very  strange !  Good  Fahritio,  don*t 
Provoke  me  so. 

Fab.  Provoke  you  ?  Yod're  grown 
The  strangest  fellow!   ^here's  no  keeping 

company  with  you.         * 
Pish !  take  you  that. 

[Fab.  gives  him  a  box  o*th*  ear.  Jac. 
draros  his  sword. 

Jac.  Oh,  all  the  devils !  Stand,  slave ! 

Fab,  Follow  me  if  thou  dar'st.  [Exit^ 

Jac.  Stay,  coward,  stay  !     [J^it  running, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Frederick,  Frank,  Clora^  Servant^  and 

Maid.    ' 

Clora.  Be  ready'j  for  I  see  Fa,britio  rowr 
And  Jacomo  behind  him.  [ningt 

Enter  Fabritio. 
Fab.  Where's  the  place  ? 
Fred.  That  way,  Fabritio.        [Exit  FaK 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac,  Where  art  thou,  treacher?      [Fred, 
Clora,  and  Maifi,  lay  hold  on  JfK.^  What'* 
the  matter,  sir?? 
Why  du  you  hold  me?  T  am  basely  wronged  I 
Torture  and  hell  be  with  you  !  let  me  go ! 
[iheif  drag  him  to  a  chair,  and  hold  him 
down  in  it.  [hear 

Fred.  Good  Jacomo,  be  patient;  and  but 
What  I  can  say :  You  know  I  am  your  friend  ; 
If  you  yet  doubt  it,  by  my  soul  I  am. 
Jac.  'Sdeatb,    staud  away !  I  would  my 

breath  were  poison ! 
Fred.  Asl  have  life,  that  which  was  thrown 
oa  you,  [Iiither 

And  tins  now  done,  were  but  to  draw  you 
For  eauses  weighty,  tlmt  concern  yourself. 
Void  of  all  malice;  which  thismaid,  my  sister. 
Shall  tell  you. 
Jac.  Puh  !  a  pox  upon  you  all !  you  will 
not  hold  me 
For  ever  here ;  and,  till  you  let  mc  go, 
ril  talk  no  more. 

Frank.  As  you're  a  gentleman, 
Let  not  this  boldness  make  me  be  believ'd 
To  be  immodest !  If  there  were  a  way 
More  silently  to  be  acouainted  with  you, 
God  knows,  that  I  would  chuse;  but  as  it  is. 
Take  it  in  plainness:  I  do  love  you  more 
llian  you  do  your  content.    If  you  refuse 
To  pity  me,  I'll  never  cea^e  to  weep ; 
And  when  mine  eyes  be  out,  I  will  be  told 
How  fast  tht;  tears  I  sbed  for  ^ou  do  fall^ 
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Aad  if  they  do  not  flow  atmndaotly, 

HI  fetch  a  sigh  shall  make  'em  start  and  leap^ 

As  if  the  fire  were  under. 

Jac,  Fine  mocking,  fine  mocking ! 

Fred.  Mocking  f  Look  how  khe  weeps. 

Jar.  Does  she  counterfeit  crying  too  r 

Fred,  Behold  how  thie  tears  fiow !  Or  pity 
Or  neirer  more  be  call'd  a  mlin.  [her, 

Jac.  liow's  this? 
Soft  YOU,  soft  you,  my  masters !   Is  it  possi- 
ble, think  you^ 
She  should  be  in  earnest? 

Clora.  £arnest?  Ay,  id  earnest: 
She  is  A  fool  to  break  so  many  sleeps^ 
That  would  have  bfeen  sound  onei. 
And  venture  such  a  face,  and  so  much  life, 
t^or  e*er  art  humorous  ass  i'  th'  world. 

IVank,  Why,  Clora, 
I  have  known  you  cry  as  much  for  Julio, 
That  has  not  half  his  wortli.    All  night  you 

write 
And  weep,  too  much,  I  fear :  I  do  but  what 
I  should. 

Clora.  If  J  dd  write,  I'm  answer'd,  Frank. 

Frank.  I  would  I  might  be  so ! 

Jac.  Good  Frederick,  let  me  gd;        [feit 
I  would  fain  try  if  that  thing  do  not  counter- 

-FVerf.  Give  me  your  sword  then. 

Jac,  No ;  but  take  my  word, 
^s  I  am  man,  I  will  not  hurt  a  creature 
Under  this  roof,  before  I  have  del iver'd 
Myself,  as  I  am  now,  into  your  hands. 
Or  have  your  full  constot. 

Fred.  It  is  enough. 

Jac,  Oentlewomdn,  I  pray  you  let  m6  feel 
your  face : 
1  am  an  infidel,  if  she  doii*t^eep! . 
Stay;  whei^'s  my  handkerchief?  I'll  wipe; 
The  old  wet  off:  The  fresh  tears  cume!  Pox 

on*t,  I  am 

A  handsome  gracious  fellow  amongst  wbmert. 

And  knew  it  not.   Gentlewoman,  how  should 

I  know  [dead  ? 

These  tears  dre  for  me  ?  Is  not  your  mother 

Frank,  By  ileav'n,  they  are  for  you  ! 

Jac,  'Slight,  I'll  have  liiy  head  curl'd  and 
powder'd 
Tomorrow  by  break  of  day.  If  you  love  toe, 
I  pray  you  kiss  me ;  for  if  I  love  you, 
It  shall  be  such  love  as  I  will  not 
Be  asham'd  of.     If  this  be  a  mock,    [Kiises. 
It  is  the  heartiest  aud  the  sweetest  mock 


That  e*er  I  tasted.    Ktotk  me  so  tgam ! 

[Kiues  ogam* 

Fred.  Fy,  Jacomo !  why  do  jou  let  her 
So  long  ?  [kneel 

Jac,  It's  true;  I  had  forgot  it*  and  should 

have  done  ^.^C'  ^^  ^f 

Thistwelvemduth:  Tray  you  rise.  FredericL. 
If  I  could  all  thi4  while  have  been  persuaded 
She  could  have  lov'd  liie^  dost  thou  think  I  bad 
Not  rather  kiss  her  than  anotlier  should  ? 
And  yet  you  may  gull  me,  for  ausht  I  know ; 
But  yf  you  do,  hell  take  me  if  I  do  not  ca( 
AllyOur  throats  sleeping  I 

Fred,  Oh,  do  not  think  of  such  a  thing. 

Jac.  Odierwise,  if  she  be  in  eairnest,  ch^ 
short  i§, 
I  ani. 

Frank.  Alas,  I  am; 

Jac.  And  I  did  not  think  it 
Pdssible  dny  woman  could  have  lik'd 
This  face:  It's  good  for  nothing,  is  it? 

Clora,  Yes, 
It  is  worth  forty  shillings  to  pawti,beirtg  liii'il  s> 
Almost  quite  thro'  wi3i  velvet. 

Frank.  It  is  better 
Than  your  Julio's. 

Jac.  Thou  thinkest  soj 
fiut  otherwise,  in  faith,  it  is  tidt,  Fi^nk. 

[Whilst  Jacomo  is  kissing  Frank^ 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Hist,  Jacomo  !  How  dost  thou,  boyf 

Jac.  Why,  very  well,  [ha? 

I  thank  yon,  sit*. 

Fab,  Dost  thou  perceive  the  reason 
Of  matters  and  passages  yet,  sirrah,  or  nO  ? 

Jac.  Tis  wondrous  good,  sir. 

Fab.  I've  done  simply  for  you : 
But  now  you're  beaten  to  some  understanding; 
I  pray  you  dall^  not  with  the  gentlewoman, 
But  dispatch  yoiir  liiatrimony  with  all  coxf- 
venicnt  speed. 

Fred.  He  gives  good  counsel. 

Jac.  And  I'll  follow  it.  [lUikindly; 

Fab.  And  I  youM.  'Prithee  do  not  take  it 
For,  trust  me,  I  box'd  thee  for  thy  advance-^ 
A  foolish  desir^  I  had  to  joggle  thee  [ment: 
Into  preferment. 

Jac.  I  apprehend  you,  sir ;  [nadoing 

And  if  I  can  study  out  a  course  how  a  basti- 
M ay  any  ways  raise  your  fortunes  in  the  State, 
You  shall  be  sure  on't. 


M  Lined.^  In  act  iii.  scene  6,  of  this  play,  Piso  describes  Jacomo  as  brie  that  wore  his 
forehead  iii  a  velvet  scabbard  ;  aud  Clora  here  says  his  face  is  worth  forty  shillings  to  pawii 
upon  account  of  its  velvet  lining.  If  /iVd  be  not  a  Latinism  here,  we  must  have  the  lining 
not  on  the  imidc  as  usual,  but  on  the  out.  What  we  may  further  remark  from  .hence  is,  the 
difr?rence  of  patches  in  the  Poet's  days  and  in  ours.  The  heroes  of  the  blade  then  would 
have  nothing  less  than  velvet,  whereas  plain  silk  is  tliought  good  enough  by  those  now. 
Syinpimt, 

Lined  is,  we  believe,  used  in  the  same  sense  to  this  day  by  artisans,  &c.  The  actors,  iii 
particular,  cull  marking  their  features  for  old  characters  lining  the  face;  though  that  ouiy^ 
ndeed,  tiear  another  sen^e. 

M  And  I^OM.J  Tbe  occasion  should  seem  td  require  us  to  read>  ^  Ai  I  yo«/ 

«  Y  « 


548 


THE  CAPTAIN. 


[Act  5.  Scene  6, 


Fab.  Oh,  sir,  keep  ^our  way. 
God  send  you  rouch  joy ! 
Clora.  Aad  me  my  Julio ! 

Julio  speaks  within. 
Oh,  God,  I  hear  his  voice !  Now  he  is  true, 
Have  at  a  marriage,  Frank,  as  soon  as  you ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Frederick, 

Enter  Messenger, 

3Iess.  Sir,  I  would  speak  with  you. 

Fred.  What  is 
Your  hasty  business,  friend  ? 

Mess.  The  duke  commands 
Your  present  attendance  at  court. 

Fred,  The  cause  ? 

Mess.  I  know  not  in  particular:  [fairs 
But  this ;  many  arc  sent  fur  morc^  aboiit  af- 
Foreign,  I  take  it,  sir. 

Fred.  I  will  be  there 
Within  this  hour.  Return  my  humble  service. 

Mess,  I  will,  sir.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Farewell^  friend.    What  news  with 
you? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv,  My  mistress  would  desire  you,  sir, 
to  follow  [church, 

With  all  the  haste  you  can :  She  is  gone  to 
To  marry  Captain  Jacomo ;  and  Julio, 
To  do  as  much  for  the  young  merry  gentle- 
Fair  mistress  Clora.  [woman, 

Fred,  Julio  marry  Clora? 
Thou  art  deceived,  1  warrant  thee. 

Serv,  No  sure,  sir; 
I  saw  their  lips  as  close  upon  the  bargain 
As  cockles. 

Fred.  Give  'em  joy  !  I  cannot  now  go ; 
The  duke  hath  sent  tor  me  in  haste. 

Serv,  This  note,  sir, 


When  you  are  free,  will  bring  you  where  they 
are.  [Exit. 

Fred,  [reading.!  *■  You  shall  find  as  all  a( 
'signor  Angelo's, 
*  Where  Piso,  and  the  worthy  Lelia 
'  Of  famous  memory,  are  to  be  married  ; 
*-  And  we  not  farbefiind.'  'Would  I  had  time 
To  wonder  at  this  last  couple  iu  hellss. 

Enter  Messenger  again. 
Mess,  You  are  stay'd  for,  sir. 
Fred,  I  come.     Tray  God  the  business 
Hold  me  not  from  thb  sport !  I  would  not 
lose  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Father^  Piso,  Angelo,  and  Lelia. 

Aug,  God  give  you  joy,  and  make  you  live 
A  happy  pair  !  [together 

Piso,  I  do  not  doubt  we  shall.    There  was 
never 
Poor  gentleman  had  such  a  sudden  fortune ! 
I  could  thrust  my  head  betwixt  two  pales, 
and  strip  me  [guests  come. 

Out  of  my  old  skin  like  a  snake.      Will  the 
Thou  saidst  thou  sentest  for  to  solemnise 
The  nuptials? 

Father,  They  will ;  1  look*d  for  'em 
Ere  this. 

Enter  Julio,  Jacomo,  Fubritio,  Frank,  and 

Clora. 

Julio.  By  your  leave  all. 

Father,  They  are  here,  sir. 

Julio.  Especially,  fair  lady, 
I  ask  your  pardon  ;  to  whose  marriage-bed 
I  wish  all  good  success !  I  have  here  brought 
you 


9S  Last  couple  in  hell.'\  This  is  alluding  to  a  rustic  diversion,  called,  I  think,  by  another 
name  in  our  Poets,  Shakcspear,  and  the  play-wrights  of  that  time,  viz.  Barley-break.  Sir 
John  Suckling  has  a  pretty  poem  wherein  he  describes  tliis  diversion,  which,  for  the  sake 
ef  my  readers,  I  have  here  mserted : 

'  Love,  Reason,  Ilatc,  did  once  bespeak 

*  Three  mates  to  play  at  Barley-hreak ; 

*  Love,' Folly  took;  and  Reason,  Fancy; 

*  And  Hate  cons'irts  with  Pride;  so  dance  they: 

*  Love  coupled  last,  and  so  it  \\  II 

*  That  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell. 

*  They  break,  and  Love  would  Reason  meet, 

*  But  Hate  was  nimbler  on  her  feet ; 

*  Fancy  looks  for  Pride,  and  thither 

*  Hies,  and  they  two  hug  together : 

'  Yet  this  new  coupling  still  doth  tell 

*  That  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell. 

*  The  rest  do'break  again,  and  Pride 
'  Hath  now  got  Reason  on  her  side ; 

.'  Hate  and  Fancy  meet,  and  stand 

*  Untoucht  by  Love  in  Folly's  Imu'l ; 

*  Folly  was  dull,  but  Love  ran  well, 

*  So  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell.' 

But  the  reader  may  find  a  more  exact  and  minute  description  of  this  diversion  in  Sir  Philip 
Sydney's  Arcadia.        Sj/mpsots, 
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Such  guests  as  can  discern  your  happiness, 
And  best  do  know  how  to  rejoicu  at  it 
(For  such  a  fortune  tiiey  themselves  have  run): 
The  worthy  Jacomo,  and  iiis  fair  bride ; 
Noble  Fabritio,  (whom  this  age  of  peace 
Has  not  yet  tauji^ht  te  love  aught  but  the  wars) 
And  his  true  friend,  this  lady,  who  is  but 
A  piece  of  roe. 

Jjelia.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  all ! 
Are  they  not,  sir?  [Ejcit  Father, 

Biso.  Bring  in  some  wine ; 
Some  of  the  wineLodovic  the  fool  sent  hither. 
Whoever  thou  bid*st  welcome,  shall  find  it. 

Lelia.  An  unexpected  honour 
You  have  done  to  our  too-hasty  wedding. 

Jac,  Taith, 
Madam,  our  weddings  were  as  hasty  as  yours : 
We're  glad  to  run  up  and  down  any  whither, 
To  see  where  we  can  get  meat  to  our  wed- 
ding. 

Piso.  That  Lodovic  hath  provided   too, 
good  ass ! 

Ang.  I  thought  you,  Julio,  would  not  thus 
have  stolen 
A  marriage,without  acquainting  your  friends. 

Julio,  Why,  I  did  give  thee  inklings. 

Ang,  If  a  marriage 
Should  be  thus  slubber*d  up  in  a  play, 
Ere  almost  any  body  had  taken  notice 
You  were  in  love,  the  spectators  would  take  it 
To  be  hut  ridiculous. 

Julio.  This  was  the  first,  and  I 
Will  never  hide  another  secret  from  you. 

Enter  Father. 

Father.  Sir,  yonder's  your  friend  Lodovic : 
Hide  yourself, 
And  it  will  be  the  best  sport 

Piso.  Gentlemen, 
I  pray  you  take  no  notice  I  am  here: 
The  coxcomb  Lodovic  is  coming  in.  \^Retire$, 

Enter  Jjodovico, 

Lod,  Is  that  the  lady  ? 

Father.  That  is  my  lady. 

Lod.  As  I  live,  she's  a  fair  one ! 
What  make  all  these  here  ? 

Father.  Oh, Lord,  sir,  she's  so  pester'd 

Fab.  Now  will  the  sport  be;  it  runs  right 
as  Julio 
Told  us. 

Lod.  Fair  lady,  health  to  you  !  Some  words 
I  have,  that  require  an  utterance  more  private 
Than  this  place  can  afford. 

Lelia.  Til  call  mv  husband  ; 
All  business  I  hear  with  his  ears  now. 

Itod.  Good  madam,  no;  (but  I  perceive 
your  jest) 
You  have  no  husband ;  I'm  the  very  man 
That  walk'd  the  streets  so  comely. 

Jjclia.  Are  you  so  t 

Lod.  Yes,  Yaith;    when  Cupid  first  did 
prick  your  heart. 
I  am  not  crtiel ;  but  the  love  begun 
I'  th'  street  I'll  satisfy  i'  th*  chamber  fully. 


Lelia.  To  ask  a  niadman  whetlier  he  be  mad 
Were  but  an  idle  question ;  if  you  bo, 
I  do  not  speak  to  you ;  but  if  you  be  not. 
Walk  ill  the  streets  again,  and  there  perhaps 
I  may  dote  on  you;  here  I  not  endure  you. 
Lod.  Good  madam,  stay ;  do  not  you  know 
this  ring  ?  [maa 

Lelia.  Yes,  it  was  mine ;  I  sent  it  by  mj 
To  change,  and  so  he  did  ;  it  has  a  blemish. 
And  this  he  brought  me  for  it:  Did  yon 

chauge  it? 
Are  you  a  goldsmith  ? 

Lifd.  Sure  the  world  is  mad  ! 
Sirrah,  did  you  not  bring  me  this  ring  frbn 
your  lady  ? 
Father.  Yes,  surely,  sir,  did  I ;  but  your 
worship 
Must  e'eu  bear  with  me,  for  there  was  a  mis- 
taking in  it; 
And  so,  as  I  was  saying  to  your  worship, 
My  lady  is  now  married. 
Lod.  Married.^  to  whom  .^ 
Father.  To  your  worship's  friend  Piso. 
Lod.  'Sdeath !  to  Piso  ? 
Piso  [within].  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Ang.  Yes,  sir,  I  can  assure  you 
She's  married  to  him ;  I  saw't  with  these  grey 
eyes. 
Lod.  Why,  what  a  rogue  art  thou  thenf 
Thou  hast  made  me 
Send  in  provision  too. 

Father.  Oh,  a  gentleman 
Should  not  have  such  foul  words  in's  mouth; 
But  your  worship's  provision 
Could  not  have  come  in  at  a  fitter  time. 
Will  it  please  you  to  taste  any  of  your  own 

wine? 
It  may  be  the  vintner  has  cozen'd  you. 
Lod.  Pox,  I  am  mad  ! 
Ang.  You  have  always  plots,  sir ;  and  see 

how  they  fall  out! 
Jac,  You  had  a  plot  upon  me :  How  do 

you  like  this? 
lA>d.  I  do  not  speak  to  you. 
Fab.  Because  you  dare  not.  ftecth 

Jjod,  But  I  will  have  one  of  that  old  rogue's 
Set  in  this  ring. 

Father.  Dost  not  thou  know 
That  1  can  beat  thee.?— Dost  thou  know  it 
now?  [Discovers  himheif. 

Lod.  He  beat  me  once  uideed. 
Father.  And  if  you  have  [Piso! 

Forgot  it,  I  can  call  a  witness.   Come  forth, 
Remember  you  it? 

Piso.  'Faith,  I  do  call  to  mind 
Such  a  matter. 

Father.  And  if  I  cannot  still  do't,      [law. 
You  are  young,  and  will  assist  your  father-in- 
Piso.  Mv  father-in-law? 
Ang.  Your  father-in-law, 
As  sure  as  this  is  widow  Lelia. 
Piso.  How !  widow  Lelia  ? 
Father.  I'faith,  'tis  she,  son. 
Lod,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  let  my  provision  go ! 
I'm  glad  I  have  miss'd  the  woman. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1^ 


Pifo.^ltave  you  piit 
A  whore  upon  roe  ? 

Lelia.  By  Hear'n,  you  do  tne  wrong ! 
t  hare  a  heart  as  pure  as  any  wooian's ; 
And  I  mean  to  keep  it  so  for  ever. 

Father.  There  is 
No  starting  now,  son ;  if  you  offer  it, 
I  can  compel  you ;  her  estate  is  great. 
But  all  made  o'er  to  roe,  before  tliis  niHtch : 
Yet  if  you  use  her  kindly,  (as  I  swcnr 
I  think  she  will  deserve)  you  shall  enjoy  it 
During  your  life,  all,  save  some  slender  piece 
I  will  reserve  for  my  own  maintenance ; 
And  if  God  bless  you  with  a  child  by  her, 
It  shall  have  all. 

Fiso,  So  I  may  have  the  means, 
I  do  not  much  cdre  what  the  woman  isf 
Come,  my  sweetheart!  as  long  as  I  shall  find 
Thy  kisses  sweet,  and  thy  means  pletitiful. 
Let  people  talk  tlicir  tongues  out. 

Lelia.  They  may  talk 
Of  what  is  passM ;  but  all  that  is  to  come 
Shall  be  without  occasions. 

Julio.  Shall  we  not  make 
Piso  and  Lodovic  friends? 

Jac,  Hang  'em,  they  dare  not 
&  enemies;  or,  if  they  be,  the  dangef 
Is  not  great.    Welcome,  j^rederick ! 


JEitfisr  IMerUk. 

Fred,  First,  joy  unto  you  all  !*  And  next, 
I  think  we  shall  have  wars. 
.  Jac.  Give  me  some  wine ! 
ril  drink  to  that. 
Fob.  ril  pledge. 
Frank.  But  1 
Shall  lose  you  then. 

.  Jac.  Not  a  whit,  wench ; 
lUljeach  thee  presently  to  be  a  soldier. 

Fred.  Fabrit^o'd  command,  and  your^ 
Are  both  restored. 

Jac.  Bring  me  four  glassed  then  ! 
Fred.  Where  are  they  ? 
Ang.  You  shall  not  drink  *exn  hefe.    It  i4 
supper  time ;  [stir 

And  from  my  house  no  creature  liere  sliali 
These  three  days ;  mirth  shall  flow^  as  well 
as  wine. 
Father.  Content.  Within,  Til  tell  you  more 
at  large  [you, 

How  much  I  am  bound  to  all,  buHuost  to 
Whose  undc^rved  liberality 
Must  not  escape  thus  unrequited. 

Jac.  Tis  happiness  to  me,  I  did  so  well : 
Of  every  noble  action,  the  intent 
is  to  give  Worth  reward^  Vict  pnnishmenr« 

lExkitni. 


EPILOGUE. 


|f  you  mislike  ^as  you  shall  ever  he 
Your  own  free  judges)  this  play  utterly. 
For  your  own  nobleness  yet  do  not  hiss ! 
Vut^  as  you  go  by,  say  it  was  auhsSi 


And  we  will  mend :  Chide  us,  but  let  it  be 
Never  in  cold  blood  !  ()'  my  honesty, 
(Jf  1  have  any)  this  I'll  say  for  all; 
Our  meaning  was  to  please  you  slill,  and  sh^l. 
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A  TRAGICAL  HISTORY. 


^■'1  Ji. 


pie  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  ascribe  this  Play  solely  toi  Fletcher.  \\ 
was  first  printed  iq  the  folio  of  1647.  Mr.  Seward,  Mfi  the  authority  of  Langbaine,  says, 
it  was  revived  by  Dryden :  But  in  this  particular,  we  apprehend,  they  are  both  mistaken  \ 
as  Downes,  the  prompter,  in  his  itosdtti  An^licawtt^  positively  assigns  the  revival  of  it^ 
and  the  ^teratioqs  and  additions  made  to  it,  to  Betterton.  The  piece,  thus  altered,  after 
the  manner  of  an  Opera,  was  represented  at  the  Queen's  Theatre,  ^nd  printed  in  quarto, 
1690.  Purcell  composed  the  musick,  and  Priest  the  dances :  It  i^ppears  to  have  becl^ 
revived  at  a  considerable  etpence,  and  has  within  a  few  years,  been  performed  i^t  Covev^ 
Gardeii  Tb^tre. 


PERSONS    REPRESiENTEQ. 


Chabinus,  Emperor  qfRome. 

CosROE,  King  of  Fert'm.  [peror, 

SIOCLES,  of  a  private  Soldier  elected  Co-em- 
AXIMINIAN,  Nephew  to  Dioclet,  and  Em- 
peror by  his  Dptuition. 
VoLUTius  APEB,  Murderer  of  Numeriama, 

thfi  late  Emperor. 
^TiGER,  General  of  the  'Roman  Eorcet. 
Caaiurius,  a  Captain,  and  Creature  of  Aper. 
Geta,  a  Jester ^  Servant  to  D.iocleSf  a  merry 

Knave. 
Persian  LorcU* 
Senators. 
Spldiers. 


Guard. 
Suitors. 
Ambassadors. 
Lictors. 
fiamen. 
Shepherd. 
Countrymen. 
Attendant*, 

Aurelta,  Sister  to  Charinysi. 

Cassana,  Sister  to  Cosroe,  a  Captive,  wait' 

ing  on  Aurelia, 
Delphia,  a  Prophetess.  [DiocleK 

Drusilla,  Niece  to  Dflphiui  in  lovt  mitH 


SCEXE,  Rome. 


ACT  L 


SCENE-I. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  and  Niger. 

Charinus.  "VT^OU  buz  into  my  head  strange 

■'•      likelihoods. 
And  fill  me  full  of  doubts:  But  what  proofs, 

Niger, 
What  certainties,  that  my  most  noble  brother 
Came  to  his  end  by  murder  ?  Tell  me  that ; 
Assure  me  by  some  circumstance. 

Niger.  I  will,  sir;  [me! 

And  as  I  tell  you  truth,  so  the  gods  prosper 
IVe  often  nam'd  this  Aper. 

Char.  True,  you  have  done ; 
And  in  mysterious  senses  I  have  heard  you 
Break  out  o^  th'  sudden,  and  abruptly. 


Niger.  True,  sir :  fnrss, 

Fear  of  your  unbelief,  and  the  time's  giddi« 
Made  me  I  durst  not  then  go  further.     So 

your  Grace  please, 
Out  of  your  wonted  goodness,  to  give  credit^, 
I  shall  unfold  the  wonder. 

Aur,  Do  it  boldly :  [hearings. 

You  shall  have  both  our  hearty  loves  and 

Niger.  This  Aper  then,    this  too-inuch» 
honour*d  villain, 
(For  he  deserves  no  mention  o{  a  good  man) 
Great  sir,  give  ear — this  most  ungrateful^ 

spiteful. 
Above  the  memory  of  mankind  mischievous. 
With  his  own  bloody  hands 

Char.  Take  heed! 


»  Out  (fyour  wonted  goodness  fo^  crcdit.J  Sympsou  thinks  it  would  be  belter  to  read, 

*  to  give  eur  to  7.' 
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[Act  !•  Sctne  2. 


Niger,  Vm  in,  sir; 
And,  if  I  make  not  good  my  story— 

Aur.  Forward  I   '  [ful. 

I  see  a  truth  would  break  out :    Be  not  f^ar- 

Niger.  I  say,  this  Aper,  and  his  daptin'd 

ambition,  [fortunes: 

Cut  off  your  brother's  hope«,  his  life,  and 

The  honour'd  Numeri«nus  fell  by  him. 

Fell  basely,  most  untimely,  and  most  trea- 

chVousIy; 
For  in  his  litter,  as  he  bore  him  company. 
Most  privately  and  cunningly  he  kill'd  him. 
Yet  still  he  fills  the  faithful  soldiers'  ears 
"With  stories  of  his  weakness ;  of  his  life ; 
That  he  dure  not  vcntute  to  appear  in  open, 
And  shew  his  warlike  face  among  the  soldiers, 
The  tenderness  and  weakness  of  his  eyes, 
Being  notable  to  endure  the  sun  yet: 
81ave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  this  mfirraity 
(Because  he  would  dispatch  his  honour  too) 
To  arise  from  wantonness,  and  love  of  wo- 
And  thus  he  juggles  still.  [men; 

Aur,  Oh,  most  pernicious,  [ther. 

Most  bloody,  and  most  base !  Alas,  dear  bro- 
Art  thouaccus'd,  and  after  death  thy  memory 
Loaden  with  shames  and  lies?  those  pious 
tears  fnuraent. 

Thou  daily  shower'dst  upon  my  father's  mo- 
( When  in  the  Persian  expedition 
He  fell  unfortunately  by  a  stroke  of  thunder) 
Made  thy  defame  and  sins  ?  those  wept>out 

eyes, 
The  fair  examples  of  a  noble  nature. 
Those  holy  drops  of  love,  turn'd  by  depravers 
(Malicious  poison'd  tongues)  to  thy  abuses? 
We  must  not  suffer  this. 

Char.  It  shews  a  truth  now  : 
And  sure  this  Aper  is  not  right  nor  honest. 
He  will  not  now  come  near  me. 

Niger,  No;  he  dare  not:  [science, 

He  has  an  inmate  here,  that's  call'd  a  Con- 
Bids  him  keep  off. 

Char.  My  brother  honour'd  him, 
Made  him  first  captain  of  his  guard,  his  next 

friend ; 
Then  to  my  mother  (to  assure  him  nearer) 
He  made  him  husband. 

Niger.  And  withal  ambitions;  [sir, 

For  when  he  trod  so  nigh,  his  false  feet  itcli'd, 
To  step  into  the  state. 

Aur,  If  you  believe,  brother, 
Aper  a  bloody  knave,  as  'tis  apparent,  [ble. 
Let's  leave  disputing,  and  do  something  no- 

Chor.  Sister,  be  rul'd.    I  am  not  yet  so 

powerful 

To  meet  him  in  the  field:  H'has  under  him 

The  flower  of  all  the  empire,  and  the  strength. 

The  Britain  and  the  German  cohorts;  'pray 

you  be  patient. 
Nicer,  how  stands  the  soldier  to  him? 

Niger.  In  fear  more,  sir. 
Than  love  or  honour :  He  has  lost  their  fair 

affections. 
By  his  most  covetous  and  greedy  griping. 
Are  you  desirous  to  do  something  on  bim^ 


That  all  the  world  may  know  you  lov'd  your 

brother  ? 
And  do  it  safely  too,  without  an  army  ? 

Char,  Most  willingly. 

Niger.  Then  send  out  a  proscription,  [it. 
Send  suddenly ;  and  to  that  man  that  executes 
(I  mean  that  brings  his  head)  add  a  fair  pay- 
ment, [not. 
No  common  sum :  Then  you  shall  see,  I  fear 
Ev'n  from  his  own  cxunp,  from  tliose  men 

that  follow  him, 
Follow  and  flatter  him,  we  shall  find  one, 
And,  if  he  miss,  one  hundred,  that  will  ven- 
ture iL  [brother, 

Aur.  For  his  regard,  (it  shall  be  so,  dear 
So  far  I'll  honour  him  that  kills  the  villain ; 
For  so  far  runs  my  love  to  my  dead  brother) 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  base,  old,  or  crooked. 
He  shall  have  me:  Nay,  which  is  more^  I'll 

love  him. 
I  will  not  be  denied. 

Cftar,  You  shall  not,  sister :  [too. 

But  you  shall  know,  my  love  shall  go  along 
See  a  proscription  drawn ;  and  for  his  re- 
compense, 
My  sister,  and  half  partner  in  the  empire; 
And  I  will  keep  my  word. 

Aur,  Now  vou  do  bravely. 

Niger.  An  J,  tho'  it  cost  my  life,  I'll  sec 
it  publish 'd. 

Char.  Away  then,  for  the  business. 

Niger.  I  am  gone,  sir: 
You  shall  have  all  dispatch'd  to-night.' 

Char,  Be  prosperous. 

Aur,  And  let  the  villain  fall. 

Niger,  Fear  nothing,  madam.     [Ereunt. 

SCENE  If. 
Enter  Delphia  and  Dru^illa, 

Dru8,  Tis  true,  that  Diodes  is  courteou% 
And  of  a  pleasant  nature,  sweet  and  tempe* 

rate; 
His  cousin  Maximinian,  proud  and  bloody. 

Delph,  Yes,  and  mistrustful  too,  my  girl : 
Take  heed; 
A I  tho'  he  seem  to  love  thcc^  and  affect. 
Like  the  more  courtier,  curious  compliment. 
Vet  have  a  care. 

Drus.  You  know  all  my  affection, 
And  all  my  lieart-fksires,  arc  set  on  Diocles : 
But,  aunt,  huvv  coldly  he  requites  this  cour- 
tesy, 
How  dull  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me  ! 
Altlio'  I  wooe  him  sometimes  beyond  mo- 
desty, [me! 
Beyond  a  virgin's  care,  how  still  he  slights 
And  puts  me  still  off  with  your  prophecy, 
And  the  performance  of  your  late  prediction. 
That  when  he's  emp'ror,  then  he'll  marry  n^e ! 
Alas,  what  hope  of  that? 

Delph.  Peace,  and  be  patient ; 
For  tho'  lie  be  now  a  man  most  miserable. 
Of  no  rank,  nor  no  badge  of  honour  on  him^ 
Bred  low  and  poor^  no  eye  of  favour  kbining ; 
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And  tho'  my  sure  prediction  of  his  rising, 
Which  can  no  more  fail  than  the  day  or 

night  does,    ' 
Nay,'  let  him  be  asleep,  will  overtake  him, 
Ilaiii  found  some  rubs  and  stops,  yet  (hear 

me,  niece. 
And  hear  me  with  a  faith)  it  shall  come  to 
1*11  tell  thee  the  occasion.  [him. 

Druf.  Do,  good  aunt; 
For  yet  I'm  ignorant. 

Delph,  Chiding  him  one  day. 
For  being  too  near  and  sparing  for  a  soldier*. 
Too  griping,  and  too  greedy,  he  made  an- 
swer, 

*  When  I  am  Cssar,  then  1  will  be  liberal: ' 
I  presently,  inspired  with  holy  fire. 

And  my  prophetic  spirit  burning  in  me. 
Gave  answer  from  the  gods;  and  this  it  was : 
Imperdlor  eris  Kuniay  cum  Aprum  grundem 
infeffeterii* ; 

*  Thou  shall  be  emperor,  oh,  Dioclcs, 

'  When  thou  hast  kiird  a  mighty  boar.'  From 
that  time,  [ploy'd 

As  giving  credit  to  my  words,  he  has  em- 
Much  of  his  life  in  hunting  :  Many  boars. 
Hideous  and  fierce,  with  his  own  hands  h' 

has  kiird  too. 
But  yet  not  lighted  on  the  fatal  one,  f niece; 
Should  raise  him  to  the  empire.   Be  not  sad, 
Ere  long  he  shall.  Come ;  let's  go  entertain 
him :  [hunting : 

For  by  this  time,  I  guess,  he  comes  from 
And,  by  my  art,  I  find  this  very  instant 
Some  great  design's  o'  foot. 

Drus.  The  gods  give  good,  aunt!  Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Diocles^  MujciminiaUy  and  Geta  with  a 

boar, 

Dio,  Lay  down  the  boar. 

Gcta.  With  all  my  heart;  I'm  weary  on'ti 
J  shall  turn  Jew, if  I  carry  many  such  burdens. 
Do  you  think,  master,  to  be  emperor 
With  killing  swine  ?  You  may  be  an  honest 

butcher, 
Or  allied  to  a  seemly  family  of  souse-wives. 
Can  you  be  such  an  nss,  my  reverend  master. 
To  think  these  spriu«;;«»  uf  pork  will  shoot  up 

Maxi,  The  fool  says  true.  [Csesars? 

Dio,  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  sirrah, 
And  think  of  what  thou  shale  be  when  I'm 
emperor. 


Geta.  'Would  it  would  come  with  think- 
ing !  for  then  [nator# 
O'  my  conscience  I  should  be  at  least  a  se- 

Maxi,  A  sowter;  ' 

For  that's  a  place  more  fitted  to  thy  nature. 
If  there  could  be  such  an  expectation. 
Or,  say  the  devil  could  perform  this  wonder, 
Can  such  a  rascal  as  thou  art  hope  for  honour? 
Such  a  log-carrying  lout? 

Geta.  Yes ;  and  bear  it  too. 

And  bear  it  swimmingly.    I'm  not  the  first 

ass,  sir,  x  [rendly. 

Has  borne  good  office,  and  performed  it  reve- 

Dio.  Thou  beine  the  son  of  a  tiler,  canst 

thon  hope  to  be  a  senator? 
Geta.  Thou  being  the  sou  of  a  tanner, 

canst  thou  hope  to  be  an  emperor? 
Dio.  Thou  say'st  true,  Geta;  there's  a  stop 
indeed: 
But  yet  the  bold  and  virtuous-^— 

Geta,  You're  right,  master, 
Right  as  a  gun !  For  we,  the  virtuous, 
Tho'  we  be  kennel-rakers,  scabs,  and  scoun* 

drels. 
We,  the  discreet  and  bold — And  yet,  now  I 

remember  it. 
We  tilers  may  deserve  to  be  senators, 
(And  there  we  step  before  you  thick-skin'd 
tenners)  [ones. 

For  we  are  bom  three  stories  high  ;  no  base 
None  of  your  groundlings,  master. 

Dio,  I  like  thee  well ;  [honour*. 

Thou  hast  a  good  mind,  as  I  have,  to  this 
Geta.  As  good  a  mind,  sir,  of  a  simple 
plaisterer: 
And,  when  I  come  to  execute  my  office, 
Then  you  shall  see— 
Mdri.  What? 
Geta,  An  officer  in  fury, 
An  officer  as  he  ought  to  be.    Do  you  laugh 
at  it?  [rence? 

Is  a  senator,  in  hope,  worth  no  more  reve- 
By  these  hands,  I'll  clap  you  by  th'  heels  tha 
first  hour  of  it  1  [lieves ! ' 

Mojci.  U'my  conscience,  the  fellow  be* 
Dio.  Ay,  do,  do,  Geta; 
For  if  I  uiice  be  emperor — ^ 

Geta.   Ihen  will  I  [publick) 

(For  wise  men  must  be-had  to  prop  the  re- 
Not  bate  you  a  single  ace  of  a  sound  senator. 
Dio,  But  what  shall  we  do  the  whilst? 
Geta.  Kill  swine,  and  souse  'em. 
And  eat  ^em  when  we've  bread. 


*  This  whole  speech  is  almost  a  translation  from  Vopiscus.        Syinpwn. 

%  1  could  wisii  tliis  sp/endidus  pannus^  this  Latin  piece  of  patch-work,  was  not  to  be  found 
in  the  oldest  edition  >  It  might  very  well  have  been  spared,  and  the  Author's  learning  have 
suffered  no  detrnnent.         Sympson, 

Never  wast  a  more  injudicious  censure,  than  tiiis  of  Mr.  Sympson  upon  the  above  Latin 
line  ;  it  being  absolutely  necessary,  to  preserve  the  pun  ( for  so  it  must  be  called)  upon  the 
name  of  A  per,  for  the  predictiim  to  be  delivered  in  that  language :  But  perhaps  Mr.  8ynfp« 
•on  would  have  had  the  traitor's  name  Anglicised,  and  hsive  called  hun  Volutins  Boar. 

^  Tftoa  halt  a  ^uod  mind  J  Bettertoii,  in  his  alteration  of  this  play,  reads, 

'  1  hou  hast  as  good  a  mind  as  1  have,*  ^c. 
Sympson  follows  him,  bat  claims  the  merit  of  the  variation. 
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MaxL  Why  did  si  tbou  run  awaj 

Wben  the  boar  made  toward  thee  ?  art  thou 

not  vftliaot? 

Geta,  No,  indeed  am  I  not;  aud  'tis  for 

.  miue  honour  too :  [ster; 

I  took  a  trec^  'tis  true,  gave  way  to  th'  mon- 

Hark  what  Discretion  says:  '  Let  fury  pass; 

*  From  the  tuoth  of  a  mad  beast,  and  the 

tongue  uf  a  slanderer  s, 

*  Preserve  thine  honour.* 

jyio.  He  talks  like  a  full  senator.  [one; 
Go,  take  it  up,  and  carry  't  in.  Tis  a  huge 
We  never  kiU'd  so  large  a  swine ;  so  fierce  too, 
1  never  met  with  yet. 

Jkfcuri.'^ake  heed !  it  stirs  again. 
How 

like  a  squirrel. 


IXo.  Certain,  yon  much  mistake  her. 
MaxL   Mistake  her?  hang  her!  To  bo 
made  her  purveyors. 
To  feed  her  old  chaps,  tapicovide  hec  dail^« 
And  bring  in  feasts,  whust  she  sijts  fartiog 

at  us. 
And  blowing  out  her  Prophecies  at  both  ends ! 
Dio.  'Prithee  be  wise:  Dost  thou  tiiink, 
IMaximinian,  [led^c 

:  So  great  a  rev'rence,  and  so  staid  a  know-* 
Mart.  Sur-rev'rence,  you  would  say !  What 
truth?  what  knowledge  ? 
What  any  thing,  but  eating,  is  good  in  hfTr? 
Twould  make  a  fool  prophesy,  to  be  fed 

[danger, 


Ceia.  I  know  not. 

Dio.  His  throat  is  cut,  and  his  bowels  out. 

Geta.  That's  all  one.  [I  know, 

Vm  sure  bis  teeth  are  in ;  and,  for  any  thing 

Um  may  have  pigs  of  his  own  nature  iirs belly. 

Dio,  Come,  take  him  up,  I  say,  and  see 

him  dress'd ;  [him, 

He's  fat,  and  will  be  lusty  meat;  away  with 

And  get  some  of  him  ready  for  our  dinner. 

Geta.  Shall  he'  be  roasted  whole,      [vice ! 

And  serv'd  up  in  a  souce-tub?  a  portly  ser* 

t!li  run  i'th'  wheel  myself. 

Maxi.  Sirrah,  leave  your  prating. 
And  get  some  piece  of  him  ready  presently ; 
We're  weary  botli,  and  hungry. 

Geta,  ril  about  it. 

What  an  inundation  of  brewis  shall  I  swim 

in !  [Exit. 

Dio.  ThouVt  ever  dull  aud  melancholy. 

Distrustful  of  my  hopes.  [cousin, 

Maxi.  Why,  can  you  blame  me? 
Do  men  give  credit  to  a  juggler  ? 

Dio.  Thou  know'st  she  is  a  Prophetess. 
M^xi.  A  small  one, 
And  as  small  profit  to  be  hop'd  for  by  lier. 
Dio.   Thou  art  the  strangest  man!  How 
docs  thy  hurt  ? 
The  boar  came  near  you,  sir. 
Maxi.  A  scratch,  a  scratch. 
Dio.  It  aches  and  troubles  thee,  and  that 
makes  tliee  augry.  .        [uncle, 

Maxi.  Not  at  the  pain,  but  at  the  practice, 
The  butcherly  base  custom  of  our  lives  now : 
Had  a  brave  enemy's  sword  drawn  so  much 

from  me. 
Or  danger  met  me  in  the  head  o'  th'  army, 
T'  have  blushM  thus  in  my  blood  had  been 

mine  honour; 
But  to  live  base,  like  swihe-herds,  and  be- 
lieve too!  [dreams. 
To  be  fool'd  out  with  tales,  and  old  wives' 
Dreams  when  they're  drunk! 


continually, 
nimbly  tlie  rogue  runs  up  !  he  climbs  [  What  do  you  get?  Your  labour  and  ^rour 

[dead?    '  Whilst  she  sits  bathing  in  her  larded  fury. 
Dio.  Come  down,  you  dunce!  Is  it  not    -  Inspired  with  full  deep  cups,  who  cannot  pro- 


phesy ? 
A  tinker,  out  of  ale,  will  give  predictions; 
But  who  believes  ? 

Dio,  She  is  a  holy  druid, 
A  woman  noted  for  that  faitb,  that  piety, 
Belov'd  of  Heav'n. 

Maxi.  Heav'n  knows,  I  don't  believe  it. 
Indeed,  I  must  confess,  they're  excellent^ 
j  ugglers ;  [fidence : 

Their  age  upon  some  fools  to6  flings  a  con- 
But  what  grounds  have  the^,  what  elemeatft 

to  work  on  ? 
Shew  me  but  that !  the  sieve  and  sheers ;  a 

Icarn'd  oue. 
I  have  no  patience  to  dispute  this  question,^ 
'TIS  so  ridiculous!   I  thiuk  the  devil  does. 

help  'em.; 
Or  rather,  mark  me  well,  abuse  'em,  uncle : 
Tor  they're  as  fit  to  deal  with  him,  these  old 

women,  [ture 

Thev  are  as  jump  and  squar'd  out  to  his  na- 
Jjw.  Thou  hast  a  perfect  malice. 
Maxi.  So  I  would  have 
Against  these  purblind  prophets;    for,  look 
yt»,  sir,  '        [devil^ 

Old  women  will  lie  monstrously,  so  will  the 
(Or  else  h'  has  had  much  wrong,  upon  iny 

knowledge); 
Old  women  are  malicious,  so  is  he; 
Tlv?yVe   proud,  and  covetous,   revengeful, 

lech'raus. 
All  which  are  excellent  attributes  o*  th'  devil : 
They  would  at  least  seem  holy,  so  would  he ; 
And,  to  veil  o'er  these  villainies,,  they'd  pro- 
phesy ; 
He  gives  them  leave  now  and  then   to  use 

their  cunnings. 
Which  is  to  kill  a  cow,  or  blast  a  harvest. 
Make  youug  pigs  pipe  themselves  to  deaths 

choke  poultry, 
And  chafe  a  dairy-wench  into  a  fever 
Witli  pumping  for  her  butter : 


*  Thine  honour.]  '  To  preserve  thy  honour  from  the  tooth  of  a  mad  beast*is  scarcely  sense., 
"iphe  deficiency  of  the  verse  gives  room  to  suspect  that  something  is  dropL    I  read: 

* of  a  mad  beast,  and  the  tongue  of 

*  A  slanderer,  preserve  the^  (or  thyself)  a^d  honour.'       Seward. 
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ut  vfhen  he  makes  tbeae  agents  to  raise  em- 
perors, 
Wlien  he  disposes  Fortune  as  his  serrant. 
And  ties  her  to  old  wives*  tales 

Dh,  Go  thy  ways ; 
Thou  art  a  learned  scholar^  againat  credit. 
You  hear  the  prophecy. 

Majti.  Yes ;  and  I  laugh  at  it, 
And  so  will  any  man  can  tell  but  twenty. 
That  is  not  blind,  as  you  are  blind,  and  ig- 
norant. 
D*  you  think  she  knows  your  fortune? 

JDio,  I  do  think  it. 

J\faxi.  I  know  hhe  has  the  name  of  a  rare 
soothsayer ;  [holy  ? 

Bat  do  you  in  your  conscience  believe  her 
Inspir'd  with  such  prophetic  tire  ? 

I)io,  Yes,  in  my  conscience. 

AfaxL  And  that  you  must,  upon  necessity, 
From  her  words,  be  a  Caisar? 

Dio.  in  live 

Maxi.  There's  one  stop  yet. 

lyio.  And  follow  her  dii*ect ions. 

Mali,  But  do  not  jug|^e  with  me. 

jD</>.  In  faith,  cousin, 
So  full  a  truth  hangs  ever  on  her  prophecies, 
That  how  I  should  think  otherwise 

Maxi.  Very  well,  sir;  [cessary) 

You  then  believe  (for  metliinks  *tis  most  ne- 
She  knows  her  own  fate .? 

I>io,  I  believe  it  ccrtiiin.  [try  it? 

MaxL  Dare  you  but  be  so  wise  to  let  me 
For  I  stand  doubtful. 

Dio.  How? 

Mtui.  Come  nearer  to  me,  [me ; 

Because  her  cunning  devil  shall  not  prevent 
Close,  close,  and  hear. — If  she  can  turn  this 

destiny, 
ni  be  of  your  faith  too.     \Whispert  Diochs, 

Dio.  I'onvard;  I  fear  not;  [thinji^. 

For  if  she  knows  not  this,  sure  she  knows  no- 

Ilnier  Delphia. 

I  am  so  confident 

Maxi,  U'aitli,  so  am  I  too, 
That  I  shall  uinke  her  devil's  sides  hum. 

Dio.  Sije  copRS  here; 
Go  take  your  s-ttuKi. 

Maxi.  Now  iioly%  or  you  howl  for't! 

[Retires. 

Dio.  Tis  pity  this  young  man  should  be 
so  stubborn : 
Valiant  he  is,  aiid  to  Iiis  valour  temperate, 


Only  distrustful  of  delays  in  fortune  ( 
I  love  him  dearly  well. 

Delph.  Now,  my  son  Diocles, 
Are  you  not  weary  of  your  game  to-day^ 
And  are  you  wellr 

Dio.  Yes,  mother,  well  and  lusty ; 
Only  you  make  me  hunt  for  empty  tAiadows. 

Delph.  You  must  have  patieuce:   Romt 

was  not  built  in  one  day;        [currents* 

And  he  that  hopes,  must  give  his  hopes  their 

You've  kiiTd  a  mighty  boar.  i 

Dio.  But  Tm  no  emperor.  [lo«r 

Why  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and' make  mefol^ 
Your  flattering  expectation  hour  by  hour? 
Rise  early,  and  sleep  late?  to   feed  your 
appetites,  [lionoiir? 

Forget  my  trade,  my  arms?  forsake -mine 
Labour  and  sweat  to  arrive  at  a  base  memory  f 
Oppose  myself  to  hazards  of  all  sorts, 
Only  to  win  the  barbVous  name  of  Butcher? 

Delph.  S^n,  you  are  wise. 

Dio,  But  you  are  cunning,  mother;  \y^^f 
And  with  that  cunning?,  and  the  faith  Tgivc 
You  lead  me  blihdly  to  no  end,  no  honour. 
You  lind  you're  daily  fed,  you  take  no  labour^ 
Your  family  at  ease,  they  know  no  market; 
/Vnd  therefore,  to  maintain  this,  you  speak 

darkly. 
As  darkly  still  you  nourish  it;  whilst  I 
(Being  a  credulous  and  obsequious  coxcomb) 
Hunt  daily,  and  sweat  hourly;  to  find  out 
To  clear  your  mystery,  kill  boar  on  boar, 
And  make  your  spits  and  pots  bow  with  my 

bounties: 
Yet  I  ^till  poorer,  further  still 

Delph.  Be  provident. 
And  tempt  not  the  gods*  dooms ;  stop  not 
the  iilory  [then  t 

They're  ready  to  fix  on  you ;  you're  a  fi>ol 
Clicarful  and  ;:rateful  takers  ihe  gods  htvc^ 
And   such  as  wait  their  pleasures  with  full 

hope  s ; 
The  doubtful  and  distrustful  man  Heav'u 

frowns  at. 
What  I  have  told*  you  by  my  inspiration, 
I  tell  you  once  again,  must  and  slmll  dud  yo.u« 

Dio.  But  when?  or  bow? 

Delph.  Cum  Aprum  interfeceris, 

Dio.  I  have  kill'd  many. 

Delph.  Not  the  Bpar  they  point  yon  ; 
Nor  must  I  reveal  further,  'till  you  clear  it  i 
The  lots  of  glorious  men  are  wrapt  in  my- 
steries, 


«  Now  holly,  Sfc]  I  read  hallow  ^e. — Maximinian  did  not  believe  Delphia  had  any  divinit/ 
abuut  her,  and  therefore  when  ticsigiiiug  to  shoot  at*  her,  should  seem  to  say,  wow  hallow 
youj  i.  e.  render  yuiirsclf  holj/,  ov  i/ou  howl  for  it.  As  to  the  old  reading,  I  have  no  idea  of 
it  Ht  ail ;  and  wliat  I  purp«>be  will  read  in  tlie  verse  as  two  syllables  only.         Seward, 

The  whole  ctmversation  respecting  Del^»hia  turns  upou  the  question.  Whether  she  is  really 
holjfj  or  only  pretends  to  be  so:  Maximinian's meaning,  therefore,  seems  to  us  to  bej  *Now 
[yuU  must  Ilk.]  hobfy  or  you  howl  for't;'  and  then  presents  an  arrow. 

Betterton's  alteration  i;ives  the  line  thus : 

*  i\'(>j.>  b'lc'.v  your  holiness, or yoM  hoiclfvi'ty  beldame!' 

7  And  with  that  cannon.]  Tlie  amendment  in  the  text  was  made  by  Betterton,  but  b 
cdaimoJ  by  Sympaon. 
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And  so  deKverM ;  common  and  slight  crea- 
tures, 
That  have  their  ends  as  open  as  their  actions, 
Easy  and  open  fortunes  follow. 

Maxi.  [comin%  forward,^  I  shall  try 
How  deep  your  inspiration  lies  hid  in  you. 
And  whether  your  brave  spirit  have  a  buckler 
To  keep  this  arrow  off;  1 II  make  you  smoke 
else.  [punctually, 

D'to,  Knowing;  my  fortune  so  precisely. 
And  that  it  must  fall  without  contradiction, 
Being  a  stranger,  of  no  tie  unto  you, 
Methinks  you  should  be  studied  in  your  own ; 
In  your  Own  destiny, methinks,  most  perfect : 
And  every  hour,  and  every  minute,  mother, 
(So  great  a  care  should  Heav'n  have  of  her 

ministers) 
Methinks  your  fortunes  both  ways  should 

appear  to  you. 
Both  to  avoid,  and  take.  Can  the  stars  now. 
And  all  those  influences  you  receive  into  you. 
Or  secret  inspirations  you  make  show  of. 
If  an  hard  fortune  hung,  and  were  now  ready 
To  pour  itself  upon  your  life,  deliver  you  ? 
Can  they  now  sav,  *  Take  heed  ?  * 

Delph,  Ha?  *^ray  you  come  hither. 

Maxi,  I  would  know  that:  I  fear  your 

devil  will  cozen  you ;  fyou. 

And,  stand  as  close  as  you  can,  I  shall  be  with 

Dclph,  I  find  a  present  ill. 

J)io.  How? 

DelpK  But  I  scorn  it. 

Maxi.  Do  you  so  ?  do  you  so  ? 

Detph.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it,  Dioclcs. 

Is  il  not  strange,  these  wild  and  foolish  men 

Should  dare  to  oppose  the  power  of  destiny  ? 

That  power  the  gods  shake  at?  Look  yonder, 

son.  [you ! 

Maxi.  Have  you  spied  me  ?  then  have  at 

Delph.  Do;  shoot  boldly!       ' 
Hit  me,  and  spare  not,  if  tliou  canst. 

X)/o.  Shoot,  cousin. 

Maxi.  I  cannot;  mine  arm's  dead  ;  I  have 
no  feeling  ! 
Or,  if  I  could  shoot,   so  strong  is  her  arm*d 
Bbe*d  catch  the  arrow  flying.  [virtue, 

Delph,  Poor  doubtful  people! 
I  pity  your  weak  faiths. 

Dio.'  Your  mercy,  mother ! 
And,  from  this  hour,  a  deity  I  crown  you. 

Delph.  No  more  of  that. 

Maxi.  Oh,  let  my  prayers  prevail  too  ! 
Here  like  a  tree  1  dwell  else :  l>ee  me,  nio- 
tlier,  [thee! 

And,  greater  than  great  fortune,  I'll  adore 

Delph.  Be  free  again,  and  have  more  pure 
thoughts  in  you.  [staiitly ; 

Dio.  Now  I  believe  your  words  most  con- 

Andwhen  I  have  that  power  vouVepromis'd 

to  me —  I  niece  Drusilla, 

Delph.   Remember  then  your  vow:    My 
I  mean,  to  marry  her,  and  then  you  prosper. 

Dio.  I  shall  forget  my  life  else. 

Delph.  1  am  a  poor  weak  woman ;  to  me 
»u  worship. 


Enter  Niger,  Geta,  and  Soldkrt. 

Geta.  And  shall  he  have  as  you  say,  thai 
kills  this  A  per? 

Delph,  Now  mark,  and  onderstand. 

Niger,  The  proscription's  up,  fits 

r  th'  market-place  'tis  up ;  there  you  may  read 
He  shall  have  half  the  empire. 

Geta,  A  pretty  farm,  i' faith.      [Aurelia, 

Niger,  And   th'  emperor's  sister,  bright 
Her  to  his  wife. 

Geta,  You  say  well,  friend :  But,  hark  you ; 
Who  shall  do  this  ? 

Niger.  You,  if  you  dare. 

Geta,  r  think  so  : 
Yet,  1  could  poiso»i  him  in  a  pot  of  perry ; 
He  loves  that  veng'ancely.  But  when  1  have 

done  this, 
May  I  lie  with  the  gentlewoman  ? 

Niger.  Lie  with  her?  what  else,  man? 

Geta,  Yes,  man; 
I  have  known  a  man  married  that  never  lay 

with  his  wife : 
Those  dancing-days  are  done. 

Niger.  These  are  old  soldiers. 
And  poor,  it  seems.     I'll  try  their  appetites. 
'Save  ye,  brave  soldiers ! 

MfLxi.  Sir,  you  talk'd  uf  proscriptions  ? 

Niger,  'Tis  true  ;  there  is  one  set  up  from 
the  emperor. 
Against  Volutins  Aper. 

Di4).  Aper? 

Delph,  Now  I 
Now  have  you  found  tl)e  Boar? 

Dio.  I  have  the  meaning; 
And,  blessed  motluT 

Niger.  Jlc  has  scorn'd  his  master, 
And  l)loodily  cut  off  by  treachery 
The  noble  brother  to  him. 

Dio.  He  lives  here,  sir, 
Sickly  and  weak. 

Niger.  Did  you  see  him? 

Mfixi.  No. 

Niger.  He's  murder'd ;  fpcror. 

So  you  shall  find  it  mention'd  from  the  era- 
And,  honest  fiiilliful  soldiers,  but  believe  it; 
For,  by  the  Gods,  you'll  find  it  so ;  he's  mur- 
der'il  !  [tion. 

The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  proscrip- 

Delph    Jt  i»  most  true,  son,  and  he  coicus 
Aper'?*  a  villain  fnlsc.  [you  ; 

Dio.  I  timnk  you.  mother. 
And  dare  liclieve  you.     Hark  you,  sir  !    the 
As  you  related [rccoiupensc 

Niger.  Is  as  firm  as  faith,  sir, 
Bring  him  alive  or  dead. 

Maxi,  You  took  a  fit  time. 
The  general  being  out  o'  th'  town ;   for  tho* 

we  love  him  not. 
Yet,  had  he  known  this  first,  you  had  paid 
for't  dearly.  [Niger, 

Dio,  Tis  Niger;  now  J  know  him;  honest 
A  true  sound  man ;  and  I  believe  him  con- 
stantly, [hurry 
Your  business  may  be  done,  make  do  |;rcat 
For  your  own  safety. 
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Jfigtr.  No;  Tm  gone,  I  thank  you.  [Exit. 

Bio.  Pray,  Maximinian,  pray. 
.    MaxL  I'll  pray  and  work  too.  [oflTer: 

Dio.  V\\  to  the  marketrplace,  and  read  the 
And,  now  I've  found  the  Boar 

Delph.  Find  your  own  faith  too. 
And  remember  what  yon  have  vow'd. 


Dio,  Oh,  mother!— 
Delph.  Prosper. 

Geta.  If  my  master  and  I  do  this,  there^s 
two  emperors, 
And  what  a  show  will  that  make!  how  we 
shall  bounce  it ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   11. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Drutilla  and  Delphia. 

Dnu.  T  EAVE  us,  and  not  vouchsafe  a 

^    parting  kiss 
To  her,  that  in  his  hopes  of  greatness  lives, 
And  goes  alonj;  with  iiim  in  all  his  dangers  ? 

Delph.  I  grant  'twas  most  inhuman. 

Drus.  Oh,  you  j^ive  it 
Too  mild  a  name  1  'twas  more  than  barbarous ! 
And  you  a  partner  in  it. 

Delph.  I,  Drusilla? 

Dna.  Yes;    you  have  blown  his  swoln 
pride  to  that  vastness. 
As  he  believes  tlie  earth  is  in  his  fathom; 
This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  being: 
And  can  I  hope  that  he,  t*mt  only  fed 
With  the  imagin*d  food  of  future  empire. 
Disdains  ev'n  those  that  gave  him  means,  and 

life, 
To  nourish  such  desires,  when  he's  possess'd 

Of  his  ambitious  ends  (which  must  fall  on  him, 

Or  your  predictions  are  false)  will  ever 

Descend  to  look  on  me  ? 

Delph,  Were  his  intents 
Perfidious  as  the  seas  or  winds ;  his  heart 
Composed  of  falshood ;  yet  the  bcncBt, 
'fUe  greatness  of  the  j;ood  he  hao  from  you, 
(For  what  I  have  conferred  is  thine,  Drusilla) 
Must  make  him  firm  and  thankful:  But  if  all 
Remembrance  of  the  debts  he  stands  engagM 
Find  a  quick  grave  in  his  ingratitude,     [for, 
My  powerful  art,   ttiat  guides  him  to  this 

height. 
Shall  make  him  curse  the  hour  he  e'er  was 
Or  sink  him  to  the  centre.  [raised, 

Dru%.  I  had  rather  [dour 

Your  art  couI<l  force  him   to  return  tiiat  ar- 
To  me,  I  bear  to  him  ;  or  give  me  power 
To  moderate  my  passions:  Yet  1  know  not; 
I  should  repent  your  grant,  tho'  you  had 

sign'd  it 
(So  well  1  find  he's  worthy  of  all  service). 
But  to  believe  that  any  check  to  him 
In  his  main  hopes  could  yield  content  to  me. 
Were  treason  to  true  love,  that  knows  no 

pleasure, 
The  object  that  it  doats  on  iH  affected  ! 

Delph.  Pretty  simplicity !  1  love  thee  for't, 
And  will  not  sit  an  idle  looker-on, 
And  see  it  cozcn'd.     Dry  thy  innocent  eyes, 
And  cast  off  jealous  fears,  (yet  promises 


Arc  but  lip-comforts)  and  but  fancy  aught 
That's  possible  in  nature,  or  in  art. 
That  may  advance  thy  comfort,  and  be  bold 
To  tell  tiiy  soul  'tis  thine;  therefore  speak 
freely. 
Drus.  You  new-create  me!  To  conceal 
from  you 
My  virgin  loudness,  were  to  bide  my  sickneM 
From  my  physician.  Oh,  dear  aunt,  i  languish 
For  want  of  Diodes'  sight:  He  is  the  sun 
That  keeps  my  blood  in  a  perpetual  spring ; 
Rut,  in  his  absence,  cold  benumbing  winter 
Seizes  on  all  my  faculties.Would  you  bind  ma 
(That  am  your  slave  already)  iji  more  fetters^ 
And,  in  the  place  of  service,  to  adore  you  ? 
Oh,  bear  me  then  (but  'tis  impossible, 
1  fear,  to  be  effected;  where  I  may 
See  how  my  Diodes  breaks  thro' hfs dangers. 
And  in  what  heaps  hishonours  flow  uponTiim, 
That  I  may  meet  him  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  his  glories,  and  there  (as  your  gift) 
Challenge  hiui  as  mine  owm 
Delph.  Enjoy  thy  wishes: 
This  is  an  easy  boon,  which,  at  thy  years, 
I  could  have  giv'n  to  any;  but  now  grown 
Perfect  in  all  the  hidden  mysteries 
Of  that  inimitable  art,  which  makes  us 
Equal  ev'n  to  the  gods,  and  nature's  wonders, 
It  shall  be  done  as  fits  my  skill  and  glory  : 
To  break   tUro'  bolts  and  locks,  a  scholar's 
prize  [army, 

For  thieves  and  pick-locks !  to  pass  thro'  an 
Cover'd  with  night,  or  some  disguise,   the 

practice 
Of  poor  and  needy  spies!  No,  my  Drusilla, 
From  Ceres  I  will  force  her  winged  dragons. 
And  in  the  air  hangover  the  tribunal. 
The  music  of  the  spheres  attending  on  us. 
There,  as  his  good  star,  thou  shalt  shine  upon 

him. 
If  he  prove  true,  and  as  his  angel  guard  him : 
But  if  he  dare  be  false,  I,  in  a  moment. 
Will  put  that  glorious  light  out,  with  such 

horror 
As  if  th'  eternal  night  had  sciz'd  the  sun, 
Or  ail  things  were  return'd  to  the  first  chaos. 
And  then  appear  like  furies. 

Drut.  I  wdl  do 
Whate'er  you  shall  command. 
Delph.  Rest  then  assur'd, 
I  am  the  mistress  of  mv  art,  and  fear  not. 

[&oft  musick.     Exeunt, 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Aj)er,  Qamuriut^  Guard,  a  litter  co- 
vered. 

Aper.  Your  care  of  your  sick  einp'ror,  fel- 
low-soldiers. 
Id  cxilours  to  the  life  doth  shew  your  love, 
Aud  zealous  duty  :  Oh,  continue  in  it ! 
And  tho'  I  know  you  long  to  sec  and  hear  him, 
Impute  it  not  to  pride,  or  melancholy,  [vices 
lliat  keeps  you  from  your  wishes;  such  siate- 
(Too,  too  familiar  with  great  princes)  are 
Strangerb  to  all  the  actions  ot  the  life 
Of  good  Numcrianns.     Let  your  patience 
Btt  the  physician  to  his  wounded  eyes, 
(Wounaed  with  pious  sorrow  for  his  father) 
Which  time  and  your  strong  patience  will  re- 
cover, 
Provided  it  prove  constant.  [Goes  to  the  Utter, 
•    1  Guard.  If  he  counterfeit, 
I  will  hereafter  trust  a  prodigal  heir. 
When  he  weeps  at  his  father's  fuiicrnl. 

2  Guard,  Or  a  young  widow,  following  a 
bed-rid  buslmnd 

(After  a  thr^je-yenrs*  j^roaning)  to  the  fire. 

3  Gr/ar(/.  Note  his  humility,  and  with  what 
soft  murmurs 

lie  does  enquire  his  pleasures. 

1  Guard,  And  how  soon 
He  is  instmcted. 

S  Guard.  How  he  bows  nn;«in  too. 

Aper,  All  your  commands,  dread  Cinsar, 
I'll  impart 
To  your  most  ready  soldier,  to  o!»ey  them ; 
So,  take  your  rest  in  peace. — It  is  tlu*  pleasure 
[Turnitigfrom  the  litter  to  the  Guards. 
Of  mijflitv  Civsarfiiis  thsoiks  still  remembered 
For  your  lonv  patienco,  which  a  dciuative, 
Fitting  his  stale  ti*givc»  shnll  fjiiickly  follow) 
That  you  continue  a  strict  guard  upon 
His  sacred  person,  and  m'mit  no  stranger 
Of  any  other  legion  to  come  near  him  ; 
You  being  nui'jt  trustt-fl  by  him.     I  receive 
Your  answer  in  your  sileni  e.  \()W,Canuirius, 
Speak  \%iihobt  HuttVy  .*  liatri  ihy  Aper  acted 
This  passion  to  the  life? 

Catn.  I  would  ap})lHU(l  him, 
Were  he  saluted  C;e*ar:  [Jul  I  fear 
These  loiip-proiructed  counsrih  will  undo  us; 
And  'tis  biyond  my  reason,  he  hcinu;  (had, 
You  should  conceal  yourself,  or  hope  it  can 
Continue  uijfiisc.iver'd. 

J/>fr.  I'imi  Ive  kili'd  him,  [lives. 

Yet  iVed  thu^e  ii£iioraiit  I'ooLs  with  hopes  be 
H«s  a  main  end  m'l.  Thtr  l^'annoniMfi  cohorts 
(That  are  my  own,  and  sure;  ;ne  nol  com<:  u[); 
The  Gennan  Iq-ioiis  wavt-r;  and  Channus, 
BrothiT  to  U)is  dead  dog,  (liirirs  plai^ucs  on 

Niiicr!) 
Is  jealous  ol'  the  murder,  and,  1  hear. 


Is  marching  up  against  me.  TIs  not  tkS^ 
Till  I  have  power  to  JBstify  the  actyfcmful 
To  shew  myself  the  audior:  Be  therefore 
For  an  boor  or  two  (till  I  bcv>e  folly  aowiJed 
How  the  tribunes  and  oeoCuriont  stand  mf^ 

fectod) 
That  none  come  near  the  Ikter.  Iff  find  Ae» 
Firm  on  my  part,  I  dare  profeM  mjadf  ; 
And  then,  live  Aper*s  equal ! 

Cam.  Does  not  the  body 
Begin  to  uutrify  ? 

Aper,  That  exacts  my  haste :  fh. 

When,  but  ev*n  now,  I  feign'd  obedience  to 
As  I  had  some  great  business  to  impart^ 
The  scent  had  almost  choak'd  me;  be  there- 
fore curious  ', 
All  keep  at  distance.  ['S'if* 

Cam.  I  am  taught  my  parts; 
Haste  you,  to  perfect  yours. 

1  Guard.  I'd  rather  meet 
An  enemy  i'  th'  tield,  than  stand  thusnoddin| 
Like  to  a  rug-gown'd  watchman. 

Enter  Diocfvs,  Afariminian,  and  Gtta, 

Maxi.  The  watch  at  noon'? 
This  is  a  new  device 

Cum,  Stand  I 

l)io.  1  am  arm'd 
Against  all  danger. 

M(ni.  If  I  fear  to  follow, 
A  coward's  name  pursue  me ! 

Dio.  Now,  luy  fate. 
Guide  and  direct  me  ! 

Cam.  You  arc  rude  and  saucy, 
Willi  your  forbidden  feet  to  touch  thisgronnd* 
Sacred  to  Caesar  only,  and  to  these       [you? 
T|)at  do  attend  his  per^)!! !  Speak,  what  are 

Dio.  What  ihou,  nor  any  of  thy  faction  are, 
Nor  ever  were;  soldiers,  and  honest  men. 

C<iin.  So  blunt  ? 

Gel  a.  Nay,  you  shall  find  he's  good  at  the 


sharp  I 


oo. 


[murder, 


Dio.  No  instruments  of  craft,  eniiines  of 
Thatserveiheem|»eroroiilyvvithoirdtongui'S, 
South  and  nppUud  hib  vices,  play  the  bauds 
To   all    his    appetites;   and    when  you've 

wrouglit 
So  far  upon  his  weakness,  that  he's  grown   - 
Odious  to  the  subject  and  himself. 
And  can  n(>  further  lulp  youi  wicked  ends, 
You  rid  him  out  o*  th'  \\ay. 

Cum.  Treason! 

Dio.  'Jib  truth, 
And  1  will  make  it  good. 

Cum.  Lay  hands  upon  'em; 
Or  kill  them  suddenly  ! 

Getu.  [  am  out  at  that; 
1  do  nut  like  the  sport. 

Dio.  Wt:at's  he  tl»at  is 
Owner  of  any  virtue  v>orth  a  Roman, 


'  Curious.^  f .  e. 
'  (iela.  'Iht  wu\ 


.  cautious.         Si;mp%on. 

itch  at  noon  ?]    J'he  old  books  give  this  speech  to  Geta,  whom  we  thouglit 

the  most  unlikely  person  on  the  stu^e  to  make  tiie  remark,  be/ore  we  consulted  ficltertuu's 
edition,  uhich  ue  have  followed,  in  ^ivinj;  it  to  Maximinian. 
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Or  does  retain  the  Hiern'ry  of  the  oath 
He  made  to  C»sar,  ttiat  dares  lift  hU  sword 
Against  the  maii  that  (careless  of  his  life) 
Comes  t(>  discover  such  a  horrid  treason, 
As,  when  youhear't,  and  understand  bow  long 
You've  been  abus'd,  will  run  you  mad  with 

fury  ? 
X  am  no  stranger,  but  (like  you)  a  soldier. 
Trained  up  one  froiu  my  youth :    And  there 
are  some  [myself ) 

With  whom  TVe  serv'd,    and  (not  to  praise 
Must  needs  confess  they  have  seen  Diodes, 
In  the  late  Britain  wars,  botli  dare  and  du 
Beyond  a  common  man. 

i  Cimrd,  Diodes? 

2  Guard.  I  know  him; 
The  bravest  soldier  of  the  empire. 

Cum.  Stand! 
If  thou  advance  an  inch,  thou'rt  dead. 

Dip.  Die  thou,  \KiiU  Camurius. 

That  durst  oppose  thyself 'a«;ainst  a  truth 
That  will  l:reakout,  tho'uiouutaiiis  cover  it! 

Geia.  I  fear  this  is  a  sucking  pi*;,  no  boar, 
He  fails  so  easy. 

Din,  Hear  nie,  fellow-soldiers; 
And  if  I  make  it  not  apparent  l4»  you 
This  is  an  act  of  justice,  and  uo  murder, 
C'ut  me  in  pieces.     Til  dispc.se  the  cloud 
That  hath  so  long;  obscur'd  a  bloody  act 
Ne  er  equulM  yclu     You  all  know  with  what 
The  goo<l  Nuuicrianus  ever  j^rac'd     [favours 
The  provost  A  per  ? 

Guard.  True. 

Dio.  And  thut  those  bounties         Flearu'd 
Should  have  contain*d  him  (if  he  e  er  had 
The  elements  of  h(»nesty  and  truth) 
In  loyal  duty :  But  Auibiiion  never      [haste 
LookV  l.;irkward  on   Desert,  l»ut  with  blind 
Boldly  runs  oil :  But  I  lose  time.  You* re  here 
Commanded  by  tliis  A  per  to  attend 
The  e  i.j)'r()r*s  person,  to  acluiit  no  stranger 
To  have  access  U)  him,  or  coiue  near  his  litter. 
Under  prf  trnce,  forsooth,  his  eyes  are  sore, 
And  his  miiid  troubled:    No,  my  friends, 

*      you're  cozen'd  i  / 

The  good  Nnnicrianus  now  is  past 
The  ^nse  of  wroni^  or  injury. 

Guard.   How  !  dead  ^ 

Dio.  Let  your  own  eyes  inform  you. 

[Opens  the  litter, 

Geta.  An  emperor's  cabinet?       [sweeter. 
Fough  !  1  have  known  a  charnel-house  smell 


If  emperor's  flesh  ha?e  thttsurour,  what  will 
When  I  am  rotten?  [mine  do, 

1  Guard.  jMost  unheard-of  villainy  ! 

2  Guard.  And  with  all  cruelty  to  be  re** 
vcni;*d. 

3  Guard.  Who  is  ^ic  murderer?   Nam* 
him,  that  we  may 

Punish  it  in  his  family. 

Dio.  Who  but  A  per? 
The  barbarous  atid  most  ins^rateful  Aper  ? 
His  desperate  poniard  printed  oo  his  breast 
This  deadly  woisnd.     Hate  to  vow*d  enemiei 
Find.s  a  full  satisfaction  in  death, 
And  tyrants  seek  no  further  :  He,  a  suhject. 
And  bound  by  all  the  ties  of  love  and  duty. 
Ended  not  so;  but  does  deny  his  prince 
( Whose  i;host,  forbad  a  passage  to-  his  rest. 
Mourns  by  the  Stygian  shore;  his  funersd- 
rites.  [anger; 

Nay,  weep  not;  let  your  htvefr  speak  in  your 
And,  to  contiriu  you  gave  no  suffrage  to 
I'he  damned  plot,  lend  me  your  helping  hands 
To  wreak  the  parricide;  and  if  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  Diodes  to  deserve  it. 
Make  him  your  leader. 

Guard.  A  Diodes,  a  Diodes ! 

Dio.  We'll  force  him  from  his  guaKis.— >' 
And  now,  my  stars. 
If  yon  have  any  good  for  me  in  store. 
Shew  it,  w  hen  1  have  slain  this  fatal  Boar ! 

[Exewit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Delphiu  and  Drusi/la,  iti  a  throne 
druTt  n  hi/  dragons. 

Dtlph.  Fix  here,  and  rest  awhile  yoorsail- 
strctcird  wings',  [Heavn 

That  have  out-stript  the  winds.    The  eye  of 
Durst  not  beholrl  your  speed,  but  hid  itself 
Bf  hind  the  grossest  clouds:  and  the  pale  moon 
Pluck'd  in  her  silver  bonis,  trembling  for  fear 
That  my  strr>ng  spells  should  force  her  froiA 

her  sphere : 
Such  is  the  power  of  art. 

Drus.  Good  aunt,  where  are  we  f 
Dc/ph.  Look  down,  DrusiUa,  on  tiif  se  lofty 
towers,  [house 

These  spacious  streets,  where  every  private 
Appears  a  palace  to  receive  a  king : 
The  site,  the  wealth,  the  beauty  of  theplace. 
Will  soon  inform  thee  'tis  imperious  Itome, 


*  Sail-stretched  wings.]  I  cannot  forbear  transcribing  a  stanza  out  of  our  inimitable  Spenser, 
which  whether  our  poets  had  in  their  eye  or  no  here,  the  reader  must  judge.  B.  i.  C.  xi, 
Stan.  10. 

*  His  flaggy  wings  when  forth  he  did  display, 

*  Were  like  two  sails,  in  which  the  hollow  wind 
'  Is  gathered  full,  and  worketh  speedy  way : 

'  And  eke  the  pens  that  did  his  pinions  bind, 

*  Were  like  main-yards,  with  fiying  canvas  lin'd ; 
'  VVith  which,  wlien  as  him  list  the  air  to  beat, 

*  And  there  by  force  unwonted  passage  And, 

*  The  clouds  before  him  fled  for  terror  great, 

*  And  all  the  heavens  stood  full  amazed  with  hb  threat.'  S^mpso»i 
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Rome,  the  great  mistress  of  the  conquered 
world. 

Drt/s.  But,  withont  Diocles,  it  is  to  me 
Like  any  wilderness  we  have  pass*d  o*er: 
Shall  I  not  see  him  ? 

Delph    Yes,  and  in  full  glory, 
And  i^lut  thy  greedy  eyes  with  lookini;  on 
His  prosperous  success.     Contain  rhysf.'lf; 
Fortho*all  things  beneath  us  are  transparent. 
The  sharpest-sighted  (were  he  eaglc-ry'd^ 
Cannot  discover  us.     Nor  will  we  hang 
Idle  spectators  to  behold  his  triumph ; 

^nttr  Diodes f  Mojiminian,  Geta^  Guards 
Apcr,  Senators,  Officers,  icith  litter. 

But,  when  occasion  shall  present  itself, 
Do  something  to  add  to  it.     See,  he  comes. 
.    Drus,  How  god-like  be  appears!    With 

such  a  grace, 
The  giants  that  attempted  to  scale  Heaven, 
When  they  lay  dead  on  the  Phlegrcan  plaiu, 
Mars  did  appear  to  Jove. 

Delph.  Forbear. 

Dio.  Look  on  this,  [deed, 

And  when  with  horror  thou  hast  viewed  thy 
Thy  most  accursed  deed,  be  thine  own  judge, 
And  see  (thy  guilt  considered)  if  thou  canst 
Persuade  thyself,  whom  thou  stands*t  bound 

lo  hate, 
To  hope  or  plead  for  mercy. 

Aper,  I  confess 
My  life's  a  burden  to  me. 

Dio.  Thou  art  like  thy  name, 
A  cruel  Boar,  whose  snout  hath  rooted  up 
The  fruitful  vineyard  of  the  commonwealth. 
I  long  have  hunted  for  thee;  and  since  now 
ThouVt  in  ttie  toil,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope  * 

Thou  ever  shall  break  out.     Thou  dost  de- 
serve 
The  hanumnn's  hook,  or  to  be  punished 
More  majurum,  whipt  with  rod.s  to  death, 
Or  any  way  that  were  more  terrible : 
Yet,  since  my  future  fate  depends  upon  thee. 
Thus  tr>  fulfil  great  OelphiaS  prophecy, 
Aper  (thou  fatal  Boar)  receive  the  honour 

[Kills  Aper, 
To  fall  by  Diocles*  hand  !— Shine  clear,  my 

stars, 
That  ushered  me  to  taste  this  common  air. 
In  my  entrance  to  the  wurld,and  give  applause 
To  ^his  great  work! 

Thlph.  Strike  musick  from  the  spheres ! 

[Musick. 

Drus.  Oh,  now  you  honour  me  ! 

Dio.  Ha!  in  the  air? 

AIL  Miraculous  I 


Maxi.  This  shews  the  gods  approre 
l^e  person,  and  the  acL  Then  if  the  senate 
(For  in  their  eyes  I  read  the  soldiers'  lore) 
Think  Diocles  worthy  to  supply  the  place 
Of  dead  Nunierianus,  as  he  stands 
His  heir  is  his  re%'euge,  with  one  consent 
Salute  him  emperor. 

Sen,  Long  live  Diocles ! 
Augustus,  Pater  Pairia,  and  all  titWs 
I'hat  are  peculiar  only  to  the  Caesars, 
We  gladly  throw  upon  him. 

Guard,  We  contirm  it. 
And  will  defend  hi?  honour  with  our  swords 
Against  the  world.  Raise  him  to  the  tribunal. 

1  Sen,  Fetch  the  imperial  robes;  and,  as 
a  sign 

We  givenim  absolute  power  of  life  and  death. 
Bind  this  sword  to  bis  side. 

2  Sen,  Omit  no  ceremony 

That  may  be  for  his  honour.  [Song, 

Masi',  Still  the  gods  [tion. 

Express  that  they  are  pleas*d  with  this  clec- 

Gcta,  My  master  is  an  emperor,  and  I  feel 
A  senator's  itch  upon  me :   'Would  I  could 

hire 
These  fine  invisible  fidlers  to  play  to  me 
At  my  instalment. 

Dto.  I  embrace  your  loves. 
And  hope  the  honours  that  you  heap  upon  roe 
Shall  be  with  strength  supported  :  It  shall  be 
My  study  to  appear  anotoer  Atlas,        Fpire, 
To  stand  firm  underneath  this  heav'n  of  em<- 
And  bear  it  boldly.     I  desire  no  titles, 
But  as  I  shall  deserve  'cm.     I  will  keep 
l^he  name  I  had,  bein«[  a  private  man. 
Only  with  some  small  difference ;    1  will  add 
To  Diocles  but  two  short  syllables  *•, 
And  be  call'd  Dioclesianus. 

Geia,  That  is  fine  I  [nator, 

I'll  follow  the  fashion ;  and,  when  I'm  a  se« 
I  will  be  no  more  plain  Geta,  but  be  cali'd 
Lord  Gctianus. 

Di-us,  He  ne  er  thinks  of  me. 
Nor  of  your  favour. 

Enter  Niger, 

Delph,  If  he  dares  prove  false. 
These  glories  shall  be  to  him  as  a  dream. 
Or  an  enchanted  banqueL 

Niger,  From  Charinus,  [heard 

From  great  Charinus,  who  with  joy  hath 
Of  your  proceedings,  and  confirms  your  ho« 

nours : 
He,  with  his  beauteous  sister,  fair  Aurelia, 
Are  come  in  person,  like  themselves  attended. 
To  gratutate  your  fortune.        [Loud  musick^ 
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—  but  tno  short  syllables. 
And  be  calCd  Dioclesianus.]  Thus  run  all  the  copies  ancient  and  modem :  It  was  doubt- 
less tor  want  of  attention  in  our  Authors,  or  their  editors,  that  this  passage  has  come  down 
to  us  so  incorrcrt:  For  if  we  niust  rea«l,  two  short  syllables,  what  must  we  do  with  Diocle- 
sianus,  which  is  certainly  an  addition  of  three?  And  if  we  read  Dioclesian,  Which  is  much 
more  agreeable  to  the  measure,  we  shall  be  embarrassed  with  that  unlucky  addition  of  Geta, 
to  be  called  Getianvs,  I  am,  however,  upon  the  whole,  for  reading  Dioclesian,  because  the 
▼erse  will  run  better,  and  because  he  is  called  so  through  the  rest  of  the  play.        Sytnpsou^ 


iLct  S.  Scene  9.] 


THE  PROPHETESS. 


SCI 


Enter  CharinuSy  Aurelia,  arid  Attendants, 

jD*o,  For  thy  news. 
Be  thou  ill  Fraoce  proTConsuI. — Let  us  meet 
The  emperor  with  all  honour,  and  embrace 
him.  [eclipse 

Drus,  Oh,  auot,  I  fear  this  princess  doth 
The  opinion  of  my  beauty,  tho*  1  were 
4^yseif  to  be  the  judge! 

J)elpk.  Rely  on  me. 

CAar,  Tis  virtue,  an(|  not  birth,  that  makes 
us  noble: 
prcat  actions  spe^tk  great  minds,  and  sucli 
should  govern ;  [brother. 

And  you  are  grac'd  with  both.    Thus,  as  a 
A  fellow,  and  co-partner  in  the  empire, 
J  dopmbrace  you.     May  we  live  so  far 
From  difference,  or  emulous  competition. 
That  all  the  world  may  say,  altho*  two  bodies, 
We  have  one  mind ! 

Aur.  When  1  look  on  the  trunk 
Of  dear  Numeriaiius,  I  should  wash      [row 
liis  wounds  with  tears,  and  pay  a  sister's  sor- 
To  his  sad  fate;  but  since  he  lives  again 
In  your  most  brave  revenge,  I  bow  to  you, 
As  to  a  power  that  gave  him  second  life, 
And  will  make  good  my  promise.  If  you  find 
Tliat  there  is  wortli  in  me  that  may  deserve  you. 
And  that  in  being  your  wife,  I  shall  not  bring 
DisQuiet  and  dishonour  to  your  bed, 
(Alcno'  my  youth  and, fortune  should  require 
Both  to  be  sued  and  sought  to)  here  I  yield 
Myself  at  your  devotion. 

Dio,  On,  you  gods,  [poqr'd 

Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful!    You  have 
All  blessings  on  me,  that  ambitious  man 
Could  ever  fancy :  'Till  this  happy  minute 
I  ne'er  saw  beauty,  or  bcliev'd  therecould  be 
Perfection  in  a  woman  !  1  shall  live 
To  serve  and  honour  you !  Upon  my  knees 


I  thus  receive  you ;  and,  so  you  vouchsafe  it, 
'I'his  day  Tm  doubly  married,  to  the  empire^ 
And  your  best  self. 

Delph.  False  and  perfidious  villain ! 

Drvs.  Let  me  fall  headlong  on  him !  Oh^ 
my  stars ! 
This  I  foresaw  and  fear'd. 

Char.  Call  forth  a  Flamen. 
This  knot  shall  now  be  tied. 

Delph.  But  I  will  loose  it. 
If  art  or  hell  have  any  strength. 

[Thunder  and  lightning. 

Enter  a  Flamen. 

Char,  Prodigious! 

JVffl^i.  How  soon  the  day's  o'ercast ! 

Flamen.  The  signs  are  fatal ;  [too 

Juno  smiles  not  upon  this  match,  and  shews 
She  has  her  thunder. 

D/o.  Can  there  be  a  stop 
In  my  full  fortune? 

Char.  We're  too  violent. 
And  I  repent  the  haste :  We  first  should  paj 
Our  latest  duty  to  the  dead,  and  then 
Proceed  discreetly.  Let's  take  up  the  body ; 
And  when  we've  plac*d  his  ashes  in  his  urn, 
We'll  try  the  god?  again ;  for,  wise  men  say, 
Marriage  and  obsequies  don't  suit  one  day. 

[Se;«.  fo. 

t)elph.  So ;  'tis  deferr'd  yet,  in  despite  of 
falshood. 
Comfort,  Drusilla;  for  he  shall  be  thine. 
Or  wish,  in  vain,  he  were  not '».  I  will  punish 
His  perjury  to  tlie  height.    Mount  up,  my 

birds »'«. 
Some  rites  I'm  to  perform  to  Hecate, 
To  perfect  my  designs;  which  once  pcrforn^'d, 
He  shall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  call. 
Or  in  his  ruin  I  will  bury  all. 

[  Ascend  in  the  tironeJ 


"  Or  wish  in  vain  he  were  not.  7  will  puniih.'\  To  talk  Jhus  was  not  talking  like  a  Prophe- 
tess, or  like  a  person  of  common  ser^se.  *  IlesIuiU  be  yours,*  says  she  to  Drusilla,  *or  wish  in 
vain,  he  were  not,'  Why  so?  What  occasian  for  Diodes  to  wish  in  vain  that  he  was  not  hers? 
since 'twas  fact  that  he  was  not:  I'he^lteration  I  have  maije,  depends  only  upon  the  change 
of  a  point,  and  the  addition  of  ^  single  letter,  one  of  which  might  be  cabily  overlooked,  and 
the  other  dn)pt. 

Mr.  Seward,  upon  my  laying  my  finger  oo  tliis  passage,  agreed  it  was  corrupt,  and  offered 
to  read  now  for  notk;  The  reader  is  left  to  hu  choice^  se^iyg  both  are  at  his  service. 

Sjfntpson. 

Sympson  reads,  *  Or  wish  in  vain  he  were.    Note,  I  will  punish,  he* 

The  meaning  of  tiie  text  obviously  is,  *  He  shidl  be  thipe,  or  wish  he  had  no  existence;^ 
*  which  1  will  prevent  his  putting  a  period  to.* 

'*  Mount  upj  mt/  birds.]  She  means  dragons.  Thus  what  has,  or  is  supposed  to  nave, 
wings,  as  the  drugiMis  here,  is  by  o*jr  poets  called  a  b'rd,  Shakes^ea^i,*  takes  much  th  *  ^mme 
kind  of  liberty  in  hi'*  Antony  and  Cleopatr.i,  when  he  calls  his  asp:cs  worms  of'  JNilc;  and, 
Milton,  in  imitation  of  his  great  master,  gives  the  serpent  in  Paradise  Lost  the  same  name, 
as  coming  I  suppose  under  the  denomination  of  reptiles.        Sj/mpson,^ 


Vol.  II. 


9A 


d62 


THE  PROPHETESS, 


[Act  9.  Scene  1. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Maximinuin. 


filaxi,  V^HAT  powerful  star  shia'd  at  this 

^  '      man's  nativity, 
And  bless'd  his  homely  cradle  with  full  glory  ? 
What  throngs  of  people  press  and  buz  about 


him, 


[C, 


sesar : 


And  with  their  humming  flatteries  smg  him 
Sing  him  aloud,  and  grow  hoarse  with  salut- 
ing him ! 
Jlow  the  fierce-minded  soldier  steals  in  to  him, 
Adores  and  courts  his  honour  !  at  his  devo- 
tion [laying ! 
Their  lives,  their  virtues,  and  their  fortunes 
Charinus  sues,  thf^^  emperor  entreats  him, 
And,  as  a  brighter  flame,  tfikes  his  beams 
from  him;  [him, 
The  hiess'd  and  bright  Aurelia,  she  dotes  on 
And,  as  the  god  of  love,  burns  incense  to  him; 
All  eyes  live  on  him :  Yet  l*ra    still  Maxi- 
minian,                                       [servant. 
Still  the  same  poor  and  wretched  thing,  his 
What  have  I  got  by  this  ?  where  lies  niy  glory? 
How  am  I  rais'd  and  hoiiour'd  ?  I  have  gone 
as  far                                             [pass'd 
To  wooe  this  purblind  honour,    and  have 
As  many  dangerous  expeditions, 
As  noble,  and  as  high  ;  nay,  in  his  destiny, 
Whilst  'tv^as  unknown,  have  run  a«  many 

hazards, 
And  done  as  much,  sweat  thro' as  many  perils; 
Only  the  hangman  of  V'olutius  Aper, 
Which  I  mistook,  has  made  him  emperor. 
And  me  hib  slave. 

Enter  De/phia  dnd  Drttsilla, 

Delph.  Stand  still !  he  cannot  see  us, 
Till  I  please.     Mark  him  well ;  this  discon- 
tentment 
Fve  forced  into  him,  for  thy  cause,  Drusilla. 

Maxi.  Can  the  gods  see  this, 
See  it  with  justice,  and  confer  their  blessings 
On  him,  that  never  flung  one  grain  of  incense 
Upon  their  altars?  never  bow'd  his  knee  yet? 
And  I  that  have  march'd  foot  by  foot,  struck 
equally,  [praying, 

And,  wliilst  he  was  a-gleaning,  havo~been 
Contemning  his  base,  covetous 


Delph,  Now  well  be  open. 

MaxL  Bless  me !  and  with  all  reverence—- 

Delph.  Stand  up,  son. 
And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungrateful  uncle : 
I  know  thy  thoughts,  and  I  appear  to  ease  *em. 

Maxi.  Oh,  mother,  did  1  stand  the  tenth 
part  to  you 
Engag'd  and  fetter 'd,  as  mine  uncle  does. 
How  would  1  serve,  how  would  1  fail  before 
The  poorer  powers  we  worship [y^^  • 

Delph.  Peace,  and  flatter  not ; 
Necessity  and  anger  draws  this  from  you. 
Of  both  which  I  will  quit  you.  For  your  uncle 
I  spoke  this  honour,  and  it  fell  upon  him. 
Fell  to  his  full  content :  He  has  forgot  me. 
For  all  my  care,  forgot  me,  and  his  vow  too ; 
As  if  a  dream  had  vanished,  so  h' has  lost  me. 
And  I  him;  let  him  now  stand  fast!  Come 
My  care  is  now  on  you.  [hither; 

Maxi.  Oh,  blessed  mother ! 

Delph.  Sund  sti^l,  and  let  me  work. — So ! 
— Now,  Maximinian, 
Go,  and  appear  in  court,  and  eye  Aurelia: 
Believe  what  I  have  done  concerns  you  highly. 
Stand  in  her  view,  make  your  addresses  to  her; 
She  is  the  st-iir  of  honour.  1*11  say  no  more^ 
But  Fortune  is  your  servant:  Go. 

Maxi.  With  reverence, 
All  this  as  holy  truths ;  [Erit. 

Delph.  Believe,  aud  prosper,  [muchcredit, 
.  Drus.  Yet  all  this  cures  not  me !    But  as 
As  much  belief  from  Dioclesian 

EtUer  Gcta,    LictvrSy   and  Suitort  wiih 

pctitiont 

Delph.  Be  not  dejected ;  I  have  warn'd  yon 

often. 

The  proudest  thoughts  he  has  I'll  bumble. — 

Who's  this?  [officer. 

Oh,  'tis  the  fool  and  knave  grown  a  grave 

Here's  hot  and  high  preferment. 

Otla.  What's  your  bill  ? 
For  gravel  for  the  Appian  way,  and  pills? 
Is  the  way  rheumatick  f 

1  Suit.  Tis  piles,  an't  please  you.  [quiline^^. 

Geta.  Remove  me  those  piles  to  Port  F.s- 
Fitter  the  place,  my  friend  :  You  shall  be  paid. 

1  Suit.  I  thsmk  your  worship. 

Geta.  Thank  mc  when  you  have  it. 


*>  Port  Esquiline.]  So  our  great  Spenser,  from  whom  this  passage  seems  to  have  been  taken^ 
1).  ii.  c.  ix.  btan.  SU. 
'  *  But  all  the  liquor,  which  was  foul  and  waste, 

*  Not  good  nor  serviceable  else  for  ought, 

'  They  in  another  great  round  vessel  placed, 

*  Till  by  a  conduit-pipe  it  thence  were  brought : 

*  And  ail  the  rest,  that  noyous  was  and  nought, 

*  By  secret  ways  that  none  might  it  espy, 

^  Was  close  convey 'd,  and  to  the  buck  gate  brought, 

*  Tliat  cleped  was  Port  Esquiline,  whereby 

*  It  was  avoided  quite,  and  thrown  out  privily.*  Sj^'ifpion. 
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Thank  me  another  way,  you  are  an  ass  else : 
I  know  my  office.  You  are  for  the  streets,  sir; 
Lord,  how  ye  throng !  That  knave  has  eaten 
Whip  hiiu,  and  bring  him  bacL.       [gaj-lick ; 
$  Suit,  I  beseech  your  worship;  [sir. 

Here's  an  old  reckoning  for  the  dung  and  dirt, 
Geta.  It  6tinks  like  tiice;  away!  Yet  let 
him  tarry;  [lions 

Ilis  bill  shall  quit  his  breath.  Give  your  peti- 
In  seemly  sort,  and  keep  your  hals  off,   de- 
cently, f cities  ;* 
*  For  scouring  the  wat^r-coiirses  thro'  the 
A  fine  periphrasis  of  a  koinifjl-raker! 
Did  you  scour  all,  u^y  friend  ?  You  hud  some 
business;                                       [take  it, 
Who  shall  scour  you  ?   You're  to  be  paid,  1 
When  surgeons  swear  you  have  perlbrm*d 
your  ojfice. 
4  Suit,  Your  worship's  merry. 
Geta.  We  must  be  sometimes  wit^y, 
To  nick  a  knave ;  'tis  as  useful  as  oufgravity, 
I'll  take  no  more  petitions;  I  am  pesterM ! 
Give  me  some  rest.  [you, 
4  Suit,  I've  brought  the  gold,  an't  please 
About  the  place  you  promised. 

Gcta.  See  him  entered. 
How  iloes  your  dau;^iteV.? 

4  Suit.  Better  your  worship  thinks  of  her. 
Geta.  This  is  with  the  least.     But  let  me 
see  your  daujihter;  [you» — 

Tis  a  good  forward  maid ;    1*11  join  lier  with 
I  do  beseech  ye  leave  me ! 
Lict.  Ye  see  the  edile's  busy. 
Geta.  And  look  t*your  places,  or  I'll  moke 
ye  smoke  else  !—  [yesterday, 

Sirrah,  I  drank  a  cup  of  wine  at  your  house 
A  good  smart  wine. 

Jjct.  Send  hiui  the  piece;   he  likes  it. 
Geta.  And  ( at  the  best  wild  boar  at  that 

same  farmer's. 
2  Suit.  I've   half  left  yet;  your  worship 

shall  command  it. 
Geta.  A  bit  will  serve.  Give  me  some  rest ! 
Gods  help  me, 
How  s/iall  J  labour  when  I  »:ji  a  senator! 

Delfth.  'Tis  a  lit  place  indeed. — 'Save  your 

Do  vou  know  us,  sir  ?  [mastership! 

Oela.  Thfj'^c  wouitn  arc  still  troublesome. 

Tliere  be  houses  providing  for  such  wretched 

wofncn, 
And  some  small  rents,  to  set  ye  a-spinuing. 
Drus.  Sir,  [us, 

Wc  are  no  spijisters;   nor,  if  you  look  upon 
So  wrctciied  as  yf>u  lake  us. 

Dtijfh.  Docs  your  niighiiness. 
That  i*>  a  preat  (lestrf)ycr  ot"  your  memory, 
Yet  und'  rsland  onr  laches? 

Geta.  'Prithci.  kecj)  off,  woman  ! 
It  IS  not  fit  1  slionid  kn.)w  every  c  rcatiirc. 
Altho*  I've  bern  tariiliarwitli  tivee heretofore, 
I  miis'  not  know  iliee  now  ;  my  place  neg- 
lects rl-.'o.  [brances, 
Yet,  ''duse  1  dc'^n  a  glin}pseof  your  reniem- 
Give  me  your  suits,  and  wuit  me  a  month 
hence. 

3A 


Delphi  Our  suits  are,8ir,tosee  the  emperor, 
The  emperor  Dioclesian,  to  speak  to  him, 
And  not  to  wait  on  you.  We've  told  you  all, 
sir.  [men.   - 

Geta.  I  iBUgh  at  your  simplicity,  poor  wo- 
See  the  emperor?  Why,  you  are  deceiv'd ;  now 
The  emperor  appears  but  once  in  seven  years. 
And  then  he  shines  not  on  such  weeds  as  you 

are.— 
Forward,  and  keep  your  state;  and  keep 
beggars  from  me. 
Drus,  Here  is  a  pretty  youth. 

[Exeunt  Geta,  4'<*« 

Enter  Diodes, 
Delphi  He  shall  be  pretty,  [sir, 

Or  i  will  want  my  will.  Since  you're  so  higji, 
I'll  raise  you  hi.;her,  or  my  art  shall  fail  me* 
Stand  close ;  he  comes. 

Dio,  IJow  ^m  I  cross'd  and  tortur*d  ! 
My  most  wish'd  happiness,  my  lovely  mistiness, 
That  must  make  good  my  hopes,  and  link  my 

greatness, 
Yet  scver'd  from  mine  arms !  Tell  me,  high 

Ileav'n,  [thunder| 

How  have  I  sin'd,  that  you  should  speak  in 
In  horrid  thunder,  when  my  heart  was  ready 
To  leap  into  her  breast }  the  priest  was  ready  ^ 
The  joyful  virgins,  and  the  young  men  ready  ? 
When  Hymen  stood,  with  all  his  flame?  a* 

bout  him,  [sweating.^ 

Blessing  the  bed?  the  house  with  full  joy    ■ 
'And  Expectation,  like  ttie  lioman  eagle. 
Took  stand,  and  call'd  all  eyes?  It  was  yoar  ^. 

honour; 
And,  ere  you  give  it  full,  do  you  destroy  it? 
Or  was  there  some  dire  star,  some  devil,  that 

did  it? 
Some  sad  malignant  angel  to  mine  honour  ? 
With  you  I  dare  not  rage. 

Ddph,  With  me  thou  canst  not,  [ed; 
Tho'  it  was  I.  Nay,  look  not  pale  and  fright- 
rU  fright  thee  more:  With  me  thou  canst 

not  quarrel. 
I  rais'd  the  thunder  to  rebuke  thy  falshood, 
(Look  here)  to  her  thy  falshood.     Now  b€ 

ani;ry. 
And  be  as  great  in  evil  as  in  empire. 
Dio.  Bless  me,  ye  powers ! 
Delph.  Thou  hast  full  need  of  blessing. 
'TwasI  that,  at  thy  great  inauguration,  [thee 
Hung  in  the  air  unseen;  'twas  1  that  honoured 
With  various  musicks,  and  swert-sounding 

airs ;  [d^r, 

'Twas  I  inspir'd  the  soldier's  heart  with  won- 
And  made  him  throw  himself  with  love  and 

duty, 
Lf)w  at  tiiy  feet;  'twn?  I  that  ^\\\\  him  to  tliee. 
Hutwtiy  did  lull  tii:s?  To  keep  thy  honesty, 
Thy  vow,   and  faith  :  liiat  once  forgot  and 

slighted, 
Aurelia  in  regard,  the  marriage  ready, 
The  priest  and  nil  the  ceremonies  present, 
'Twas  I  that  thunder'd  loud,  'twas  I  that 

threaten'd, 

2 


5^4 


THE  PROPHETESS. 


[Act  8.  Senile  9. 


Twas  I  that  cast  a  dark  face  over  Heaven, 
And  nnotc  ye  all  with  terror. 

Drus.  Yet  consider, 
As  Tou  are  noble,  as  1  have  desenM  ^ou ; 
For  yet  youVe  tree:  If  neither  faith  nor 
promise,  [ber*d, 

The  deeds  of  elder  times,  may  he  reraero- 
Let  tliesc  new-dropping  tears,  (for  I  btili  love 

These  hands  held  up  to  Heaven [yoii) 

Dio.  1  must  not  pity  you ; 
Tis  not  wise  in  me. 

Delph.  How  !  not  wise  ? 
Din.  Nor  honourable. 
A  princess  is  my  love,  and  dotes  upon  me; 
'  A  fair  and  lovely  princess  is  my  mistress : 
I  am  an  emperor.     Consider,  Prophetess, 
Mow  my  embraces  are  for  queens  and  prin- 
cesses, 
For  ladies  of  high  mark,  for  divine  beauties: 
To  look  so  lo\T  as  this  cheap  common  sweet- 
ness [nothing. 
Would  speak  me  base,  my  names  and  glories 
I  grant,  i  mude  a  vow  ;  what  was  I  then? 
As  she  is  now,  of  no  sort,  (  hope  made  me 
promise;  [strous, 
But  now  I  am  *%  to  keep  this  vow  were  raon- 
A  madness,  and  a  low  inglorious  fondness. 
Delph.  Take  heed,  proud  man  ! 
Dru$.  Princes  may  love  with  titles, 
"But  I  with  truth.    _  ftiny; 
Delph.  Take  heed  !  Here  stands  thy  des- 
Thy  fate  here  follows. 

bio.  Thou  doting  sorceress !  [worthy 

V  Wouldst  have  me  love  this  thing,  that  is  not 
To  kneel  unto  my  saint,  to  kiss  her  shadow  ? 
Great  princes  are  her  slaves ;  s>clected  beau- 
ties [ter 
Bow  at  her  beck ;  the  mighty  Persian's  daugh- 
(Bright  as  the  breaking  East,  as  mid-day  glo- 
rious) 
Waits  her  conftmands,  and  grows  proud  in 
her  pleasures.  \off 
111  see  her  honoured ;  some  match  I  shall  think 
That  shall  advance  ye  both;  meantime.  Til 
favour  ye.               ,                         [Exit, 
Delph.  Mean  time,  I'll  haunt  thee  !— Cry 
not,  w  cnch ;  be  confident,                ["*e) 
Ere  long,  thou  shalt  more  pity  him  (observe 
And  pity  him  in  truth,  than  now  thou  seek'st 

him : 
My  art  and  I  are  yet  companions.     Come, 
girl.  \Ejeuni, 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Geta  and  Lictori. 
Gtia.  I  am  too  merciful,  I  find  it,  friends, 


Of  too  soft  a  nature,  to  be  an  officer ; 
I  hear  too  much  remorse. 

1  Lict^  Tis  your  own  fault,  sir; 

For,  look  you,  one  so  newly  warm  in  office 

Should  lay  about  him  blindfuld,  like  true 
justice :  [sir. 

Hit  where  it  will,  the  more  you  whip  and  hang« 

(Tho*  without  cause ;  let  that  declare  itself 
afterward) 

The  more  you  are  admir*d. 

Geta,  I  think  I  shall  be.  [^ody, 

S  Lict,  Your  worship  is  a  man  of  a  spare 

And  prone  to  anger. 

Geta.  N  ay,  I  will  be  augrv ; 

And  the  best  is,  I  need  not  shew  my  reason. 

2  lAct,  You  need  not,  sir;  your  place  it 
without  reasfm ;  [portion. 

And  what  you  want  in  growth  and  lail  pro- 
Make  up  in  rule  and  rigour. 
Geta.  A  rare  counsellor ! 
Instruct  me  further.    Is  it  fit,  my  friends, 
The  emperor,  my  master  Dioclesian,    [ners 
Should  now  remember  or  the  times  or  man- 
That  call'd  him  plain  down  Diodes? 

1  Lict.  He  must  not; 

It  stands  not  with  his  royalty. 

Geta,  I  grant  ye. 
I  being  then  the  edile  Getianus, 
A  man  of  place,  and  judge,  is  it  held  requisite 
J  should  commit  to  my  consideration 
'Those  rascals  of  removed  and  ragged  hours. 
That  with  unrevVend  mouths  call'd  me  slave 
Geta? 

2  Lict,  You  must  forget  their  names ;  your 
honour  bids  you.  [natures. 

Geta.  I  do  forget;  but  I  will  hang  their 
I  will  ascend  my  place,  which  is  of  justice; 
And,  Mercy,  I  forget  thee. 

Suit,  A  rare  magistrate ! 
Another.  Solon  sure. 

Geta.  Bring  out  the  offenders. 

1  Lict,  There  are  none  yet,  sir;  but  no 

doubt  there  will  be.  [naturesr— 

But  if  you  please  touch  some  things  of  those 

Geta.  And  am  I  ready,  and  mine  anger  too. 
The  melancholy  of  a  magistrate  upon  me. 
And  no  offenders  to  execute  my  fury  ? 
Ha !  no  offenders,  knaves  ? 

1  Uct.  There  are  kuaves  indeed,  sir; 
But  we  hope  shortly  to  have  *em  for  your 
worship. 

Geta,  No  men  to  hang  or  whip?  Are  ye 
good  officers, 
That  provide  no  fuel  for  a  judge's  fury? 
In  this  place  something  must  be  done;   thii 

chair,  I  tell  ye, 
When  I  bit  down,  must  savour  of  severity : 


«  hut  noo)  I  am.]  Now  I  am'  what  ?  of  no  sort,  &c.  to  be  sure.  But  this  is  not  what  he 
meant  to  say,  but,  as  it  seems,  quite  the  contrary.  And  accordmgly  I  have  reformed  the 
text. 

Mr.  Seward  offered  the  same  conjecture.         Sj^mpson, 

The  meaning,  we  think,  is,  \l  was  then  of  no  rank,  but  now  I  am  of  high  condition,' 
This  is  rather  inaccurately  expressed ;  but  may  be  fairly  deduced  from  the  old  text. 

Betterton  reads, '  But  as  I  am ; '    Sympson  and  Seward^  '  But  as  I'm  now.' 
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Therefore,  I  warn  je  all,  bring  roe  lewd 
people,  [^*^)  > 

Or  likely  to  be  lewd  (twigs  must  be  cropt 
Let  me  have  evil  persons  in  abundance, 
Or  make  'em  evil;  *tis  all  one,  do  but  say  so, 
That  T  may  have  fit  matter  for  a  magistrate, 
And  let  me  work.  If  I  sit  empty  once  more, 
And  lose  my  longing,  as  I  am  true  Edilc, 
And  as  I  hope  to  rectify  my  country, 
You  arc  those  scabs  1*11  scratch  off  from  the 

commonwealth, 
You  are  those  rascals  of  the  state  I  treat  of  »• ; 
And  vou  shall  find  and  feel 

2  tdci.  You  shall  Imvc  many. 
Many  notorious  people. 

Geta.  Let  *eni  be  people. 
And  take  ye  notorious  to  yourselves.    Mark 

nie,  my  Lictors, 
And  you  the  rest  of  my  officials ; 
If  I  be  ant^ry,  (as  my  place  will  ask  it) 
And  want  tit  matter  to  dispose  my  authority, 
1*11  hang  a  hundred  of  ye :  1*11  not  stay  bn^er, 
Nor  enquire  no  further  into  your  offences; 
It  is  suihcient  that  I  find  no  criminals. 
And  therefore  I  must  make  some ;  if  1  cannot, 
Suffer  myself;  for  so  runs  my  commission. 

Suit.  An  admirable,  zealous,  and  true  jus- 
tice !  [people, 

1  Lict.  I  cannot  hold !  If  there  be  any 
Of  what  degree  soever,  or  what  quality. 
That  would  behold  the  wonderful  works  of 

justice 
In  a  new  officer,  a  man  conceaFd  yet,    [der 
Let  him  repair,  and  see,  and  hear,  and  won- 
At  the  most  wise  and  gracious  Getianus! 

Enter  Delphiu  and  Drusilla. 

Geta,  This  quidilies  a  little. — What  are 

these  ? 
Delph,    You  shall  not  mourn  still :  Times 
of  recreation, 
To  allay   this  sadness,  must  be  sought.-^ 

What*shere? 
A  5uiperstitious  flock  of  senseless  people 
Worshipping  a  si«rii  in  uffice? 

Geta.  Lay  liold  on  her,  [Guards  seize  her. 
And  hold  her  fast, 

Sjie  w  ill  slip  thro'  your  fmgers  like  an  eel  else ; 

I  kno^v  her  tricks.  Hold  her,  I  say,  and  bind 

her ;  [wherefore. 

Or,  hang   her  first,   and  then   1*11  tell   her 

Delph.  What  have  I  done? 

Geta.  Tir  haat  done  enough  to  undo  thee ; 

Thou  hast  pressed  to  the  einperor*8  presence 

without  my  warrant, 
I  being  his  key  and  image. 

Delph.  You  are  an' image  indeed,  [ing, 
And  of  the  coarsest  siurt*,  and  the  worst  mak- 
That  eVr  I  look*d  on  yet:  I'll  make  as  good 
An  image  of  an  ass. 


Gtta,  Besides,  thou  art  a  woman  of  a  lewd 
life.  [mon  fame 

Delpk.  I  am  no  whore,  sir ;  nof  no  com* 
Has  yet  proclaim*d  me  to  the  people  vicious. 

Geta,  Thou  art  to  me  a  namuable  lewd 
woman, 
Which  is  as  much  as  all  the  people  swore  it« 
I  know  thou  art  a  keeper  of  taiuc  devils: 
And  whereas  great  and  grave  men  of  my  place 
Can  by  the  laws  be  allow*d  but  one  a-piece. 
For  their  own  services  and  recreations. 
Thou,  like  a  traiterous  quean,  keep'st  twenty* 
Twenty  in  ordinary  !  [devils, 

Delph.  *Pray  you,  sir,  be  pacified : 
rf  that  be  all,  and  if  you  want  a  servant, 
You  shall  have  one  of  mine  shall  serve  for 

nothing, 
Faithful,  and  diligent,  and  a  wise  devil  too; 
Think  for  what  end. 

Geta,  Let  her  alone :  Tis  useful ; 

[Guards  release  htr* 
We  men  of  business  must  use  speedy  ser- 
Let  me  see  your  family.  [vants. 

Delpk,  Think  but  one,  he's  ready. 

Geta.  A  devil  for  intelligence?  No^  no. 
He'll  lie  beyond  all  travellers.  A  state-devil } 
Neither ;  he  will  undo  me  at  mine  own  wca*^ 
For  execution  ?  He  will  hang  me  too.     [pon. 
rd  have  a  haudsome,  pleasant,  and  a  lin« 

She-devil, 
To  entertain  the  ladies  that  come  to  me; 
A  traveird  devil  too,  that  speaks  the  tongues, 
And  a  neat  carving  devil.  \^Mu$kk* 

Enter  a  She-deviL 

Delph,  Be  not  fearful. 

Geta*  A  pretty  brown  devil,  i*  faith.  May 

I  not  kiss  her? 
Delph,  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too;  she  is 
your  servant. 
Fear  not,  her  lips  are  cool  enough. 

Geta,  She  is  marvellous  well  mounted. 

What's  her  name? 
Delph.  Lucifera. 

'Geta.  Come  hither,  Lucifera,  and  kiss  me. 
Delph,  Let  her  sit  on  your  knee. 
Geta.  The  chair  turns!   lley,  boys  ! 
Pleasant,  i'  fuith  !  and  a  fine  facetious  devil. 

[Dance, 
Delph.  She  would  whisper  in  your  ear,  and 

tell  you  wonders. 
Geta.  Comi; !— What's  her  name  ? 
Delph.  Lucifera. 
Geta.  Come,  Lucie; 
Come,  speak  thy  mind.— -T  am  certain  burnt 
to  ashes !     [Ereunt  omnes  prater  Geta. 
I  have  a  kind  of  glass-house  in  my  codpiece  ! 
Are  these  the  flames  of  state?  I'm  roasted 

over. 
Over,  and  over-roasted.    Is  this  office  ? 


»*  /  treat  of.\  Seward  thinks  tliis  reading  flat,  and  therefore  substitutes,  *  I'll  tread  on.' 
We  cannot  think  any  change  necessary. 

Bettcrlou  reads,  *  You  are  those  rascals  of  the  state  F II  punish  J 
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The  pleasure  of  authority?  FU  no  more  on't; 
Till  I  can  punish  devils  too,  IMl  quit  it. 
Some  other  trade  now,  and  some  cour&e  less 

dangerous, 
Or  certainly  Til  tile  again  for  two*penco. 

[EsU, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  CharhiuSf  Aure/ia,  CaxsanUf  Ambassa- 
dors, and  Attendants. 

Aur,  Never  dispute  with  me  ;  you  cannot 

have  her.  [Iiim. 

Nor  name  the  o;reatncs8  of  your  king ;  I  s^orn 

Your  knees  to  me  are  nothing;  should  he 

bow  too,  [him  '7. 

It  were   his  duty,  and  my  power  to  sligfit 

Char.  She  is  her  woman,  (never  sue  to  me) 
And  in  her  poutr  to  render  her  or  keep  her; 
And  she,  my  sifter,   not  to  be  compcU'd, 
Nor  have  her  own  suatch*d  from  her. 

Amb,  We  desire  not,  [of; 

But  for  what  ransom  she  shall  please  to  think 
Jewels,  or  towns,  or  provinces. 

Aur,  No  random  ;  j^upon  it, 

JMo,  not  your  king's  own  head,  his  crown 
And  all  the  low  subjections  of  his  people. 

Anib.    Fair    princes   should  have    tender 

Aur.  Is  she  too  good  [thoughts. 

To  wait  upon  the  mighty  emperor's  sisU'r  ? 
What  princess  of  that  sweetness,  or  that 
excellence,  [monarchs, 

Sprung  from  the  proudest  and  the  mightiest 
But  may  l»e  Irighly  blest  to  be  my  servant? 

i^as.  Tis  most  true,  mighty  lady. 

Aur.  Has  my  fair  usage  [tune. 

Made  yon  so  much  despise  me  and  your  for- 
That  you  grow  weary  of  my  entertainments? 
Henceforward,  as  you  are,  I  will  command 

And  as  you  were  ordain'd,  my  prisoner. 
My  slave,  and  one  I  may  dispose  of  any  way; 
No  more  my  fair  companion.  Tell  your  king 

so; 
And  if  he  had  more  sisters,  I  would  have  *em, 
And  use  *em  as  I  please.     You  have  your 

answer. 
Amb.    We  must  take  some  other  way: 

force  nwist  compel  it. 

[Exeunt  Ambassadors. 

Enter  Maximiuian, 
Mart.  Now,  if  thou  bc'st  a  Prophetess, 
and  canst  do  [vers. 

Things  of  that  wonder  that  thy  tongue  deli- 
Canst  raise  me  too^  I  shall  be  bound  to  speak 

thee :     , 
I  half  believe;  confirm  the  other  to  me, 


And  monuments  to  all  succeeding  ages. 

Of  thee,  and  of  thy  piety Now  she  eyes 

me.  [unto  me :. 

Now  work,  great  power  of  art  I  She  mov^s 

How  sweet,  bow  fair,  and  lovely  her  aspects 

are !  fmc. 

Her  eyes,  like  briglit  Eoan  flames,  shoot  thro' 

Aur.  Oh,  my  fair  friend,  where  have  you 

JliioLri.  What  am  I  ?  [been  ? 

What  does  she  take  me  for?  Work  still,  work 

strongly  I 

Aur,  Where  have  you  fled  my  loves  and 

my  embraces? 
Mnxi,  I  am  beyond  my  wits ! 

WW 

Aur.  Can  one  poor  thunder. 
Whose  causes  are  as  common  as  his  noises, 
Make  you  defer  your  lawful  and  free  plea- 
sures ? 
Strike  terror  to  a  soldier's  heart,  a  monjirch's  ? 
Thro'  all  the  fires  of  angry  Heav'n,  thro' 

tempests 
That  sinji  of  nothing  but  destruction, 
Kv'n  underneath  the  bolt  of  Jove,  then  ready, 
And  aiming  dreadfully,  I  would  seek  you. 
And  fly  into  your  arms. 

Maxi.  1  sfiall  be  mighty. 
And  (which  1  never  knew  yet)  I  am  goodly; 
For  certai  1,  a  most  handsome  man. 

CItar.  I'y,  sister ! 
What  a  forgetful  weakness  is  this  in  you ! 
What  a  light  presence !  These  are  words  and  " 

offers 
Due  only  to  your  husband,  Dioclesian ; 
This  free  behaviour  only  his. 

Aur.  Tis  strange. 
That  only  empty  names  compel  affections: 
This  man  you  see,   give  him  what  name  or 


tit  It 


[ti. 


t'r. 


Let  it  be  ne'er  so  poor,  ne'er  so  despised,  bro- 
Tliis  lovely  man 

Muxi.  Tho'  I  be  haiig'd,  Til  forward  ! 
For,  certain,  I  am  excrilent,  and  knew  not. 

Aur.  This  rare  and  sweet  young  man — 
See  how  he  looks,  sir. 

Maxi.  I'll  justle  hard,  dear  uncle. 

Aur.  This  thing,  I  say. 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  what  fortune. 
This  most  unequall'd   mau,   this  spring  of 

beauty, 
Deserves  the  bed  of  Juno. 

Char.  You're  not  mad  ?  [better. 

Muxi.  I  hope  she  be ;   I'm  sure  Fm  little 

Aur.  Oh,  fair,  sweet  nmn .' 

Char.  For  shame,  refrain  this  impudence] 

Maxi.  'Would  !  had  her  alone,  that  I  mii;ht 

seal  this  bleiising !  ftinue. 

Sure,  sure  she  should  not  beg.     If  this  ctin- 

As  I  hope  iieav'n  it  will,  uncle,  Fll  nick  you, 


«'  Mt/  power  to  slight  him.]  Sympson  would  read, 

* Uiy  part  to  slight  him;' 

but  the  text  is  much  Kettcr  than  Uie  proposed  variation,  and  seems  conflnned,  and  explained, 
^y  the  next  spcccli : 

*  And  in  ber  j>c/»er  to  render  her  or  keep  her.' 
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I'll  nick  jou,  by  tliis  life !  Some  woold  feftr 

killing 
Id  the  pursuit  now  of  so  rare  a  venture : 

Enter  Diocles, 
I'm  covetoas  to  die  for  such  a  beauty. 
Jdine  uncle  comes;  now  if  she   stand,  I'm 
happy. 
Cbar,  Be  right  again,  for -honour's  sake! 

Dio.  Fair  mistress [fellow  ? 

Jur.  What  man  is  this  ?  Away  !  what  saucy 

Dare  any  such  hases;room  pres^  to  salute  me  ? 

Dio    Have  you  forgot  me,  fair?  gr  do  you 

jest  with  mc?  [lovely. 

I'll  tell  you  what  f  am.  Come,  'pray  you  look 

Nothing  but  frowns  and  scorns? 

Jar,  Wl»o  is  this  fallow?  [husband. 

Dio.  ril  tell  you  who  I   am  ;  I  am  your 
ylur.  Hushand  lo  me.^ 
Dio,  To  you.     I'm  Dioclcsian. 
Maxi.  iMorr  of  this  sport,  and  I  am  made, 
old  mother ! 

Effect  but  this  thou  hast  begun 

Dm;.  1  am  he,  latly,  [A per; 

Reveng'd  your  bn)ther*8  death,  slew  cruel 
I'm  he  the  soldier  courts,  the  empire  honours, 
Your  brother  loves;  am  he,  my  lovely  mis- 
Will  make  you  empress  of  the  world,  [tress, 

ALixi.  Still  excellent ! 
Now  1  see  too,  mine  uncle  may  be  cozen'd ; 
An  emperor  may  sulfer  like  another. 
Well  said,  old  mother !  hold  but  up  this  mira- 
cle— 
Aur,  Thou  liest !  thou  art  not  he;  thou  a 
brave  fellow?  [women? 

Char.  Is  there  no  shame,  no  modesty,  in 
Aur,  Thou  one  of  hi»;h  and  full  mark? 
Dio.  Gods,  what  ails  she? 
Aur.  Generous  and  noble  ?  Fy  !  thou  liest 
most  basely. 
Thy  face,  and  all  aspect  upon  thee,  tells  me 
Thou  art  a  poor  Daloiatian  slave,  a  low  thing, 
Not  wprth  the  name  of  Roman :  Stand  off 
further ! 
Dio,  What  may  this  mean? 
Aur.  Come  hitl^er,  my  Endytnion  ; 
Come,   shew  thyself,  and  all  eyc^  be  bless'd 
in  thee  ! 
Dio.  Ha !  what  is  this? 
Aur.  Thou,  fair  star  that  I  lire  by, 
Look  lovely  onmc,  break  into  full  brightness! 
liOok ;  here's  a  face  now  of  anorhcr  making. 
Another  mould;  here's  a  divine  proportion ; 
Eyes  fit  for  Phoebus'  self,  to  gild  ihe  world 
with;  [Heaven: 

And  there's  a  brow  arch'd  like  the  state  of 
Look  hovr  it  bends,  and  with  what  radiance. 
As  if  the  synod  of  the  gods  sat  under : 
Look  there,  and  wonder !  Now  behold  that 

fellow. 
That  admirable  thing,  cut  with  an  axe  out. 
Mori,  Old  woman,  iho'  I  cannot  tive  tlice 
recompense,  [rious — 

Yet,   certainly,   I'll  make  thy  name  as  glo- 
Diu,  Is  this  in  truth  ? 


Char.  She's  mad,  and  you  must  pardon  her. 

Dio.  She  hangs  upon  him;  see  ! 

Char.  Her  fit  is  strong  now. 
Be  not  you  passionate. 

Dio.  She  kisses ! 

Char,  Let  her ; 
Tis  but  the  fondness  of  her  fit. 

Dio.  I'm  fool'd! 
And  if  I  sutfer  this 

Char.  'Pray  you,  friend,  be  pacified; 
This  will  be  otf  anon.     She  goes  in. 

[Esii  Aurelia, 
Dio.  Sirrah  ! 

Ifiaxi.  What  say  you,  sir? 
Dio.  How  dare  thy  lips,  thy  base  lips— — 
Maxi.  lam  your  kinsman,  sir,  and  no  such 
base  one. 
I  sought  no  kisses,  nor  I  had  no  reason 
To  kick  the  princess  from  me ;  'twas  no  man* 

ners: 
I  never  yet  compell'd  her;  of  her  courtesy 
What  she  bestows,  sir,  I  am  thankful  for. 
Dio.  Be  gone,  villain !  '    [glory, 

Maxi.  I   will,  and  I  will  go  off  with  tliat 
And  magnify  my  fate.  [Exit,' 

Dio.  Good  brother,  leave  me : 
I'm  to  myself  a  trouble  now. 

Char.  I'm  sorry  lor't. 
You'll  find  it  but  a  woman-fit  to  try  you. 
Dio.  It  may  be  so ;  I  hope  so. 
Char.  I  am  asham'd,  and  what  I  think  I 
blush  at.  [Exitm 

Dio.  Wh«t  misery  hath  my  great  fortune 
bred  me !  [states, 

And  how  far  mu.st  I  suffer?  Poor  and  lovr 
Tho*  they  know  wants  and  hungers,  know  not 
these,  [them. 

Know  not  these  killing  fates:  Little  contents 
And  with  that  little  they  live  kings,  com- 
manding [Honour! 
And  ordering  both  their  ends  and  hjves.  Oh, 
How  greedily  men  seek  thee,  and,  once  pur- 
chased, [thou ! 
How  many  enemies  to  man's  peace  bring'st 
Ho\vmany  griet'sand  sorrows,  that  like  sheers. 
Like  fatal  sheers,  are  sheering  off  our  live» 

still ! 
How  many  sad  eclipses  do  we  shine  thro' ! 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drusilloy  veiled. 

When  I  presum'd  I  was  bless'd  in  this  fair 
woman— 
Delph.  Behf>ld  bun  now,  and  tell  me  how 

thou  lik'st  him. 

Dio.  When  all  my   hopes  were  up,  and 

Fortune  deaJt  me  [narcb, 

Ev'n  for  the  greatest  and  the  happiest  mo> 

Then  to  be  cozen'd,  to  be  cheated  basely! 

By  mine  own  kinsman   cross'd!    Oh,  villain 

kinsman ! 
Curse  of  my  blood !  because  a  little  younger, 
A  little  smoother-fac'd  !  Oh,  false,  false  wo- 
man, 
False  and  forgetful  of  thy  faitlil  I'll  kill  him. 
But  can  I  kill  her  hate  too?  No.Iic  wooes  not. 
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Kor  worthy  is  of  death ;  because  she  follows 

him,  [cent  ? 

Because  she  courts  him,  shall  T  kill  an  inno- 

Oh,  Diodes !  'Would  thou  hadst  never  known 

this, 
Nor  surfeited  upon  this  sweet  ambition. 
That  now  lies  bitter  at  thy  heart!  Oh,  For- 
tune, [hubbies, 
That  thou  hast  none  to  fool  and  blow  like 
But  kin^s,  and  their  contents ! 

Delphi  What  thiiikyQU  now,  girl? 

Dims.  Upon  my  life,  J  pity  his  misfortune. 
See  how  he  weeps  !  I  cannot  hold, 

Delph.  Away,  fool !  [him. — 

He  must  weep  bloody  tears  before  thou  hast 
How  fare  you  nowj  brave  Dioulesian  ? 
What!  lazy  in   your  loves?  Has  too  much 
Duird  your  most  mighty  faculties?  [plr4isure 

Dio,  Art  thou  there. 
More  to  torment  mc?  Dost  thou  come  to 
mock  me  ? 

Dc/pk.  I  do;  and  I  do  laugh  at  all  thy  suf- 
ferings :  [wailin<£s. 
I  that  h^vc  wrought  'em,  come  to  scorn  thy 
I  told  thee  once,  *  This  is  thy  fate,  this  wo- 
man ; 
*  And  as  tbou  ustst  her,  so  thou  shalt  prosper.' 
It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turp  this  destiny. 
Nor  stop  the  torrent  of  those  mi^ries 
(If  thou  neglect'st  her  still)  shall  fall  upon 

thee. 
Sigh  that  thou  art  dishonest,  false  of  faith, 
Proud,  and  dost  tlnnk  no  power  can  cross  thy 
l*hou*lt  find  a  fate  above  thee,     [pleasures*; 

Drus.  Good  aunt,  speak  nildly  i 
See  how  he  looks  and  suffers. 

Dio.  I  find  and  feel,  woniao, 
That  I  am  miserable. 

Delph.  Thou  art  most  ipiserable. 

Dio.  That  as  J  am  the  most,  I  am  most 
But  didst  thou  work  this  ?  [miserable. 

Delph.  Ye3,  and  will  pursue  it. 

J)io.  Stay  there,  and  have  some  pity.  Fair 
Drusilla,  [me) 

Let  me  persuade  thy  mercy,  (thou  hast  lov'd 
Altho'  I  know  my  suit  will  sound  unjustly. 
To  make  thy  love  the  means  to  lo&e  itself, 
Have  pity  on  me  I 

Dnis.  I  will  do. 

Delph.  Peace,  niece! 
Altho'  this  softness  may  become  your  love. 
Your  care  must  scorn  it.  Let  him  still  con- 
temn tiiee, 


And  still  111  work  ;  the<saroc  affection 
He  ever  shews  to  thee,  be*t  sweet  or  bitter, 
The  same  Aurelia  shall  shew  him ;  no  further : 
Nor  shall  the  wealth  of  all  his  empire  free 
this. 

Dio.  I  must  speak   fair.i — Lovely  yo"ng 
maid,  forgive  me,  [too '% 

Look  gently  on  my  sorrows!  You  that  grieve 
r  see  it  in  your  eyes,  and  thus  I  meet  it. 

Dnis,  ()h,  aunt,  I'm  bless'd  ! 

Dio.  Be  not  both  young  and  cruel; 
Again  I  beg  it,  thus. 

Enter  Aurelia. 

Dnft,  Thus,  sir,  I  grant  it. 
He*s  mine  own  now,  aunL 

Delph.  Not  yet,  girl ;  thouVt  cozen'd. 

Aur,  Oh, my  dear  lord,  how  have  I  wroqg'd 

your  patience !  [tions! 

How  wander'd  from  the  truth  of  my  affeo- 

How,  like  a  wanton  fool,  shun'd  that  I  lov'd 

most ! 
But  you  are  full  of  goodness  to  forgive,  sir. 
As  1  of  grief  to  beg,  and  shame  to  take  it: 
Sure  I  was  not  myself!  some  strange  illusion^ 
Or  what  you  plea^  to  pardon 

Dio,  All,  my  dearest;  [tliec. 

All,  my  delight !  and  will)  more  pleasure  take 
Than  if  there  had  been  no  such  dream ;  for. 
It  ^'as  no  more.  [certain, 

Avr.  Now  you  have  seal'd  forgiveness, 
I  take  my  leave ;  and  the  gods  keep  your  good- 

.   ness!  [Exit, 

Delph.  You  see  how  kindness  prospers! 
Be  but  so  kind 
To  marry  her,and  see  then  what  new  fortunes. 
New  joys,  and  pleasures,  far  lieyond  tljislivJy» 
Beyond  her  greatness  too 

Dto.  I'll  die  a  dog  iirst ! 
Now  I  am  reconcil'd,  I  will  enjoy  her 
Jn  spite  of  all  thy  spirits,  and  thy  witchcraft^, 

Delph.  Thou  shalt  not>  fool ! 

Dio.  I  viU,  old  dotmg  devil ! 
And  wert  tliou  any  thing  but  air  and  spirit^ 
My  sword  should  tell  thye 

Delph.  I  contemn  thy  tbreat'nings; 

Arid  thou  shalt  know  I  hold  a  power  above 

thee. —  ,  [fool  I 

We  must  remove,Aurelia.  Come. —  Farewell, 

When  thou  shalt  see  me  next,  tbou  shalt  bow 

to  me. 

Dio.  Look  thou  appear  no  more  to  crosi 
my  pleasures !  [Exeunt, 


'•  You  that  f[rieve  ioo."]  Tlic  particle  that^  seems  to  have  no  right  of  place  here:  If  we 
must  have  a  niou' 153  liable  to  fill  up,  it  seems,  as  if  those  was  a  more  significant  one  than  the 
present  thai,  and  ought  to  agree  with  sorrozt^s  as  the  antecedent.  However,  as  no  great 
matter  depend i)  upon  it,  I  leave  it  to  every  one**  judgement,  which  way  be  will  read.  Sifmpum, 

That  stands  for  uha; — and  the  passage  means,  *Fity  me  1  pity  me,  you  that  grieve  1  I  ^©f 
1  your  grief  in  your  eye«,  and  meet  it  with  a  kiss/ 
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ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Cfwrus. 

CO  full  of  matter  is  our  history, 
•^  Yet  rnix'd,  I  hope,  with  sweet  variety, 
The  accidents  not  vulvar  too,  hut  rare. 
And  fit  to  ho  presented,  that  there  wants 
Roou)  ia  this  narrow  stajie,  and  time,  to  ex- 
Iii  action  to  the  life,  our  Dioclesian     [press, 
In  liis  full  lustre:  Yet  (as  the  stiituary, 
That  hy  the  lrtri»e  size  of  Alcides'  foot 
Guess'd  at  his  whole  proportion)  so  we  hope 
Yotir  apprehensive  judgments  will  conceive 
Out  of  the  shadow  we  can  only  shew, 
How  fair  the  body  was ;  and  will  he  pleas*d, 
Out  of  ynur  wdnted  goodness,  to  behold, 
As  in  a  silent  mirror,  what  we  cannot, 
With  fit  conveniency  of  time  aIloiv*d 
For  such  presentmentSjCloath  in  vocal  sounds. 
Yet  with  such  art  the  subject  is  c<»nvey'd, 
That  every  scene  and  passage  shall  be  clear 
»  Ev'tt  to  tiie  grossest  underbtandcr  here. 

[Ijoud  musick, 

Duitih  ShfJTO, 

inter,  at  one  dttory  Delphia  and Anihassaditrs; 
theif  zchiiper  together;  thei/  lake  an  oath 
upon  her  hand ;  she  circles  them,  kneeling^ 
with  her  magick  rod;  thet/  rite  and  draw 
their  swordx:  Eatery  at  the  other  door, 
Diociesianf  Charinus,  Afnximinian^  Niger, 
Aureliuj  Cassunu,  and  Gaard;  Charinus 
and  Niger  pcnuading  Aurelia ;  she  offers  to 
embrace  Mfirimitiian ;  Diocles  drairs  his 
tword,  keeps  off  Maximiniany  turns  to  Au- 
relia, kneels  to  het,  laj/s  hts  sword  at  her 
feet;  she  scornfully  turns  uwa  if :  Delphia 
gives  a  siiin ;  the  Ambusswlon  and  Soldiers 
rush  upon  thetUy  seize  on  Aurelia,  Cassttna, 
Charinus,  and  Ma.tihiintan ;  Dioclesian  and 
others  offer  to  rescue,  them ;  Dclphiu  raises 
a  mist.  Exeunt  Ambassadors  and  Vrisoners 
and  the  rest  discontented. 

The  skilful  Delphia  lindins:,  by  sure  prwif, 
The  presence  of  Aurrliadim'd  the  beauty 
Of  her  Drusiila  ;  and,  in  bpite  of  charms, 
The  empenir  her  brotficr,  great  Charinus, 
Still  uri;'d  her  to  the  love  ot*  Dioclesian, 
Deals  with   the  Persian  Legates,  that  were 

bound 
For  the  ransom  of  Cassana,  to  remove 
Aurelia,  Maximinian,  and  Charinus, 
Out  of  the  iiight  of  Koiue ;  but  takes  their 

oaths 
(In  lieu  of  her  assistance)  that  they  shall  Fiot, 
On  any  terms,  when  they  were  in  their  power, 
Prusuuie  to  touch  tlieir  lives:  This  yielded  to. 
They  lie  in  a^nbush  for  *ein.     Dioclesian, 
Still  mud  for  fair  Aurcltu,  that  doted 
As  much  on  Muiiiiainiui),  twice  had  kili*d  him. 


But  that  her  frown  restrainM  him :  He  piih^ 

sues  her 
With  all  humility,  but  she  continues 
Proud  and  disdainful.     The  sign  given  by 

Delphia^ 
The  Persians  break  thro*,  arid  seize  upon 
Ciiarinus  and  his  sister,  with  Maximiniuii, 
And  free  Cassana.    For  their  speedy  rescue. 
Enraged  Dioclesian  draws  his  sword,  [weak 
And  bids  his  Guard  assist  him:  Then  tod 
Had  been  all  opposition  and  resistance 
The  Persians  could  have  made  against  their 

f'jry, 
If  Delphia  by  her  cunning  had  not  rais'd 
A  forrgy  mistjwhich  as  a  cloud  conceul'd  them. 
Deceiving  their  pursuers.     Now  be  pleas'd^ 
I'hat  vour  imaginations  may  help  you 
Tothmk  them  safe  in  Persia,  and  Dioclesian 
For  tiiis  disaster  circled  round  with  sorrow. 
Yet  mindful  oi  the  wrong.  Their  future  for* 

tunes 
We  will  present  in  action  ;  and  are  bold, 
fn  that  which  follows,  that  the  most  shall  say, 
*Twas  well  begun,  but  the  ei.d  'crown'd  the 

play.  [Kri^ 

SCENE  If. 
Enter  Diocles,  Niger,  Senators,  and  Guard, 

Dili.  Talk  not  of  comfort !  I  have  broke 
my  faitfi,  [man^ 

And  the  gods  fight  against  me :  And  proud 
However  magnified,  is  but  as  du!>t 
Heforo  the  raging  whirlwind  of  their  justice. 
What  is  it  t<i  be  great,  ador*d  on  earth, 
When  the  immortal  powers  that  are  above  us 
Turn  all  our  blessings  into  horrid  curses, 
And  laugh  at  our  resisiance^  or  prevention, 
Of  what  tliey  purpose !  Oh,  the  furies  that 
I  feel  within  me!  whipped  on, by  their anger5^ 
For  my  tormentors !  Could  it  else  have  be(  u 
In  nature,  that  a  few  poor  fugitive  Persian.^, 
Unfriended,  and  unarmed  too,  coul<i    have 
ro!>l/d  rac  [glt>ryj 

(In  Itome,  the  world*s  metropolis,  and  her 
In  Rome,  where  I  command,  environ*d  roujul 
With  such  hivincible  troops  that  know  no  fear^ 
But  want  of  nub'e  e/iemied)  of  those  jewels 
[  priz'd  above  my  life,  and  I  want  power 
To  free  tiiem,  it'  tliosc  gods  1  have  provok'd 
Had  not  giv'n  spirit  to  the  undertakers^ 
And  in  their  deed  protected  em? 

Niger.'  Great  Ciesar, 
Your  safety  does  confirm  yon  are  their  care| 
And  that,howe'er  their  practices  reach  othersy 
You  stand  above  their  malice« 

1  Sen,  Rome  in  us 
Offers  (as  means  to  further  your  revenge) 
The  lives  of  her  best  citizens,  and  all 
They  stand  posdessM  of. 

1  Guard,  Do  buCiead  us  cm 
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With  that  invincible  and  undaunted  courage 
Wtiich^waited  bravely  on  you,  when  jou  ap- 

pear'd 
The  minion  of  Conquest,  married  rather 
To  glorious  Victory,  and  we  will  drag 
(Tho*  all  the  enemies  of  life  conspire 
Against  our  undertakings)  the  proud  Persian 
Out  of  his  strongest  hold. 

2  Guard,  Be  but  yourself. 
And  do  not  talk,  but  do. 

d  Guard.  YouVe  hands  and  swords. 
Limbs  to  make  up  a  well-proportionM  army, 
That  only  want  in  you  an  head  to  lead  us. 

Dio.  The  gods  reward  your  goodness !  and 
believe, 
^  Howe'er  (for  some  preat  tin)  I  am  mark*d  out 
*  The  object  of  their  hate,  tiio'  Jove  Stood 
reaidy 
To  dart  his  three-fold  thunder  on  this  head. 
It  could  not  fright  me  from  a  fierce  pursuit 
Of  my  revenge.     I  will  redeem  my  friends, 
And,  with  my  friends,  mine  honour;  at  least, 
Like  to  myself,  a  soldier.  (Tali 

Niger,  Now  we  hear 
Great  Dioclesian  speak. 

Dio,  Drew  up  our  legions : 
And  let  it  be  your  care,  ray  much-lov'd  Niger, 
To  hasten  the  remove.  And,  fellow-soldiers, 
Your  love  to  me  will  teach  you  to  endure 
Both  long  and  tedious  marcnes. 

1  Guard,  Die  he  accurs'd 
That  thinks  of  rest  or  sleep  before  he  sets 
His  foot  on  Persian  earth  ! 

Niger,  We  know  our  glory, 
The  dignity  of  Rome,  and,  what's  above 
All  can  be  urg'd,  the  quiet  of  your  mind, 
Depends  upon  our  haste. 

JDto.  Remove  to-night; 
Five  days  shall  bring  roe  to  you. 

AIL  Happiness 
To  Caesar,  and  glorious  victory!      [Exeunt, 

Dio,  The  chearfulnessof  my  soldiers  gives 
assurance 
Of  good  success  abroad,  if  first  I  make 
My  peace  at  home  here.  There  is  something 

chides  me. 
And  sharply  tells  me,  that  my  breach  of  faith 
To  Delphia  and  DrusiUa  is  the  ground 
Of  ray  misfortunes:  And  I  must  remember. 
While  I  was  lov*d,  and  in  great  Delphia*s 

grace, 
She  was  as  my  good  angel,  and  bound  Fortune 
To  prosper  my  designs :  I  must  appease  her. 
.  Let  others  pay  their  knees,  their  vows,  their 
prayers, 
To  weak  imagin'd  powers ;  she's  my  all. 
And  thus  1  do  invoke  hen—Knowing  Delphia, 
Thou  more  llian  woman!  and,  tho*  thouvouch- 

safest 
To  grace  the  earth  with  thy  celestial  steps, 
And  taste  this  grosser  air,  thy  heav*nly  spirit 
Hath  free  access  to  all  the  secret  counsels 
Which  a  full  senate  of  the  gods  determine 
When  they  consider  man ;  the  brass-lcav'd 
book 


Of  fate  lies  opert  to  tW,  where  thoa  read'sT, 
And  fashionest  the  destinies  of  men     [ture. 
At  thy  wish'd  pleasure ;  look  upon  thy  crea- 
And,  as  thou  twice  hast  pleased  to  appear 
To  reprehend  ray  falshood,  now  vouclisafe 
To  see  my  low  submission ! 

Delphia  and  DrusUla  appear, 

Delph,  What's  thy  will  ?  [ing 

False,  and  untliankful,  (and  in  that  deserv- 
All  human  sorrows)  dar'st  thou  hope  from  mm 
Relief  or  comfort? 

Dio,  Penitence  does  appease 
Th'  incensed  powers,  and  sacrifice  takes  off 
Their  heavy  angers :  Thus  I  tender  both  ; 
The  master  of  great  Rome,  and,  in  that,  lord 
Of  all  the  sun  gives  heat  and  being  to. 
Thus  sues  for  mercy.  Be  but  as  thou  wert, 
'  The  pilot  to  the  bark  of  my  good  fortunes. 
And  once  more  steer  my  actions  to  the  port 
Of  glorious  Honour,  and  if  I  fall  off 
Hereafter  from  my  faith  to  this  sweet  virgin^ 
Join  with  those  powers  that  punish  perjury 
To  make  me  an  example,  to  deter 
Others  from  being  false ! 

Drus.  Upon  my  soul,  [p^^ 

You  may  believe  him !  Nor  did  he  e'er  pur« 
To  me  but  nobly ;  he  made  trial  how 
I  could  endure  unkindness;  I  see  truth 
Triumphant  in  his  sorrow.     Dearest  aunt. 
Both  credit  him,  and  help  him  !  and,  on  av 

surance 
That  what  I  plead  for  you  cannot  deny, 
I  raise  him  tnus,  and  with  this  willing  kiss 
I  seal  his  pardon. 

Dio,  Oh,  that  I  e'er  look'd 
Beyond  this  abstract  of  all  woman's  goodness! 

Delph,  Vm  thine  again ;  tlius  I  confirm  our 
league.  [fer'st 

I  know  thy  wishes,  and  how  much  thou  suf- 
In  honour  for  thy  friends ;  thou  shalt  repair 
For  to  thy  fleet  I'll  give  a  fore  right  wind  [all, 
To  pass  the  Persian  Gulf;  remove  all  lets 
That  may  molest  thy  soldiers  in  their  march 
That  pass  hy  land ;  and  Destiny  is  false. 
If  thou  prove  not  victorious.  Yet  remember, 
When  thou  art  raised  up  to  the  highest  point 
Of  human  happiness,  such  as  move  beyond  it 
Must  of  necessity  descend.    Think  on't; 
And  use  those  blessings  that  the  gods  pour  on 
With  moderation !  [you 

Dio.  As  their  oracle, 
T  hear  you  and  obey  you,  and  will  follow 
Your  crave  directions. 

DelpJi,  You  will  not  repent  it.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Niger y  Geta,  Guard,  and  ^Idiers,  with 

ensigns. 

Niger.  How  do  you  like  your  entrance  to 
the  war  ? 
When  the  whole  body  of  the  army  moves, 
Shews  it  not  gloriously  ^ 

Geta,  *Tisa  fine  May-game; 
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But  eating  and  drioking  I  think  are  forba^ 

in't; 
(I  mean,  with  leisure)  we  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  hungry  boys  that  haste  to  school ;  or,  as 
We  carried  fish  to  the  city,  dare  stay  no 

where, 
For  fear  our  ware  should  stink. 

1  Gvard.  That's  the  necessity 
Of  our  speedy  march. 

Geta.  Sir,  I  do  love  my  ease. 
And  tho'  I  hate  all  Reats  of  judicature, 
I  mean  i'  th*  city,  for  convenieucy, 
I  still  will  be  a  justice  in  the  war,         [tain 
And  ride  upon  my  foot-cloth.  I  hope  a  cap- 
(And  a  gowu'd  captain  too)  may  be  dispensed 
with.  Lpoor, 

1  tell  you,  (and  don't  mock  me)  w)ien  I  was 
I  could  endure,  like  others,  cold  and  huugcr; 
But  since  I  grew  rich,  let  but  my  finger  ache,' 
Or  feel  but  the  least  pain  in  my  great  toe, 
Unless  r  have  a  doctor,  mine  own  doctor, 
That  may  assure  me,  I  am  gone. 

Niger,  Come,  fear  not; 
You  shall  want  nothing. 

1  Guard,  We  will  make  you  fight 
As  you^were  mad. 

Geta,  Not  too  much  of  fighting,  friend  ; 
Jt  is  thy  trade,  that  art  a  common  soldier; 
We  officers,  by  our  place,  may  share  the  spoil. 
And  never  swet^t  for't. 

S  Guard,  You  shall  kill,  for  practice, 
But  your  dozen  or  two  a-day. 

Geia,  Thou  talk*st  us  if 
Thou  wert  lousing  thyself;  but  yet  I  will 

make  danger ; 
If  I  prove  one  o'th*  worthies,  so:  However, 
I'll  have  the  fear  of  the  god*  before  my  eyes. 
And  do  no  hurt,  I  warrant  you. 

Niger.  Come,  march  on. 
And  humour  him  for  our  mirth. 

1  Guard.  Tis  a  fine  pea-goose  ••. 

Niger.  But  one  that  fools  to  the  emperor, 
and,  ill  that, 
A  wise  man,  and  a  soldier. 

X  Guard,  Tiuc  morality  !  [Exeuni, 

SCENE  IV. 

JEnter  Covoe,  Cassanay  Persians ;  and  CA/a- 
rinus,  Maximiniuriy  Aurclia^  bound;  with 
Soldiers. 

Cosroe.  Now,  by  tlie  Persian  gods,  most 
truly  welcome ! 
EncompassM  thus  with  tributary  kings, 
I  entertain  you.    Lend  your  helping  hands 


To  seat  her  by  roe ;  and,  thus  rais*d,  bow  all. 
To  do  her  honour.    Oh,  my  best  Cassana, 
Sister,  and  partner  of  my  life  and  empire. 
We'll  teach  thee  to  forget,  with  present  plea- 
sures. 
Thy  late  captivity ;  and  this  proud  RomaOy 
That  us'd  thee  as  a  slave,  and  did  disdain 
A  princely  ransom,  shall,  if  she  repine, 
Be  forc'd  by  various  tortures  to  adore 
What  she  of  late  contemn'd. 

Cas,  All  greatness  ever 
Attend  Cosroe  I  Tho*  Persia  be  stiFd 
The  nurse  of  pomp  and  pride,  well  leave  to 

Rome 
Her  native  cruelty.     For  know,  Aurelia, 
(A  Roman  princess,  and  a  Ciesar*s  sister) 
Tho*  late  (like  thee)  captiv'd'*,  I  can  forget 
Thy  barb'rous  usage ;  and  tho*  thou  to  me. 
When  I  was  in  thy  power,  didst  shew  thyself 
A  most  insulting  tyranness,  I  to  thee 
May  prove  a  gentle  mistress. 

Aur.  Oh,  my  stars ! 
A  mistress  ?  Can  I  live,  and  owe  that  name 
To  flesh  and  blood  ?  I  was  born  to  command, 
Train*d  up  in  sovereif'nty ;  and  I,  in  deatli, 
Can  quit  the  name  ot  slave :  She  that  scorns 
May  mock  captivity.  [hfp, 

Cfiar.  Rome  will  be  Rome 
When  we  are  nothing;  and  her  power's  the 
W^hich  ^'ou  once  (]uak*d  at.  [samCi 

Maxt,  Dioclesian  lives; 
(Hear  it,  and  tremble !)  lives,  thou  king  of 

Persia, 
The  master  of  his  fortune,  and  his  honour: 
And  tiiu*  by  devilish  arts  we  were  surpriz'd. 
And  made  the  prey  of  magick  and  of  theft. 
And  not  won  nobly,  we  shall  be  redeem*d. 
And  by  a  Roman  war;  and  every  wrong 
We  suffer  here,  with  interest  be  returnxl 
On  the  insulting  doer  ! 

1  Fers.  Sure  these  Romans 
Are  more  than  men. 

2  Fers,  Their  great  hearts  will  not  yield ; 
They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverse  fate, 
Sucli  is  their  confidence. 

Cosroe.  Th^y  then  shall  break  ! 
Why,  you  rebellious  wretches,  dare  you  still 
Contendjwhen  the  least  breath  or  nod  of  mine 
Marks  you  out  for  the  fire  *',  or  to  be  made 
The  prey  of  wolves  or  vultures?  The  vain 

name 
Of  Romat\ legions  I  slight  thus,  and  scorn ; 
And  for  that  boasted  bugbear,  Dioclesian, 
Which  you  presume  on,  'would  lie  were  the 
master 
^  But  of  the  spirit  to  I^ect  n^c  in  the  field  I 

••  Pea-goose.]  i.  e.  a  silly  creature.        Sj/mpton, 

*«  Tho]  noWyUke  thee  captiv'd.]  So  fir.st  folio;  the  second  says,  <  tho*  late;  which  is 
clearly  right.  8ynipson  and  Seward  seeing  the  corruption  of  the  first  book,  and  overlooking 
the  second  (though  mfinilely  the  best)  edition,  exhibit  this  nonsense  : 

*  Though  now,  like  me  captiv*d.' 

^*  Marks  you  oxitfor.]  Seward,  unwarrantably,  as  we  think,  varies  the  text  to,  ^  Marks 
you  or  for,   occ.  r  , 

fi  B  Q 
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[Act  4.  Scene  5. 


lie  soon  should  find,  that  our  Immortal  Squa- 
drons *^, 
That  with  full  numbers  ever  arc  supplied, 
(Could  it  be  possible  tliey  should  decay) 
Dare  front  his  boldest  troops,  and  scatter  Vm, 
As  an  high-tow Ving  falcon  on  her  stretches. 
Severs  the  fearful  fowl.     And,  by  the  sun, 
The  mooQ,  the  winds,  the  nourisiicrs  of  life. 
And  by  this  sword,  the  instrument  of  death, 
Siuce  that  you  fly  not  humbly  to  our  mercy. 
But  yet  dare  hope  your  liberty  by  force. 
If  Dioclcsian  dare  not  attempt 
To  free  you  with  his  sword,  all  slavery    [ed. 
That  cruelty  cai)6nd  out  to  make  you  wretch- 
Falls  heavy  on  you  ! 

Maxi.  If  the  sun  keeps  his  course, 
And  the  earth  can  bear  his  soldiers'  march, 

I  fear  not. 
,    Ayr.  Or  liberty,  or  revenge ! 

Char,  On  that  1  build  too.      [A  trumpet, 

Aur.  A  lloman  trumpet? 

Maxi.  Tis:  Comes  it  not  like 
A  pardon  to  a  man  condemu'd  ? 

Enter  Niger. 

Coiroe.  Admit  him.' 

The  purpose  of  thy  coming? 

Niger.  My  great  master,  [ken) 
The  lord  of  kome,  (in  that  all  power  is  spo- 
Hoping  that  thou  wilt  prove  a  noble  enemy. 
And  (in  thy  bold  resistance)  'worth  his  con- 
Defies  thee,  Cosroe. [quest, 

Maxi.  There  is  fire  in  this. 

Niger.  And   to  encourage  thy  laborious 
.  powers 
To  tug  for  empire,  dares  thee  to  the  field. 
With  this  assurance;  if  thy  sword  can  win 

him. 
Or  force  his  legions  with  thy  barl>ed  horse 
But  to  forsake  their  ground,  that  not  alone 
Wing'd  \'ictory  shall  take  stand  on  thy  tent. 
But  all  tin.'  provinces  and  kingdoms  held 
By  the  Roman  gHrrisons  in  this  eastern  wor|d 
8ball  be  deliver'cl  up,  and  he  himself 
Acknowledge  thee  his  fco\(Tti^n.     In  return 
Of  thi^i  lar^e  offer,  he  asks  only  this, 
That  *till  tlie  doubtful  die  of  w!ir  determine 
"Who  has  most  power,  and  should  command 
the  other,  [birth?, 

TTiou  wQuldst  entreat  thy  prisoners  like  their 
And  not  their  present  fortune;  and  to  bring 

em 
Oaarded,into  thy  tent,withthy  best  strengths, 
Thy  ablest  men  of  war,  and  thou  thyself 
fciworn  to  make  good  the  place.   And  if  he  fail 
(Maugre  all  opposition  can  be  made) 


In  his  own  person  to  compel  his  way. 

And  feich  tJicm  safelv  off,  the  day  is  thine. 

And  he,  like  these,  thy  prisoner. 

Cosroe.  Tho*  1  receive  this 
But  as  a  Roman  brave,  I  do  embrace  it. 
And  love  the  sender.     Tell  him,  I  will  bring 
My  prisoners  to  the  field,  and,  without  odds, 
Aganibt  his  single  force,  alone  defend  'em ; 
Or  eUe  with  equal  numbers. — Courage,  noble 

priuces ! 
And  let  posterity  record,  that  we 
'J'hib  memorable  day  restored  to  Persia 
That  empire  of  the  wt»rld  great  Philip's  son 
Ilavish'd  from  us,  and  Greece  gave  up  to 

Rome.  [fall 

This  our  strong  comfort'*,  that  we  cannot 
J ngloriously,  since  we  contend  for  all. 

[Exeunt.     FUmriihy  alarms, 

SCENE  V,    ' 
Enter  Gcta,  Guards  and  Sitldiers. 

Geta.  ril  swear  the  peace  against  'cm  !  I 
am  hurt : 
Run  for  a  surgeon,  or  I  faint! 

1  Guard,  Bear  up,  man; 
Tis  but  a  scratch. 

Geta.  Scorini:  a  man  o'er  the  coxcomb 
Is  but  a  scratch  with  you.     Pox  o'  your  oCt 


cu pat  ion, 


I  fore. 


Your  scurvy  scuffling  trade !  I  was  told  be- 
My  face  was  bad  enough  ;  but  now  I  look 
Like  Bloody-Bone,  and  Raw-Head,  to  frigh^ 
1  am  for  no  use  else.  [children: 

2  Guofd.  Thou  shalt  fright  men. 

1  Guard.  You  look  so  terrible  now !  But 
see  your  face 

r  th'  pnnnuel  of  my  sword. 
Geta.  I  die!  I'm  gone! 
Oh,  my  sweet  physiognomy  I 

Enter  three  Persians, 

2  Guard.  They  couje ; 
Now  fight,  or  iVw.  indeed. 

Geta.  1  will  'scape  this  way.  [have 

I  cannot  hold  my  swonl  :  W^hat  would  you 
Of  a  nmini'd  man? 

1  Guard.  Nay,  then  I  have  a  goad 
To  prick  you  forward,  ox. 

'2  Guard.  Fight  like  a  man, 
Or  die  like  a  dog. 

Geta.  Shall  I,  like  Casar,  fall 
Among  my  friends?  no  mercy  ?  Et  tUy  Brute  f 
You  shall  not  have  the  honour  of  my  death ; 
I'll  fall  by  the  enemy  first. 


•»  Immortal  squadnms.]  These  were  a  body  of  Persian  soldiers,  whose  number,  Herodotus 
says,  was  never  more  or  less  than  ten  thousand.     The  reason  of  the  name  our  authors  give 

themselves ; 

«  That  with  full  numbers  ever  are  supply 'd.'  Sympson. 

^  This  our  strong  comfort.]  This  slight  alteration   restores  the  verb  liere,  without  which 
the  sentence  would  l*e  harsh  and  elliptical.         Si/mpwn, 

The  alteration  is  Ufs  for  this;  but  the  old  reading  is  much,  much  best,  and  most  elegant. 
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1  Guard,  Oh,  brave,  brave  Geta  ? 

[Persians  driven  off*. 
He  plays  the  devil  now. 

Enter  Niger, 

Nifser.  Make  up  for  honour! 
The  Persians  shrink ;  the  passage  iv  laid  open; 
Great  Dioclesian,  Irke  a  second  Mars, 
(His  struni^  arui  govern'd  by  tiie  iicrce  Bel- 
loiia)  [full«* 

Performs  more  than  a  mail :  His  shield  stuck 
Of  Persian  darts,  which  now  are  his  defence 
Against  the  enemies'  swords,  still  leads  the 

way. 
Of  all  ihe  Persian  forces,  one  strong  squa- 
dron, [A!arms  vonlinued. 
In  which  Cosroe  in  his  own  per!>t)n  tii^hts. 
Stands  hnii,  and  yet  unrouud  :  Break  thro* 

that. 
The  day  and  all  is  ours.  [Retreat, 

All*  Victory,  victory  !  [ExeunL  Flourish. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  (in  trinmphy  rvith  Roman  ensigns) 
Guardj  Dioclesian,  Churinus,  Aureiiny 
Muiiminian,  Niger,  Geta ;  Cosroe,  Can- 
Sana,  Persians,  as  prisoners;  Dciphia  and 
Drusilln  privately. 

Dio.  I  am  rewarded  in  the  act ;  your  free- 
dom [share 
To  me*s  ten  thousand  triumphs:  You,  sir, 
In  all  my  glories.     And,  unkind  Aurelia, 
From  being  a  captive,  still  command   tlie 

victor. 
Nephew,  remember  by  whose  gift  y»)uVc  free. 
You  I  aflFord  my  pity ;  baser  minds 
Insult  on  the  afflicted :  You  shall  know, 
Virtue  and  couraf;e  are  adniir*d  and  lov'd 
In  enemies  ;  but  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Tiiauks  to  your  valoiir ;  to  your  swords  1  owe 
This  wreath  triumphant.  Nor  be  thou  fori;ot. 
My  firat  poor  boiulman  !  Geta,  1  am  glad 
ThouVt  turn'd  a  lijliicr. 

Geta.  Twas  asrain^t  mv  will: 
But  now  I  am  content  with't. 

Char,  But  imagine  [these, 

What  honours  can  be  done  to  you  beyond 
Trausceiiiling  all  example;  'lis  in  you 
To  will,  in  us  to  serve  it. 

Niger.  We  will  have 
His  statue  of  pure  gold  sot  in  the  capitol, 
And  he  that  bow^  not  to  it  as  a  god, 
Makes  forfeit  of  his  liead.   • 

Maxi,  1  burst  wiili  envy!  [nie, 

And  yet  these  iionours,  wliich,  confcrr*d  on 
Would  make  me  pace  on  air,  seem  not  to 
move  him. 


Dio.  Suppose  this  done,  or  were  it  possible 
I  could  rise  higher  still,  I  am  a  man ; 
And  all  tliese  glories,  empires  heap*d  upon 
me,  [sjuards. 

Confirmed  by  constant  friends  and  faithful 
Cannot  defend  me  from  a  sliaking  fever, 
Or  bribe  the  uncorrupted  dart  of  Death 
To  spare  me  one  short  minute.  Thusadorn'd 
In  these  triumphant  robes,  my  body  yields  not 
A  greater  shadow  tlian  it  did  when  I 
Liv'd  both  poor  and  obscure ;  a  sword"s  shiu'p 

point 
Enters  my  flesh  as  far;  dreams  break  my  sleep, 
As  when  1  whs  a  private  man ;  my  passions 
Are  stronger  tyrants  on  me ;  nor  is  greatness 
A  saving  antidote*'  to  keep  me  from 
A  traitor's  poison.  Shall  I  praise  my  fortune, 
Or  raise  the  building  of  my  happiness 
On  her  uncertain  favour?  or  presume 
She  is  my  own,  and  sure,  that  yet  was  never 
Constant  to  any  ?  Hhoidd  my  reason  fail  nic, 
(As  flatt'ry  oft  corruptN  it)  here  is  an  example 
To  speak,  how  far  her  smiles  are  tt)  be  trusted: 
The  rising  sun,  this  morning,  saw  this  man 
The  Persian  monarch,  and   those   subjects 

proud 
That  had  the  lionour  but  to  kiss  his  feet; 
And  yet,  ere  his  diurnal  pro:;res8  ends. 
He  is  the  scorn  of  Fortune.     But  ytiu'll  say, 
That  she  forsook  him  for  his  want  of  courage. 
But  never  leaves  the  bold  :  Now,  by  my  hopes 
Of  peace  and  quiet  here.  I  never  met 
A  braver  enemy  !  And,  to  make  it  good, 
Cosroe,  Cassana,  and  the  rest,  be  free, 
And  ransoudess  return! 

Cosroe.  To  see  tliis  virtue 
Is  more  to  me  than  empire;  and  to  be 
Oercomc  by  you,  a  glorious  victory. 
Maxi.  What  a  devil  means  he  next! 
Dio.  1  know  that  glory 
Is  like  Alcides*  shirt,  if  it  stay  on  us 
Till  pride  hathmix'd  it  with  our  blood;  nor 
can  we  [case. 

Part  with  it  at  pleasure ;  when  we  would  un- 
it brings  along  with  it  both  flesh  and  sinews, 
And  leaves  us  livini:  monsters. 
Maxi,  'Would  'twere  come 
To  my  turn  to  put  it  on  !  Pd  run  the  hazard. 
Dio.  No;  I  will  not  be  pluck'd  out  hy  thf 
ears 
Out  of  this  glorious  castle;  uncompclfd, 
I  will  surrender  ratlier:  Let  it  sutiice, 
Pve  toucliM  the  height  of  human  Imppincss^ 
And  here  I  fix  nil  ultra.     Hitherto 
I've  livM  a  servant  to  ambitious  thoughts, 
And  fading  glories  ;  what  remains  of  life, 

11  dedicate  to  Virtue;  and,  to  keep 
My  faith  untainted,  farewell^  pride  and  pomp! 


•*  Struck^)///.]  So  the  former  editions. 

*  A  saving  antidote  to  keep  me,  6fC.\  *  A  saving  antidote,  to  save  or  keep  me,'  &c.  seems  to 
be  too  inaccurate  (not  to  say  tautological;  an  expression,  for  such  correct  autiiors  as  ours; 
I  with  submission  would  read  thus, 

*  A  sovereign  antidote,*  &c.  Sympson. 

*  SaT^ing  antidote'  very  properly  defiuc:>  *  a  preservative.* 


tu 
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And  circumstance  of  glorious  majesty. 
Farewell  for  ever  ! — Nephew,  I  have  noted, 
That  you  have  long  with  sore  eyes  look'd  upon 
My  flourishing  fortune ;  you  shall  have  posr 

session 
Of  my  felicity:  I  deliver  up 
My  empire,  and  this  gcra  I  priz'd  above  it, 
And  all  things  else  that  maae  me  worth  your 

envy. 
Freely  unto  you. — Genthe  sir,  your  suffrage, 
To  strengthen  this.     The  soldiers'  love   I 

doubt  not :  [vours, 

His  valour,  gentlemen,  will  deserve  your  fa- 
Which  let  my  prayers  further.  All  is  yours. — 
$ut  I  have  been  too  liberal,  and  given  that 
I  must  beg  back  again. 
Maxi,  What  am  I  faU'o  from! 
Dio.  Nay,  start  not :  It  is  only  the  poor 

Grange, 
The  patrimony  which  my  father  left  me, 
I  would  be  tenant  to. 


Maxi,  Sir,  I  am  yours : 
I  will  attend  you  there. 

Dio.  No  ;  keep  the  court ; 
Seek  you  in  Rome  for  honour :  I  will  labour 
To  find  content  elsewhere.  Dissuade  me  not; 
By  Heaven,  I  am  resolv'd ! — And  now,  Dru- 

silla. 
Being  as  poor  as  when  I  vow'd  to  make  thee 
My  wife,  if  thy  love  sinct  hath  felt  no  change^ 
Tm  ready  to  perform  it. 

])rus,'l  still  lov*d 
Your  person,  uot  your  fortunes ;  in  a  cottage^ 
Being  yours,  I  am  an  empress. 

Delph.  And  Til  make 
The  change  most  happy. 

Dio.  Do  me  then  tlie  honour, 
To  see  my  vow  performed.  You  but  attend 
My  glories  to  the  urn ;  where  be  it  ashes. 
Welcome  my  meai^  estate!  and,  as  a  due. 
Wish  rest  to  \ae,  I  honour  unto  you. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  C/ioruu 


C^on/«. 'T'HE  war  with  glory  endcdi  and 

-■'      Cosroe, 
Acknowledging  his  fealty  to  Charinus, 
Dismiss*d  in  peace,  retunis  to  Persia : 
The  rest,  arriving  safely  unto  Rome, 
Arc  entertained  with  triumphs:  Maximinian, 
By  the  grace  and  intercession  of  his  uncle, 
Saluted  Ca*sar:  But  good  Dioclesian, 
Weary  of  pomp  and  state,  retires  himself, 
Witii  a  small  train,  to  a  most  private  Grange 
In  Lomhardy*';    where   the  glad   cnuptry 

strives 
With  rural  sports  to  give  him  entertainment: 
With  which  delighted,  he  with  ease  forgets 
AU^specious  trifles,  and  securely  tastes 
The  certain  pleasures  of  a  private  life. 
But  oh.  Ambition,  that  eats  into. 
With  venom *d  teeth,  true  tlmnkfulncss  and 

honour. 
And,  to  support  her  greatness,  fashions  fears, 
Doubts,  and  preventions  to  decline  all  dan- 
gers, 
Which,  in  the  place  of  safety,  prove  her  ruiu  ! 
All  which  be  pleas'd  to  see  in  Maximinian, 
To  whom  his  conferr'd  sovVeignty  was  like 
A  large  sail  filTd  full  with  a  fore-right  wind. 
That  drowns  a  smaller  bark :  And  he  once 

fall'u 
Into  ingratitude,  makes  no  stop  in  mischief. 
But  violently  runs  on.  Allow  Maximinian  all, 


Tlonour,  and  empire,  absolute  command ; 
Yet  being  ill,  long  great  he  cannot  stand. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Maximinian  and  Aurelia, 

Avr.  Why  droops  my  lord,  my  love,  my 

life,  my  Caesar.^  [ness! 

How  ill  this  dullness  dotli  comport  ^ith  great? 

Does  not,  with  open  arms,  your  fortune  cour^ 

you? 
Rome  know  you  for  her  master  ?  I  myself 
Confess  you  for  my  husband  }  love  and  serve 
you?  [curses, 

U  you  contenm  not  these,  and  thine  then% 
r  know  no  blc8sin)i;s  that  ambitions  flesh 
Could  wish  to  feel  beyond  'em. 

Maxi,  Best  Aurclia, 
The  parent  and  the  nurse  to  all  ray  glories^ 
*ris  not  that,  thus  embracing  you,  I  think 
Inhere  is  a  heaven  beyond  it,  that  begets 
These  sad  retirements  ;  but  the  fear  to^lose 
What  it  is  hell  to  part  with.    Better  to  have 

liv'd 
Poor  and  obscure,  and  never  scaPd  the  top 
Of  hilly  empire,  than  to  die  with  fear 
To  be  thrown  headlong  down,  almost  as  soon 
As  wc  have  reach'd  it ! 

Aur,  These  are  panic  terrors 
You  fashion  to  yourself.     Is  not  my  brother 
(Your  equal  and  co-partner  in  the  enipire) 
Vow'd  and  confirmed  your  friend  ?  the  soldier 
constant } 


•7  In  Lombardy.]  Dalmatia  was  the  real  country  to  which  Dioclesian  retired  :  But  Lom- 
banly  being  a  finer  climate  for  a  farmer^  was^  I  suppose^  the  teason  why  our  Poets  huve 
cbo^  to  6x  him  there.        Sympson, 
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Hath  not  your  uncle  Dioclesian  taken 

His  last  farewell  o'  th*  world  ?  What  then  can 

shake  you  ? 
Maxi.  The  thought  I  may  be  shaken,  and 

assurance 
That  what  we  do  possess  is  not  our  own, 
But  has  depending  on  another's  favour : 
For  nothhig*s  more  uncertain,  my  Aurelia, 
Than  power  that  stands  not  on  his  proper 
/         basis, 

But  borrows  his  foundation.  1*11  make  plain 
My  cause  of  doubts  and  fears;  for  what 

should  I 
Conceal  from  you,  that  are  to  be  familiar 
With  my  most  private  thoughts  ?  Is  not  the 

entpire 
My  uncle's  gift  ?  and  may  he  not  resume  it 
Upon  the  least  distaste?  Does  not  Charinus 
Cross  me  in  my  designs  ?  and  what  is  majesty 
When  'tis  divided?  Does  not  die  insolent 

soldier 
Call  my  command  his  donative?  and  what 

can  take 
More  from  our  honour  ?  No,  my  wise  Aurelia, 
If  I  to  you  am  more  than  all  the  world, 
As  sure  you  are  to  me;  as  we  desire 
To  be  secure,  we  must  be  absolute,      [rows 
And  know  no  eoual ;  when  your  brother  bor- 
Tiie  little  splendor  that  he  has  from  us, 
And  we  are  sery'd  for  fear,  not  at  entreaty, 
We  may  live  safe ;  but  *tili  then,  we  hut  wiUk 
With  heavy  burdens  on  a  sea  of  glass, 
And  our  own  weight  will  sink  us. 
Aur,  Your  mother  brought  you 
Into  the  world  an  emperor;  you  persuade 
But  what  I^would  have  counsell'd.  Nearness 

of  blood, 
Respect  of  piety,  and  thankfulness. 
And  all  the  holy  dreams  of  virtuous  fools. 
Must  vanish  into  nothing,  when  Ambition 
(The  maker  of  great  minds,  and  nurse  of 

honour) 
Puts  in  for  empire.     On  then,  and  forget 
Your  simple  uncle ;  think  he  was  the  master 
(In  being  once  an  emperor)  of  a  jewel. 
Whose   worth  and  use  he  knew  not.     For 

Charinus, 
(No  more  my  brother)  if  he  be  a  stop 
To  what  you  purpose,  he  to  mc's  a  straijger. 
And  so  to  bcremov'd. 

Afa.i'i,  Thou  more  than  woman  ! 
Thou  masculine  greatness,  to  whose  soaring 

spirit 
To  touch  the  stars  seems  but  an  easy  flight, 
Ob,  how  I  glory  in  thee  I  Those  great  women 
Antiquity  is  proud  of,  thou  but  nam*d. 
Shall  be  no  more  remember'd.  But  persevere. 
And  thou  bhaltshine  among  those  lesser  lights, 

Enter  CharinuSy  Niger,  and  Guard, 
To  all  posterity,  like  another  PhQ&be, 
And  so  ador*d  as  she  is. 


Aur.  Here's  Chslrtnui, 
His  brow  furrow *d  with  anger. 

MdxL  Let  him  storm ! 
And  you  shall  hear  me  thunder. 

Char,  He  dispose  of 
My  provinces  at  his  pleasure?  and  confer 
Those  honours,  that  are  only  mine  to  ^ve. 
Upon  his  creatures? 

Higer,  Mighty  sir,  ascribe  it 
To  his  assurance  of  your  love  and  favonr. 
And  not  to  pride  oi^  malice. 

CAflr.  No,  good  Niger; 
Courtesy  shall  not  fool  me;  he  shall  know 
I  lent  a  hand  to  raise  him,  and  defend  him. 
While   he  continues  good ;  but  the  same 

strength. 
If  pride  make  him  usurp  upon  my  right. 
Shall  strike  him  to  the  centre.T-YouVe  well 
met,  sir.  [hear 

MojL  As  you  make  the  encounter.  Sir,  I 
That  you  repine^  and  hold  yourself  much 

griev*d, 
In  that,  without  your  good  leave,  I  bestow'd 
The  Gallian  proconsulship  upon 
A  follower  of  mine. 

Char.  'Tis  true ;  and  wonder 
You  durst  attempt  it. 

MuTi.  Durst,  Charinus? 

Char.  Durst; 
Again  I  speak  it.     Tliink  you  me  so  tame, 
So  leaden  and  unactive,  to  sit  down 
With  such  dishonour?  But,  recall  your  grant. 
And  speedily;  or,  by  the  Roman  gods, 
Thou  trip'st  thine  own  heeb  up,  and  hast 

no  part 
tn.  Rome,  or  in  the  empire. 

Musi.  Thou  hast  none. 
But  by  permission.     Alas,  poor  Charinus, 
Thou  shadow  of  an  emperor,  I  scorn  thee, 
Thee,  and  thy  fqolish  threats !  The  gods  ap- 
point him 
The  absolute  disposer  of  the  earth. 
That  has  the  sharpest  s word :  Tm  sure,  Cha- 
rinus, [A  per 
Thou  wear'st  one  without  edge.  When  cruef 
Had  killM  Numerianus,  thy  brother, 
(An  act  that  would  have  made  a  trembling 

coward 
More  daring  than  Alcides)  thy  base  fear 
Made  thee  wink  at  it;  then  rose  up  my  uncle, 
For  the  honour  of  the  empire,  and  of  Rome, 
Against  the  traitor,  and,  among  his  guards, 
Punish*d  the  treason.     This  bold  daring  act 
Got  him  the  soldiers'  suffrages  to  be  C^^sar. 
And  howsoever  his  too-gentle  nature 
Allow'd  thee  the  name  only,  as  his  gift, 
I  challenge  the  succession. 

Char.  Thou  art  cozen'd. 
When  the  receiver  of  a  courtesy 
Cannot  sustain  the  weight  it  carries  with  it, 
Tis  but  a  trial ^,  not  a  present  act. 
Thou  hast  in  a  few  days  of  thy  short  reign. 


••  T  41  but  a  tri/aL]  The  sense  designed  is  certainly,  not  at  present,  or  as  yet  an  irrevocable 

met 
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[Adt  5.  Scene  8. 


.  In  over-wcenlng  pride,  riot,  nnd  histd, 
Sham*d  noble Dioclesinii,  and  his  gift; 
Nor  doubt   ,  when  it  shall  arrive  unto 
His  certain  k  nowlcdue,  how  the  empire  i» roans 
Under  thy  tyranny,  hut  he  will  forsake 
His  private  life,  and  once  arrain  resume 
His  laid-by  maiesty ;  or,  at  If  asr,  make  choice 
Of  such  jui  Atlas  as  may  hear  this  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  thy  shoulders.    '!'(»  effect  this, 
Lend  your  as.sistauce,  gentlemen;  and  then 

dimht  not 
But  that  this  mushroom,  sprung  up  in  ftnioht, 
Shall  as  soon  wither.  And  For  you,  Aurelia, 
If  you  fcslrem  your  houour  more  than  tribute 
Paid  to  your  loathsome  appetite,  a»*  a  fury 
Fly  from  his  loose  embraces.     So,  farewell  I 
Ere  lung  you  shall  henr  more.  [Edcunt. 

Aur.  Are  you  struck  dumb. 
That  you  mtike  no  reply  ? 

Muii.  Sweet,  I  will  do^ 
And  alter  talk:   I  will  prevent  ihcir  plots. 
And  turn  them  on  their  own  iiccurs^d  heads. 
Id  J  uncle  ?  good  !  I  must  not  know  the  names 
Of  piety  or  pity.     Steel  my  heart. 
Desire  of  empire,  and  instruct  me,  tJiat 
The  prince  that  over  others  would  bear  sway, 
Cliccks  at  no  let  that  stops  him  in  his  way  ! 

[Kxeunt. 

SCENE  nr. 

Eiiter  three  S/upJierds  and  tnfo  Countrt/inm^ 

1  S/i€p.  Do 'you  think  this  ^reat  uum  will 

continue  here?  \ 

ft  Shep,  Continue  here?  what  else .^  h'has 

bou>:ht  the  <;reat  farm; 
A  great  muu,  with  a  great  inheritance. 
And  all  (he  (ground  about  it,  all  the  woods  too, 
And  stockM  it  like  an  emperor.  Now,  all  our 

sports  ai.:ii:», 
And  all  our  mi'iry  gambols,  our  May*ladies, 
Our  ev*;iiiii^  dances  on  the  ^reen,  our  sou^is, 
Our  holiday  good  cheer,   our  bitgpipis  now, 

boys. 
Shall  make  the  wanton  lasses  skip  again. 
Oar  sheep-shearings,  and  all  our  knacks. 


3  Shep,  But  hark  yon, 
We  must  not  call  him  emperor. 

1  Counlr.  That's  all  one  ;  ("son; 
He's  the  king  of  pood  fellows,  that's  no  trca- 
And  so  I'll  call  him  still,  tho*  I  be  hang'd  for't.' 
[  grunt  you  h'  has  giv'n  hid  honour  to  another 

man,  [h>w, 

Ue  caimot  give  his  humour  ;  he's  a  brave  fel- 
And  will  love  us,  awd  we'll  love  hito.  Come 

hither,  Ladon; 
What  new  songs,  and  what  sjefers  ? 

3  Shfp. '  Enough.     I'll  tell  ye ; 
He  comes  abroad  onon  to  view  his  grounds, 
And,  with  the  help  of  Thirsis,  and  old  Egon, 
(If  his  whorson  cold  begone)  and  Amaryllis^ 
And  soine  few  more  o'  th*  wenches,  we  will 

meet  him^ 
And  strike  him  such  netfr  springs^,  and  such 

frie  welcomes, 
Shall  make  him  scorn  an  empire,  forget  ma- 
jesty, n»app.v- 

And  make  him  bless  the  hour  he  liv  d  here 

2  Coujitr.  And  we  will  second  ye,  we  ho- 

nest carters. 
We  lads  o'  th'  lash,  with  some  blnnt  enter- 
tainment ; 
Our  teams  to  two-pence,  we'll  give  him  some 
Or  we'll  bawl  fearfully  !  [content^ 

3  Shep.  He  can't  expect  now  [sicks. 
His  courtly  entertainments,  and  his  rare  mu- 
And  ladies  to  delight  him  with  their  voices; 
Honest  and  cheerful  toys  from  honest  mean- 
ings, 

And  the  best  hearts  they  have;    We  must  be 

neat  all; 

On  goes  n^y  russet  jerkin  with  blue  buttons^ 

1  Shtp.  And  toy  green  slops  I  was  married 

in;  my  bonnet,  [boys; 

With  my  carnation  pf)int  with  silver  tags, 

You  know  where  1  won  it. 

1  Cauntr.  Thou  wilt  ne'er  be  old,  Alexis. 
1  Shep.  And   I   shall  Hnd  some  toys  tlmC 
have  been  favours, 
And  iiosi-tiuys,   and  such  knacks;   for  there 
Le  V.  enciits. 


met  or  deed.     If  the  words  do  not  seem  to  the  reader  to  convey  this   sense,  a  slight  change 
Ivill:  He  may  read 

* not  a  perfect  Hct,' 

But  I  would  not  have  the  text  disturbed.  Seuu/d. 

Betterton  reads, 

*  Tis  b,ut  a  trial,  not  Aeonjirrnd  avt,' 
The  word  present,  in  the  text,  bears  the  same  sense  as  cunfirnid  or  perfect,  in  the  variations 
of  Seward  and  Betterton. 

«  Springs  here  means  tunes.    So  bishop  Douglass  in  his  Translation  of  Virgil,  book  y'u 
page  167: 

*  Gif  Orpheus  mycht  reduce  agane  I  gess 

*  From  Hell  his  spouse's  goist,  with  his  sucit  strin{;eis, 

*  Playand  on  his  Imrp  of  Iruce  sa  pieasand  springisj 
So  Chaucer,  in  his  Houso  of  fame,  book  iii.  line  143,  &c. 

*  Tiiere  saw  1  famous  old  and  young 

*  Piperis  all  of  the  Duche  long, 

*  To  lerning  love  duuncis  and  ipri'ngiSy 

*  llcyis  and  the  struunge  thiugia.'  S^mpson^ 


Act  5.  Scene  B.] 


THE  PROPHETESS. 


ar? 


-    3  Shep.  My  mantle  goes  on  too  I  pla7*d 

young  Paris  in. 
And  the  new  garters  Amaryllis  sent  me. 

1  Counir,  Yes,  yes;  we'll  all  be;  handsome, 
and  wash  our  faces. 

Neighbour,  I  see  a  remnant  of  March  dust 
That's  hatcird  into  your  chaps :  I  pray  you 

be  careful, 
And  mundify  your  muzzle  s^ 

Enter  Gcta,   . 

J  Cmntr,  I'll  to  the  barbers ; 
It  shall  cost  me  I  know  what. — VVho*s  this? 

3  Shep.  Give  room,  neighbours ! 
A  great  man  in  our  stute.     Gods  bless  your 
worship ! 

2  Countr.  Kncrease  your  mastership  I 
Qeta.  Thauk»,  my  good  people.  [it. 

Stand  off,  and  know  your  duties ! — As  I  take 
Vou  are  the  labouring  people  of  this  village. 
And  you  that  keep  the  sheep.  Stand  further 

off  yet, 
And  mingle  not  with  my  authority; 
1  am  too  aiigiity  for  your  company. 

3  Shep.  We  know  it,  sir ;  and  we  desire 
your  worsliip 

To  reckon  us  amoni^st  your  humble  servants ; 
And  that  our  country  :»ports, sir   »  •■ 

Geta,  For  y<»ur  sports,  sir,  [venient, 

They  may  be  seen,  when  1  shall  think  con^ 
When,  out  of  my  discretion,  1  shall  view'cm, 
And  liold  'em  tit  for  licence. — Ve  look  upon 

me. 
And  look  upon  me  seriously,  as  you  knew  me : 
TTis  true,  I've  been  a  rascal,  as  you  are, 
A  fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark. 
Just  such  another  piece  of  dirt,  so  fashionM; 
But  time,  that  purities  all  things  of  merit, 
Has  set  another  stamp.     Come  nearer  now, 
And  be  not  fearful  (I  take  off  my  austerity) ; 
And  know  me  for  the  great  and  mighty 

steward 
Under  this  man  of  honour ;  know  ye  for  my 

vassals, 
And  at  my  pleasure  T  can  dispeople  ye,  [try: 
Can  blow  you  nod  your  cattle  out  o*  th'  coun- 
Bat  fear  me,  and   have   favour.    Come,  go 

along  with  ine,  ['em. 

And  I  will  hear  your  songs,  and  perhaps  like 
5  S/iep,  I  hope  you  will,  sir. 
Geta.  *Tis  not  a  thing  impossible. 
Perhaps  J'U  sing  niyi^elf,  the  more  to  grace  ye; 
And  if  I  like  your  women 


S  Skep.  We*ll  have  the  best,  sir^ 
Handsome  young  girls. 

Geta.  The  handsomer  the  better. 

Eater  Detphia. 

'May  bring  your  wives  too;  'twill  be  all  one 

charge  to  ye ;" 
For  I  must  know  your  families. 

Delph.  Tis  well  said,  [hatching 

Tis  well  said,  honest  friends.  I  know  ye*re 
Some  pleasurable  sports  for  your  great  land- 
lord ; 
Fill  him  with  joy,  and  win  him  a  friend  to  ye, 
And  make  this  little  Grange  seem  a  large 
empire,  [favour. 

Let  outs'*  with  home  contents :   111  work  Ids 
Which' daily  shall  be  on  ye. 

3  Shep.  I'hen  we'll  sing  daily. 
And  make  him  the  best  sports 

Delpk.  Instruct  'em,  Geta, 
And  be  a  merry,  man  again. 

Gctu,  Will  you  lend  me  a  devil. 
That  we  may  dance  awhile? 

Delph.  I'll  lend  thee  two ; 
And  bag^pipes  that  shall  blow  alone. 

Geta,  I  thank  you ;  [plexion  first. 

But  I'll  know  your  devils  of  a  cooler  com- 
Come,  follow,  follow ;  I'll  go  sit  and  see  ye. 

Detph.  Do;  and  be  ready  an  hour  hence, 
and  bring  'em ; 
For  in  the  grove  you'll  find  him.      [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Dioelei  3i  and  Druzilla, 

Dio.  Come,  Drusilla, 
The  partner  of  my  best  contents !  I  hopeno# 
You  dare  l)elieve  me. 

Drus.  Yes,  and  dare  say  to  you, 
I  think  you  now  most  happy. 

Dlo.  You  say  true,  sweet; 
For,  by  my  soul,  I  find  now  by  experience, 
Content  was  never  courtier. 

Drui.  I  pray  yjoii  walk  on,  sir; 
The  cool  shades  of  the  grove  invite  you. 

Dio,  Oh,  my  dearest!  [ness^ 

When  man  has  cast  off  his  ambitious  great* 
And  sunk  into  the  sweetness  of  himself; 
Built  his  foundation  upon  honest  thoughts; 
Not  great,  but  good,  desires  hisdailyser\'antsi 
How  quietly  he  sleeps !  How  joyfully 
He  wakes  again,  and  look«  on  m is  possessions, 
And  from  his  willing  laboiiisfceas  with  plea- 
sure I ' 
Here  hang  no  comets  in  the  shapes  of  crowns 


>•  Mundifif  your  muzxle.'\  i.  e.  Clean  your  mouth,  your  chaps. 

3*  l>et  out.]  l^robably  we  should  read,  *  Set  out.' 

3'  Elder  Diodes  and  DrusUla.]  Through  the  emperor  had  quitted  bis  imperial  dignity,  and 
rcUrt;d  to  his  furm,  it  does  not  appear  by   any  acrijunts  that  he  ever  reduced  his  name,  as 
our  editors  h.ive  (lone  fur  him  here,  to  pure  plain  D'utclcs.     I  say  the  editors,  not  the  poets^ 
because  lu  the  conclusion  of  t'.)is  act  the  soldiers  give  hiiu  his  imperial  addition, 
*  i»ng  live  the  good  and  gracious  Diocletian.^  Sympson. 

These  cavils  at  the  siajie  directions  are  not  only  klle,  but  ridiculous;  and,  besides  this, 
Sympsoii  siitfcrs  him,  in  the  Dumb  Show  {tiX.  the  beginning  of  the  fourth  act)  to  be  called 
hjV\  Dior  es  and  UiociesMu  :  This  probably  proceeded  from  oversight  iu  him;  in  us  itpr»* 
ceedb  fiOiii  our  thiakiug  it  too  iasigniticauc  tor  attention. 

Vol.  II.  3C 
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[Act  5.  Sceoe  t» 


To  shake  oar  sweet  conteuts;  nor  here," 

Drusilla, 
Cares,  like  eclipses,  darken  our  endeavours: 
We  love  here  without  rivals,  kiss  with  inno- 
cence: [dren 
Our  tliou^bts  as  gentle  as  onr  lips,  our  chil- 
The  double  heirs  both  ofoarfomis  and  faiths. 
Drus.  I'm  ^iad  >e  make  this  right  use  of 
this  sweetness. 
This  sweet  retiredness. 

Dio,  Tis  sweet  indeed,  love. 
And  every  circumstance  about  it  shews  it. 
How  liberal  is  the  spring  in  every  place  here ! 
•The  artificial  court  shews  but  a  shadow, 
A  painted  imitation  of  this  glory,  [cellence ; 
Smeli  to  this  flower  i  here  Nature  has  her  ex- 
Let  ail  the  perfumes  of  the  empire  pass  this. 
The  carefuirst  lady's  cheek  shew  such  a  co- 
They're  gilded  and  adulterate  vanities. [lour; 
And  here  in  poverty  dwells  noble  nature. 
What  pains  we  take  to  cool  our  wines,  to  al- 
lay USy 

And  bury  quick  the  fuming  God  to  quench  us! 

[Mustek  below. 
Methinks  this  chrystal  well H&!  what 

strange  musick? 
rris  underneath,   sure ! — How  it  stirs  and 

joys  me ! 
How  all  the  birds  set  on !  the  fields  redouble 
Their  odoriferous  sweets!    Hark  how  the 

echoes—— 

Enter  a  Spirit  from  the  well. 

Drus,  See,  sir,  those  6owers  [ment. 

From  out  the  well,  spring  to  your  entertain- 

Enter  Delphia. 

Dio.  Bless  me ! 

Drtti,  Be  not  afraid }  'tis  some  good  angel 
That's  come  to  welcome  you. 

Vefph,  Go  near,  and  hear,  sort.       [Song, 
Dio.  Oh,  mother,  tliank  you,  thank  you  ! 

this  was  your  will. 
Delph,  You  shall  not  want  delights  to  bless 
your  presence.  [nour  you. 

Now  you  are  honest,  all  the  stars  shall  bo- 

Enter  Shepherds  and  Dancers. 

€tay;  here  are  country  shepherds;    here's 

some  sport  too. 
And  you  must  grace  it,  sir;  'twas  meant  to 
''  welcome  you.  [son. 

A  king  shall  never  feel  your  joy:   Sit  down, 

A  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdesses;  Pan 
leading  the  men,  Ceres  the  maids. 

Hold,  hold !  my  messenger  appears.  Leave 

off,  friends, 
Leave  off  a  while,  and  breathe. 

Dio.  What  news?  You're  pale,  mother. 

Dclph.  No ;  I  am  careful  of  thy  safetj',  son. 
Be  not  affrighted,  but  sit  still;  I^m  whli  thee. 

EaUer  Maximinian,  Aurelioy  and  Soldiers, 

And  now,  dance  out  your  daoce.— D'  you 
know  that  person? 


Be  not  amai'd,  bat  let  blm  ahew  his  dread- 
fullest,  [pleasures, 

Mast,  How  confident  be  uts  amongst  his 
And  what  a  cheerful  colour  shews  in's  face ! 
And  yet  he  sees  roe  too,  the  soldiers  with  me. 

Aur,  Be  speedy  in  your  work^(yoawiUbc 
stopt  else;  ^ 

And  then  you  are  an  emperor ! 

Maxi.  ril  about  it. 

Dio,  My  royal  cousin,  how  I  joy  to  see  you, 
You  and  your  royal  empress ! 

Maxi.  You're  too  kind,  sir. 
I  come  not  to  eat  with  you,  and  to  surfeit 
In  these  poor  clownish  pleasures;  but  to  tell 
I  look  upon  you  like  my  winding-sheet,  [you, 
The  cofiin  of  my  greatness,  nay,  my  grave: 
For  whilst  you  are  alive 

Dio,  Alive, my  cousin? 

Maxi.  I  say,  alive — I  am  no  emperor; 
I'm  nothing  but  mine  own  disquiet. 

Dio,  Stay, sir! 

Maxi>  I  cannot  stay.    The  soldiers  dote 
upon  you.  [rity 

I  would  fam  spare  you ;  but  mine  own  secu* 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  arc  my  uncle. 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  meCassar; 
For,  whilst  you  are  remember'd,  I  am  buried. 

Dio.  Did  not  I  make  you  emperor,  dear 
cousin? 
The  free  gift  from  ray  special  grace  ? 

Delph,  Fear  nothing.  [you? 

Dio.  Did  not  I  chuse  this  poverty,  to  raise. 
That  royal  woman  gave  into  your  arms  too? 
Bless'd  you  with  her  bright  beauty?   Gave 
the  soldier,  [you  ? 

The  soldier  that  hung  to  me,  fix'd  him  on 
Gave  you  the  world's  command  ? 

Maxi,  This  cannot  help  you. 

Dio*  Yet  this  shall  ease  me.    Can  you  be 
so  base,  cousin. 
So  far  from  nobleness,  so  far  from  nature, 
As  to  for^t  all  this?  to  tread  this  tie  out? 
Raise  to  yourself  so  foul  a  monument 
That  every  common  foot  shall  kick  asunder? 
Must  my  blood  glue  you  to  your  peace? 

Maxi,  It  must,  uncle ; 
I  stand  too  loose  else,  and  my  foot  too  feeble; 
You  gone  once,  and  their  love  retir'd,  I'm 
rooted. 

Dio.  And  cannot  this  remov'd  poor  state 

obsci/re  me  ?  [tiously 

I  do  not  seek  for  yours,  nor  enquire  ambi* 

After  your  growing  fortunes.  Takeheed,  my 

kinsman ! 
Uoeratefulness  and  blood  mingled  together, 

Will,  like  two  furious  tides 

Maxi,  I  must  sail  thro'  'era; 
Let  'em  be  tides  of  death,  sir,  I  must  stem  up. 
Dio.  Hear  but  this  last,  and  wisely  yet  con- 
sider ! 
Place  round  about  my  Grange  a  garrison. 
That  if  I  offer  to  exceed  my  limits. 
Or  ever  in  my  common  talk  name  emperor, 
Ever  converse  with  any  greedy  soldier. 
Or  look  for  adoration,  nay,  for  courtes/, 


Act  5.  Scene  3.] 


THE  PROPHETESS. 


Sfi^ 


Above  the  day*8  salute ^'Think  who  has 

fed  you ;  [misery  ? 

Think,  cousin,  who  I  am.     D*you  slight  my 

Nay,  then  I  charge  thee!  Nay,  I  meet  thy 

cruelty. 

Maxi.  This  cannot  serve ;  prepare.     Now 

fall  on,  soldiers, 

And  all  the  treasure  that  I  have 

[Thunder  and  lightning. 
1  Sold,  The  earth  shakes ;  [sir ; 

We  totter  up  and  down;  we  cannot  stand, 
Methinks  the  mountains  tremble  too. 

3  Sold.  The  flashes. 
How  thick  and  hot  they  come !  We  shall  be 
burnt  all ! 
De/ph.  Fallon,  soldiers!  [bravely! 

You  that  sell  innocent  blood,  fall  on  full 
1  Stfld.  We  cannot  stir. 
Delph,  You  have  your  liberty ; 
So  have  you,  lady :  One  of  you  come  do  It. 

J  A  hand  with  a  bolt  appears  above, 
amaz'd  ?    Look   o*er  thy  head, 
Maximinian, 
Look,  to  tliy  terror,  what  everhangs  thee ; 
Nay,  it  will  nail  thee  dead:  Look  how  it  theat- 
ens  thee  !  [es ; 

•  The  bolt  for  vengeaiice  on  ungrateful  wretch- 

*  The  bolt  of  innocent  blood :'  Read  those  hot 

diaracters,  [l^dy, 

And  spell  the  will  of  Heav'n.  Nay,  lovely 
You  must  take  part  too,  as  spur  to  Ambition. 
Are  you  humble?  Now  speak;  my  part  is 
Does  all  your  glory  shake  ?  [ended. 

Maxi.  Hear  us,  great  uncle, 
Good  and  great  sir,  be  pitiful  unto  us  ! 
Below  your  feet  we  lav  our  lives;  be  merciful! 
Begin  you,  Heaven  will  follow. 

Aur.  Oh,  it  shakes  still !  [knowledge 

Maxi,  And  dreadfully  it  thcatens.  We  uc- 

Our  base  and  foul  intentions:  Stand  between 

us  I  [given : 

For  faults  confessed,  they  sav,  are  half  for- 
WeV«  sorry  for  our  sins.  Take  from  us,  sir, 
That  glorious  weight  that  made  us  swell,  that 

poison 'd  us; 
That  mass  of  majesty  I  laboured  under, 
(Too  heavy  and  too  mighty  for  my  manage) 


That  my  poorinnocept  days  may  tarn  again. 

And  my  mind,  pure,  may  purge  me  of  these 

curses.  [u^— 

By  your  old  love,  the  blood  that  runs  between 

[The  hand  taken  in, 
Aur,  By  that  love  once  you  bare  to  me! 
by  that,  sir, 
That  blessed  maid  enjoys 

Dio.  Rise  up,  dear  cousin,  [y^u* 

And  be  your  words  your  judges !  I  forgivo 
Great  as  you  are,  enjoy  that  greatness  ever. 
Whilst  I  mine  own  content  make  mine  own 

empire. 
Once  more  I  give  you  all;  learn  to  deserve  it, 
And  live  to  love  your  good  more  than  your 
greatness. —  ^  [ror, 

Now  shew  your  loves  to  entertain  thisempe- 
My  honest  neighbours  !  Geta,  see  all  hand- 
some, [little; 
Your  Grace  must  pardon  us;  our  house  is 
But  such  an  ample  welcome  as  a  poor  man 
And  his  true  love  can  make  you  and  your 
Madam,  we  have  no  dainties.       [empress— 

Aur.  Tis  enough,  sir; 
We  shall  enjoy  the  riches  of  your  goodness. 
Sold,  Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  Oio- 
clesian !  ^        [rashness^ 

Dio.  I  thank  you,  soldiers;  I  forgive  your 
And,  royal  sir,  long  may  they  love  and'  ho- 
nour you ! 

[  Drums  beat  a  march  afar  off[ 
What  drums  are  those? 

Delph.  Meet  *em,  my  honest  son  ; 
They  are  thy  friends,  Charinus  and  the  old 

soldiers. 
That  come  to  rescue  thee  from  thy  hot  cousin. 
But  ail  is  well ;  and  turn  all  into  welcomes ! 
Two  emperors  you  must  entertain  now, 

Dio.  Oh,  dear  mother, 

I've  will  enough,  but  I  want  room  and  glory. 

Delph.  That  shall  be  my  care.  Sound yoqr 

pipes  now  merrily,  [welcomes! 

And  all  your  handsome  sports:  oing  'em  full 

DiO'  And   let  Vui  kuow,    our   true  love 

breeds  more  stories. 

And  perfect  joys,  than  kings  do,  and  their 

glories.  [Exeunt » 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH: 

A  TRAGI-COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Hills  assi^  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher.  It  was  first  prinfefl 
in  the  folio  of  1647.  We  do  not  knovr  of  any  alteration  thut  has  been  made  to  it,  nor 
has  it  been  acted  these  many  years. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


AOEXOn,  Prince  of  Argot. 

Thlanor,  Son  (if  the  Queen  of  Corinth,  a 

viciout  Prince. 
Le^iMDas,  the  Corinthian  General,  Brother 

to  \Jerione, 
£uPiiANE8,  a  nobfe  young  Gentleman,  Fo- 

vourite  to  the  Queen. 
Gratis,  elder  Brother  to  EuphancM,  a  ma-' 

licious  beuutef'eu  ^ 
Con  ON,  Euphuneii  Confidant,  and  Fellow- 
Neanthes,  ^  [traveller^. 

SosiCLEs,     y   Court  iert, 
EttATOX,      J 


0\08  or  Lamprias,  a  very  foolish  Traveller^ 

Uncle'  I  '^  ^'^''  tin) foolish  Knaves. 
Gentlemen,  Servants  to  A^cnor. 
A  Page  to  Lord  Euplmnes. 

Marshal,  Vintner,  and  Drazoerg, 

Queen  of  Corinth,  a  wise  and  virtuous 

Widotfi. 
McRlONE,  a  virtuous  Lady,  honourably  so^ 

licited  by  Prince  Agenor. 
Beuza,  a  noble  Lady,  JiXistrcssto  Euphanct* 


SCENE,  Corinth. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  T. 

Enter  Neanthes,  Sosicles^  and  Fraton. 

Eraton.  'T'lIE  general  is  return'd  then? 
■■■    Neun    With  much  honour. 
Sos.  And  peuce  concluded  with  the  prince 

of  Arj;os  ? 
Kean.  To  the  Qucen*s  wishes  :  The  con- 
ditions si^rn'd 
So  far  beyond  her  hopes,  to  the  advantage 
Of  Corinth,  and  the  goo.l  of  all  her  subjects, 
Tfmt  tho*  Leonidas,  our  brave  genera!, 
Ever  came  home  a  fair  and  great  example^ 
He  never  yet  returned  or  with  less  loss 
Or  more  deserved  honour. 

Era.  Have  you  not  heard 
The  motives  to  this  general  good  ? 

Nean.  The  main  one 
Was  admiration  tirst  in  young  Agenor 
(For  by  that  name  we  know  the  prince  of 

Argos) 
Of  our  Leonidas'  wisdom  and  his  valour; 
Which,  thg*  an  enemy,  first  in  him  bred  won- 
der. 


That  liking,  love  succeeded  that,  which  was 
Followed  by  a  desire  to  be  a  friend. 
Upon  what  terms  soever,  to  such  goodness. 
They  had  an  interview ;  and,  that  their  friend- 
ship [eluded. 
Might  with  our  peace  be  ratified,  it  was  con* 
Agenor,  yielding  up  all  such  strong  places 
As  lie  held  in  our  territories,  should  receive 
(With  a  sufficient  dower  paid  by  the  Queen) 
The  fair  Merione  for  his  wife. 

Era,  But  how  [know. 

Approves  the  Queen  of  this  ?  since  we  well 
Nor  was  her  highness  ignorant,  that  her  son 
The  prince  Theanor  made  love  to  this  lady. 
And  in  the  noblest  way. 

Neun.  Which  she  allow'd  of. 
And  I  have  heard  from  some  familiar  with 
Her  nearest  secrets,  she  so  deeply  priz'd  her. 
Being  from  an  infant  train*d  up  m  her  service, 
(Or,  lo  speak  better,  rather  her  own  creature) 
She  once  did  say,  that  if  the  prince  should 

steal 
A  marriage  without  her  leave,  or  knowledgCi 
With  this  Merione,  with  a  little  sui^ 


*  Boutefeu,']  An  incendiary« 
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[Act  1.  Scene  S, 


She  should  gniDt  both  their  pardons;  whereas 

now, 
To  shew  h«rself  fonooth  a  Spartan  lady, 
And  that  *tis  in  her  power,  now  it  concerns 
The  common  f*oo(i,  not'alone  to  subdue 
Her  own  affections,  hut  command  her  son\ 
She  has  not  only  t'orc'd  him  with  rough  threats 
To  leave  his  raistrebs,  butcompell*d  him,when 
Agenor  made  his  entrance  into  Corinth, 
To  wait  upon  his  rival. 

Soc.  Can  it  be 
The  prince  should  sitdowv  with  this  wrong? 

Nean.  I  know  not ; 
I  am  sure  I  should  not. 

Era.  Trust  me,  nor  I : 
A  mother  is  a  name ;  but,  put  in  balance 
With  a  young  wench,  'tis  nothing.     Where 
did  you  leave  him  ? 

Nean.  Near  V^esta*s  temple  (for  there  be 

dismissed  me) 

And  full  of  troubled  thoughts,  calling  for 

Crates :  [purpose. 

He  went  with  him,  but  whither,  or  to  what 

I  am  a  stranger. 

Enter  Theanor  and  Cratei. 

Era.  They're  come  back,  Neanthes. 

The.  I  like  the  place  well. 

Cm.  Well,  sir?  it  is  built 
As  if  the  architect  had  been  a  prophet. 
And  fashion'd  it  alone  for  this  night's  action ; 
The  vaults  so  hollow,  and  the  wails  so  strong. 
As  Dian  there  might  suffer  vfolcnce. 
And  with  loud  shrieks  in  vain  call  Jove  to 

help  her; 
Or  should  he  hear,  his  thunder  could  not  find 
An  entrance  to  it. 

The.  I  give  up  myself 
Wholly  to  thy  direction,  worthiest  Crates : 
And  yet  the  desp'rate  cure  that  we  must  prac- 
Is  in  itself  so  foul,  and  full  of  danger,    [tise 
That  I  stand  doubtful  whether  *twere  more 

manly 
To  die  not  seeking  help,  or,  that  help  being 
So  deadly,  to  pursue  it. 

Cra.  To  those  reasons 
I  have  already  urg*d,  I  will  add  these  : 
For,-  but  consider,  sir [They  talk  apart. 

Era.  It  is  of  weight  [cion 

Whatever  it  be,  that  with  such  vehement  ac- 
Of-eye,  hand,  foot,  nay,  all  his  body's  motion. 
Crates  incites  the  prince  to. 

Nean.  Then  observe, 
Witl)  what  variety  of  passions  he      [shakes 
Receives  his  reasons:  Now  he's  pale,  and 
For  fear  or  anger ;  now  his  natural  red 
Comes  back  again,  and  with  a  )>leasing  smile 
He  seems  to  entertain  it.    Tis  resoiv'd  on, 
Be  it  what 'twill :  Tohis  ends  may  it  prosper, 
Tho'  the  state  sink  for't  f 

Cra.  Now  you  are  a  prince 


Fit  to  rule  others,  and,  in  shaking  off 
Th«  bonds  in  which  your  mqjther  fetters  you. 
Discharge  your  debt  to  Nature  ^  She's  your 
Follow  her  boldly,  sir.  [guide ; 

The.  I  am  confirm'd. 
Fall  what  may  fall. 

Cra.  Yet  still  disguise  your  malice 
In  y^ur  humility. 

The.  I  am  instructed. 

Cra.  Tho'  in  your  heart  there  rage  a  thot^ 
sand  tempests. 
All  calmness  in, your  looks. 

The.  I  shall  remember. 

Cra.  An(|  at  no  hand,  tho'  these  are  us*d 
as  agents,  [instant 

Acquaint  them  with  your  purpose,  'till  the 
'l*hat  we  employ  them;  'tis  not  fit  they  have 
Time  to  consider :  When  'tis  done,  reward 
Or  fear  will  keep  them  silent  Yet  you  maj* 
Grace  them  as  you  pass  by;  'twill  make  them 
And  greedier  to  deserve  you  •.  [sarer^ 

The.  I'll  move  only 
As  you  would  have  me.  Good  day,gent]enieij 
Nay,  spare  this  ceremonious  fom  of  duty 
To  him  that  brings  love  to  you,  equal  love,- 
And  is  in  nothing  happier  tnan  in  knowing 
It  is  retum'd  by  you ;  we  are  as  one. 

Sus.  I  am  o'erjoyed  !  I  know  not 
How  to  reply ;  but 

Era.  Hang  all  buts  / — My  lord. 
For  this  your  bounteous  favour 

Nean.  Let  me  speak. 
If  to  i'iivd  vultures  here,  after  the  halter 
Has  done  his  part,  or  if  there  be  a  hell 
To  take  a  swinge  or  two  there,  may  deserve 

Sm.  We're  ready.  [this—* 

Era.  Try  us  any  way. 

Nean,  Put  us  to  it. 

TTie.  What  jewels  I  have  in  you ! 

Cra.  Have  these  souls. 
That  for  a  good  look,  and  a  few  kind  words. 
Part  with  iheir  essence? 

The,  Since  you  will  compel  me 
To  put  that  to  the  trial  which  I  doubt  not. 
Crates,  may  be  suddenly,  wiil  instruct  you 
How,  and  in  what,  to  shew  your  loves:  Obey 
As  you  would  bind  mc  to  you.  [him 

Cra.  'Tis  well  grounded ; 
Leave  me  to  rear  the  building. 

Nean.  We  will  do 

Cr(L  I  know  it. 

^ra.  Any  thing  you'll  put  us  to.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Leonidas,  Merione,  and  Beliza. 

Leo.  Sister,  I  reap  the  harvest  of  my  la- 
bours 
■  In  your  preferment;  be  you  worthy  of  it, 
And  witli  an  open  bosom  entertaiu       [for!- 
A  greater  I'v^^uue  tliau  my  love  durst  hop^ 


•  To  deserve  yoti.l  Sympson  and  Seward  chuse  to  read,  sfrrc  instead  of  deserve:  We 
ink  the  latter  word  gcnoine,  if  not  preferable.  *  To  deserve  you '  signifies  *  to  merit  your 


think 
favour.' 


Act  1.  Scene  <•] 
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ats 


Be  wise,  and  welcome  it:  Play  not  the  co^ 
And  foolish  wanton,  with  the  offer'd  bounties 
Ot*  him  chat  is  a  prince.  1  was  woo*d  for  you. 
And  won,  Merione ;  then,  if  you  dare 
Believe  tlie  object  that  took  me  was  worthy, 
Or  trust  my  judgment,  in  me  tliink  you  were 
Courted,  sued  to,  and  conquered. 

Mar,  Noble  brother, 
I  have  and  still  esteem  you  as  a  father. 
And  will  as  far  obey  you ;  my  heart  speaks  it : 
And  yet,  without  your  anger,  give  mc  leave 
To  say,  that  in  the  choice  of  that  on  which 
All  my  life*s  joys  or  sorrows  have  dependance, 
It  had  been  6t,  ere  yon  had  made  a  full 
And  absolute  grant  of  me  to  any  other, 
I  should  have  ut*d  mine  own  eyes,  or  at  least 
Made  you  to  understand,  whether  it  were 
Within  my  power  to  make  a  second  gift 
Of  ray  poor  self. 

Leo,  I  know  what  *tis  you  point  at, 
The  prince  Theanor*s  love ;  let  not  tliat  cheat 
you;  ^  [service 

His  vows  were  bnt  mere  courtship ;  all  his 
But  practice  how  to  entrap  a  credulous  lady. 
Or,  grant  it  serious,  yet  you  must  remember. 
He's  not  to  love,  but  where  the  Queen  his 

.   mother  \  [up; 

Must  give  allowance,  which  to  you  is  barr'd 
And  tliercfore  study  to  forget  that  ever 
You  cherish'd  such  a  hope. 

Mtr,  1  would  I  could !  [person 

Leo,  But  brave  Agcuor,  who  is  come  in 
To  celebrate  tliis  marriage,  for  your  love 
Forgives  the  forfeit  of  ten  thousand  lives, 
That  must  have  fallen  under  the  sword  of  war 
Htud  not  tiiis  peace  been  made ;  which  gene- 
ral good 
Both  countries  owe  to  his  affection  to  you. 
Oh,  happy  sister,  ask  ihis  noble  lady, 
Your  bosom  friend  (since  i  fail  in  my  credit) 
What  palm  A^enor's  nimie,  above  all  princes 
That  Greece  is  proud  of,  carries,  and  tvith 
lustre.  [ceilent; 

Bel.  Indeed,  fame  gives  him  out  for  ex- 
And,  friend,  I  doubt  not  but  when  you  shall 
see  him. 

Enter  a  Servant ,  who  whispers  Beliza  ^ 

IIe*ll  so  appear  to  you. — Art  sure  'tis  he? 

Ser,  As  1  live,  inadam 

Bel.  V  irtue  euablc  me  to  contain  my  joy ! 
rris  my  Euphanes  ^ 

Ser.  Yes. 

Bel.  And  he*s  in  health? 

Ser.  Most  certainly,  madam. 

Bel.  I'll  see  him  iuhtantly. 
Soy  'prithee,  tell  him.  [Exit  Servant, 

Mer,  I  yield  myself  too  weak 
In  argument  to  oppose  you ;  you  may  lead  me 
Whitlier  you  please. 

Leo.  Tis  answer'd  like  my  sister ; 
And  if  in  hiai  you  find  not  ample  cause 


To  pray  for  me,  and  daily,  on  your  knee% 
Conclude  I  have  no  judgment! 

Mer.  May  it  prove  so ! 
Friend,  shall  we  have  your  company? 

Bel.  TWo  hour^  hence 
I  will  not  fail  you. 

Leo,  At  your  pleasure,  madam. 

Exeunt  Leo,  and  Met* 

Enter  Euphanei, 

Bel.  Could  I  in  one  word  speak  a  tboO'' 
sand  welcomes,  [hand? 

And  hearty  ones,  y<^u  have  'em.     Fy!  my 
We  stand  at  no  such  distance :  By  my  Iife» 
The  parting  kiss  you  took  before  your  ttavol 
Is  yet  a  virgin  on  my  lips,  preserved 
With  as  much  care  as  I  would  do  my  fame^ 
To  entertain  your  wish'd  return. 

Eupk.  Best  lady,  freasoo 

That  I  do  honour  you,  and  with  as  mueh 
As  ever  man  did  Virtue  ;  that  I  love  you. 
Yet  look  upon  you.  with  that  reverence 
As  holy  men  behold  the  sun,  the  stars, 
The  temples,  and  their  gods,  they  all  caa 
witness;  jTme, 

And  that  you  have  deserv'd  this  duty  from 
The  life,  and  means  of  life,  for  which  I  owe 
you,  '  [tone 

Commands  me  to  profess  it,  since  my  foN 
Atfords  no  other  payment. 

Bel.  J  had  thought, 
That  for  the  trilling  courtesies,  as  I  call  thea« 
( Tho*  you  give  them  another  name)  yon  bad 
Made  ample  satisfaction  in  th*  acceptance; 
And  therefore  did  presunte  you  had  brought 
Some  other  langilSge.  [home 

Euph.  No  one  1  have  learn*d 
Yields  words  sufficient  to  express  your  good' 
Nor  can  I  ever  chuse  another  theuiCy  [ness} 
And  not  \te  thought  untlmnkfult 

Bel.  Tray  you  no  more, 
As  von  respect  me. 

tluph.  Hiat  chiarm  is  too  powerful 
For  me  to  disobey  it.     'Tis  your  pleasure^ 
And  not  my  boldness,  madam. 

Bel.  Good  Kupbanes, 
Believe  I  am  not  ouc  of  those  weak  ladies, 
I'hat  (barren  of  all  inward  worth)  are  proud 
Of  what  they  cmmot  truly  call  their  own. 
Their  birth  or  fortune,  whicli  are  things  wttl^* 

out  them : 
Nor  in  this  will  I  imitate  the  world. 
Whose  greater  part  of  men  think  when  tliey 
give  [triendsi 

Tliey  purchase  bondmen,  not  ntake  worthy 
By  all  th:%c*s  good  I  swear,  1  never  thought 
Aiy  great  estate,  was  an  addition  to  me, 
Or  that  your  wants  took  from  you. 

Euph^  There  are  few 
So  truly  understanding  or  themselves  or  whil 
They  do  possess. 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes,  where  benefits 


hap 


'  Eniera  Servant,^  Without  the  addition  I  have  made  to  this  direction,  every  render  per* 
ps  would  not  take  the  abrupt  question,  *  Art  sure  'tis  lie  ? '  in  a  proper  light.        Sjfmpwn, 
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Are  ill  conferrM,  as  on  unworthy  men*, 
That  turn  them  to  bad  uses,  the  bestower, 
For  wanting  judgment  how  and  on  wlioiu  to 

place  them, 
Is  partly  {2:uilty :  But  when  we  do  favours 
To  such  as  make  them  grounds  on  which  chey 
build  [fortunes 

Tlieir  noble  actions,  there  we  improve  our 
To  the  most  fair  advantage.     If  1  speak 
Too  much,  tho*  1  confess  I  speak  not  .well*, 
'Prithee  remember  'tis  a  wouiau*s  weakness. 
And  then  thou  wilt  forgive  it. 

Euph.  You  speak  nothing 
But  what  would  well  become  the  wisest  man : 
^nd  that  by  you  delivered  is  so  pleasing 
That  I  could  hear  you  ever. 

Bel,  Fly  not  from 
Yopr  word,  for  J  arrest  it ;  and  will  now 
Express  myself  a  httle  more,  and  prove 
That  whereas  you  profess  yourself  my  debtor. 
That  I  am  yours. 

Euph.  Your  ladyship  then  must  use 
Some  sophistry  I  never  heard  of. 

Bel.  Hy  plain  reasons ; 
For,  look  you,  had  you  never  sunk  beneath 
Your  wants,  or  if  those  wants  had  found 

From  Crates,  yourunkmd  and  covetous  bro-  . 
Or  any  other  man,  I  then  had  miss'd 
A  subject  upon  which  I  worthily 
Might  exercise  my  bounty :  Whereas  now. 
By  having  happy  opportunity 
To  furnish  you  before,  and  m  your  travels, 
With  all  convenicncics  that  you  thought  use- 
ful, [coffers. 
That  gold  which  would  have  rusted  in  my 
Being  thus  employed,  has  rendered  me  a  part- 
ner 
In  all  your  glorious  actions.     And  whereas, 
Had  you  not  been,  I  should  have  died  a  thing 
Scarce  known,  or  soon  forgotten ;  there's  no 

trophy 
In  which  Euphanes  for  his  worth  ismention'd. 
But  there  you  have  been  careful  to  remember. 
That  all  the  good  you  did  came  from  ficliza. 
Euph.  That  was  but  thaukfulness. 
Bei  Twas  such  an  honour, 
And  such  a  large  return  for  the  poor  trash 
I  ventured  with  you,  that,  if  I  should  part 
With  all  that  I  possess,  and  myself  too. 
In  satisfaction  for  it,  *tv%ere  still  short 
Of  your  deservings. 

Euph.  You  o  cr-prize  them,  madam. 
Bel,  The  Queen  herself  hatii  given  me  gra- 
cious thanks  '         fues, 
In  your  behalf;  for  she  hath  hear  I,  Eupha- 
How  gallantly  you  have  maintained  her  ho- 
nour 
In  all  the  courts  of  Greece :  And  rest  assur'd 
(Tho'  yet  unknown)  when  I  present  you  to 
her. 


Which  I  will  do  thi§  evening,  you  shall  find 
That  she  intends  good  to  you. 

Euph.  Worthiest  laHy, 
Since  all  you  labour  fbr  is  the  advancement 
Of  him  that  will  live  ever  your  poor  servan^ 
lie  must  not  contradict  it. 

Bel.  Here's  your  brother ; 
'Tis  strange  to  see  him  here. 

Enter  Crata, 

Cra.  YouVfe  welcome  home,  sir  t 
(Your  pardon,  madam,)  I  had  thought  my 
house,  [worthy 

Considering  who  I  am,  miglit  have  bceii 
Of  your  first  visit. 

Euph,  Twas  not  open  to  me 
Wlieii  last  I  saw  you ;  and  to  me  *tis  wonder 
That  absence,  which  still  renders  men  for- 
gotten. 
Should  make  my  presence  wish*d  for. 

Bel.  That's  not  it; 
Your  too-kind  brother,  understanding  that 
You  stand  in  no  need  of  him,  is  bold  to  offer 
His  entertainment. 

Cm.  He  had  never  wanted 
Or  yours,  or  your  assistance,  had  he  practised 
Tl»e  way  he  might  have  took,  to  have  coin- 
Whatever  I  call  mine.  [mandcd 

Euph.  I  studied  many. 
But  could  find  none. 

Cra,  You  would   not  find  yourself,  sir, 
Or  in  yourself,what  wasdue  tome  from  you; 
The  privilege  my  birtii  bestowM  upon  me 
Might  challenge  some  regard. 

Euph.  You  had  all  the  land,  sir ; 
What  else  did  you  expect?  And  I  am  certain 
You  kept  such  strong  guards  to  preserve  it 
,  I  could  force  nothing  from  you.  [yours, 

Cra.  Did  you  ever 
Demand  help  from  me? 

Euph.  My  wants  have,  and  often. 
With  open  mouths,  but  you  nor  iieard  nor 

saw  them. 
May-be,  you  look'd  I  should  petition  to  you, 
As"  you  went  to  your  horse ;  flatter  your  ser- 
vants, 
To  play  the  brokers  for  ray  furtherance ; 
Sooth  your  worst  humours,  act  the  parasite 
On  all  occasions;  write  ray  nauie  with  theirs 
1  hat  are  but  one  degree  remov'd  from  slaves; 
Be  drunk  when  you  would  have  me,  then 

wench  with  you, 
Or  play  the  pandiir;  enter  into  quarrels, 
Altho*  unjustly  grounded^  and  defend  tfiem, 
'Cauke  they  were  yours :   These  are  tlie  ty*^ 

rannies. 
Most  younger  brothers  groan  beneath;  yet 

bear  tiiem 
From  the  insulting  heir,  selling  their  freedoms 
At  a  lebs  rate  than  what  the  state  allows 
The  salary  of  base  and  common  strumpets : 


of 


<  At  to  umcorthy  men.']  Amended  by  Sympson. 

5  1  speak  well.]  The  insertion  of  the  word  not  is  recommended  by  Sympson. 

Kuphanes,  and  all  chat  follows^  proves  it  Co  be  the  original  reading. 


The  answer 


Act  i.  Sdene  S.] 
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No  conference  in  jour  coach|  which  U  not 

paid  with 
A  scarlet  suit :  This  the  {ioor  peopled  mutter^ 
Tho'  I  believe,  for  T  am  bound  to  do  so, 
A  ladjT  of  your  youth,  that  feeds  high  too^ 
And  a  most  exact  lady,  may  do  all  this 
Out  of  a  vh-tuous  love,  the  last-bought  vizard 
Tlmt  lechery  purchas*d. 

Eyph.  Not  a  word  beyond  this ! 
The  reverence  I  owe  to  that  one  womb 
In  which  we  both  were  embriuos,  makes  me 
What*s  past;  but  if  continued £su&r 

BeL  Stay  your  hand ! 
The  Queen  shall  right  my  honour. 

Cra,  Let  him  do  it; 
It  is  but  marrying  him.  And,  for  your  anger. 
Know  that  I  slignt  it !  When  your  goddess 

here 
Is  weary  of  your  sacrifice,  as  she  will  he. 
You  kiufw  my  house,  and  there  amongst  my 

servants 
Perhaps  you'll  find  a  livery.  [Exit 

Be/.  Be  not  mov'd; 
I  know  the  rancor  of  his  disposition. 
And  turn  it  on  himself  by  laughing  at  it; 
And  ill  that  let  me  teach  you. 

Euph,  I  learn  gladly.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Neantha,  Soikles,    and  Eraton, 

teveralfy, 

Nean,  YouVe  met  unto  my  wishes;-  if  you 
ever 
Dcsir*d  true  mirth  so  far  as  to  adventure 
To  die  with  the  extremity  of  laughter, 
I  come  before  the  object  that  wiU  do  it ; 
Or  let  me  live  your  fool. 

Sot.  Who  ist,  Neanthes? 

Nean.  Lamprias  the  usurer's  son. 

Era.  Lamprias  ?  the  youth 
Of  six  and  fifty? 

Sus.  That  was  sent  to  travel 
By  rich  Beliza,  'till  he  came  to  age 
And  was  fit  for  a  wife  ? 

Nean.  The  very  same.' 
This  gallant,  with  his  Guardian  and  his  Tutor, 
(And,  of  the  three,  who  is  most  fool  I  koow 
not)  [tlicm 

Are  newly  come  to  Corinth':  I'll  not  stale 
By  giving  up  their  characters^ ;  but  leave  Tou 
To  make  your  own  discoveries.   Here  they 
are,  su*. 

Eijnter  Onos,  Uncle^  and  Thtton 
Tutor.  That  leg  a  little  higher;  very  well. 

*  Poor  people.]  I  have  a  strong  suspicion  that  mott  is  the  reading  we  ought  to  follow,  but  I 
have  not  ventured  to  disturb  the  text.         Sympson. 

The  text  is  best. 

^  By  giving  np  their,  &c.]  The  particle  vp  I  have  lefl  out  of  the  present  text,  though  it 
stands  in  all  the  otiier  copies,  because  it  confounds  the  sense :  *  Givmg  up  a  character'  is 
ft  phrase  of  a  quite  diflierent  import  to  what  he  would  say  here,  as  the  least  attention  will 
make  evident  enough.        Sympson, 

'  To  give  up*  is  rigt^t.  It  ooos  not  here  signify  to  renqunce,  in  the  modern  acceptation, 
but  to  deter ibe. 

Vol.  II.  S  D 


^or  my  part,  ere  on  soch  low  terms  I  feed 
Upon  a  brother's  trencher,  let  me  die 
The  beggar*s  death,  and  starve ! 

Cra,  Tis  bravely  spoken, 
Did  what  yon  do  rank  with  it. 

BeL  Why,  what  does  he 
You  would  not  wish  were  yours? 

Cra.  I'll  tell  you,  lady. 
Since  you  rise  up  his  advocate, and  boldly 
(For  now  I  find,  and  plainly,  in  whose  favour 
My  love  and  service  to  you  was  neglected). 
For  all  your  wealth,  nay,  add  to  that  your 

beauty. 
And  put  your  virtues  in,  (if  you  have  any) 
I  would  not  yet  be  pointed  at,  as  he  is,  ' 
For  the  fine  courtier,  the  woman's  man, 
That  tells  my  lady  stories,  dissolves  riddles, 
Usliers  her  to  her  coach,  lies  at  her  feet 
At  solemn  masques,  applauding  what  she 

laughs  at; 
Heads  her  asleep  a-nights,  and  takes  his  oath 
Upon  her  pantofies,  that  all  excellence 
In  other  madnnis  docs  but  zany  hers:      [not 
These  you  are  perfect  in,  and  yet  these  take 
Or  from  your  birth  or  freedom. 

Euph.  Should  another 
Say  this,  my  deeds,  not  looks  should  shew'— 

BeL  Contemn  it: 
His  envy  fains  this,  and  he's  but  reporter. 
Without  a  second,  of  his  own  dry  fancies. 

Cra,  Yes,  madam,  the  whole  city  speaks  it 
with  me ; 
And  tlio*  it  may  distaste,  'tis  certain  you 
Are  brought  into  the  scene,  and  with  him 

censured; 
For  you  are  given  out  for  the  provident  lady, 
Tfiat,  not  to  be  unfurnished  for  her  pleasures, 
(As,  without  them,  to  what  vain  use  is  great- 
ness !) 
Have  made  choice  of  an  able  man,  a  young 

man. 
Of  an  Herculean  back,  to  do  you  service; 
And  one  you  may  command  too,  that  is  active, 
And  does  what  you  would  have  him. 

BeL  You  are  foul-mouth'd  I 

Cra.  That  can  speak  well,  write  verses 
too,  and  good  ones,  [with 

Sharp  and  conceited,  whose  wit  you  may  lie 
When  his  performance  fails  him ;  one  you 
have  [you; 

Maintained  abroad  tolenm  new  ways  to  please 
An<f,  by  the  gods,  you  well  reWardhim  for  it. 
No  nigb^  in  which,  while  you  lie  sick  and 

panting. 
He  watches  by  you,  but  is  worth  a  talent; 
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Now  put  your  face  into  the  traveller's  posture; 
Exceeding  good. 

Uncle.  Do  you  mark  how  they  admire  him? 

Tutor.  They  will  be  all  my  scholars,  when 
they  know 
And  understand  him  truly. 

Era.  Phoehus  guard  me 
From  this  new  Pytlion ! 

Sot.  How  they  have  crim*d  him  up 
Like  an  old  reveller! 

Nean.  Curled  him  and  perfumed  him ; 
But  that  was  done  with  judgment,  for  he  looks 
Like  one  that  purged  perpetually.  Trust  me, 
That  witch's  ftice  of  his  is  painted  too. 
And  every  ditch  upon  it  buries  more 
Than  would  set  olF  ten  bawds  and  all  their 
tenants !     ^ 

Si)s,  See  how  it  moves  towards  lis. 

Nean,  There's  a  salutation  ! —  [travel 
Troth,  gentlemen,  you  have  bestow'd  much 
In  training  up  your  pupil. 

Tutor.  Sir,  great  buildings  f'^ot, 

Require  great  labours ;  which  yet  we  repent 
Since  for  the  country's  good  we  have  brought 
An  absolute  man.  [home 

Uncle,  As  any  of  his  years, 
Corinth  can  shew  you. 

Era,  He's  exceeding  meagre. 

Tutor.  His  contemplation— 

Uncle.  Besides,  'tis  fit 
Learners  should  be  kept  hungry. 

N^n.  You  all  contemplate ;  [mine 

For  three  such  wretched  pictures  of  lean  fa- 
I  never  saw  together. 

Uncle,  We  have  fat  minds,  sir, 
And  travell'd  to  save  charges.   Do  you  lliink 
Twas  fit  a  young  and  hopeful  gentleman 
Should  be  brought  up  a  glutton'?    He's  my 

ward ; 
Nor  was  there  ever,  where  I  bore  the  bag, 
Any  superfluous  waste.         .  , 

AVa.  'Pray  you  can  it  speak? 

Tutor.    He  knows  all  languages,  but  will 
use  none ; 
They're  all  too  big  for's  mouth,  or  else  too  little 
To  express  his  great  conceits.     And  yet  of 

With  some  iropul>ion,  he  hath  set  down, 
in  a  strange  method,  by  the  way  of  question, 
And  briefly  too",  all  business  whatsoever. 
That  may  concern  a  gentleman. 

Nean.  Good  sir,  let's  hear  him. 

Tutor,  Come  on,  sir. 

Nean.  They  have  taught  him,  like  an  ape, 
To  do  his  tricks  by  signs.     Now  he  begins. 

Onos,  When  shall  we  be  drunk  together  ? 

Tutor,  That's  the  first. 

Onos.  Where  shall  we  whore  to-night? 

Uncle.  That  ever  follows. 

Era.  'Ods  nie,  he  now  looks  angry. 

Onos,  Shall  we  quarrel? 

Nean.  With  me  at  no  hand,  sin 


Onos.  Then  let's  protest. 

F.ra.  Is  this  all  ? 

Tutor.  These  are,  sir,  the  four  new  virtues 
That  are  in  fashion  ;  many  a  mile  wemeasur'd 
Before  we  could  arrive  unto  this  knowledge. 

Nean.  You  might  have  spar'd  that  labour, 
for  Rt  home  here 
There's  little  else  in  practice.  Ha!  the  Queen? 
Good  friend-.,  for  imlf  an  hour  remove  your 

motion'*; 
Tomorrow  willingly,  w'hen  we've  more  leisure. 
We'll  look  on  him  again. 

Onos.  Did  1  not  rarely  ? 

Uncle.  Excellent  well. 

Tutor.  He  shall  have  six  plumbs  for  it. 

[Exeunt  Onos, ^c. 

Enter  Af^emtr^  Leonidas,  T/ieanor,  Queen^ 
Merkme,  Bcliza^EuphaneSy  Crates^  Ladies 
anil  Attendants,  with  lights. 

Queen.  How  much  my  court  is  honour'd, 
princely  brother,  [sence, 

In  your  vouchsafing   it   your  loni;'d- for  pre- 
Were  tedious  to  repeat,  since  'tis  already 
(And  heartily)  acknowledged.  Nay  the  gods. 
That  look  into  kings'  actions,  smile  upon 
The  leaeue  we  have  concluded;  and  their 

justice 
Find  me  out  to  revenge  it,  if  I  break 
One  article  ! 

Age,  Great  miracle  of  queens, 
How  happy  I  esteem  myself,  in  being 
Tiiou{;ht  worthy  to  be  numbered  in  the  rank 
Of  yourron(ed'ratcs,my  love  and  best  service 
Shall   tiach  the  world   hereattcr;   but  this 

gift 
With  which  you  have  confirm'd  it,  is  so  far 
Beyond  my  hopes  and  means  e*(  r  to  return, 
I'liat  ol  necessity  1  must  die  obij«;*d 
To  vour  unanswer'd  bounty. 

The.  The  sweet  lady 
In  blushes  gives  your  highness  thanks. 

Queen.  Believe  it. 
On  the  Queen's  word, she  is  a  worthy  one; 
And  I  am  so  acquainted  with  her  ^oodnesii. 
That  but  for  this  peace  that  hath  chang'd  my 
purpose,  [v'ladly 

And  to   her  more  advancement,   I  should 
Have  call'd  her  daughter. 

The,  Tho'  I  am  dcpriv'd  of 
A  blessing,  'tis  not  in  the  fates  to  equal, 
To  shew  myself  a  subject  as  a  son. 
Here  1  give  up  my  claim,  and  willingly 
With  mine  own  hand  deliver  you  what  once 
1  lov'd  above  myself;  and  from  this  hour, 
(For  my  affection  yields  now  to  my  duty) 
Vow  never  to  solicit  her. 

Cra.  lis  well  cover'd. 
Neanthes,  and  the  rest ! 

[Eseunt  Cra,  Nean.  Sos,  Era. 

Queen.  Nay,  for  this  night 
You  must  (for  'tis  our  country  fashion,  sir) 


"  And  hiefl^  to  all.']  Corrected  by  Mr.  Sympson. 

*  Motion^  I.e.  Puppet.    See  note  ^  on  Kule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife. 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


TOE  QUEEN  OP  CORINTH. 


m 


Xeave  her  to  her  derotions ;  in  the  morning 
We'll  bring  you  to  the  teuiple, 

Tjeo.  How  in  this 
Your  highness  honours  ine! 

Mer.  Sweet  rest  to  all ! 

Jge,  This  kiss,  and  I  obey  you. 

hel.  Please  it  your  highness. 
This  is  the  gentleman. 

Queen.  You're  welcome  home,  sir. — 
Now,  as  I  live,  one  of  a  promising  presence. — 
IVe  heard  otyou  before,  and  you  shall  find 
I'll  know  you   better;   find  out  something 

that 
May  do  you  good,  and  rest  assur'd  to  have  it. 
Were  you  at  Sparta  lately  ? 

Euph.  Three  days  since,  madiun, 
I  can»e  from  thence.  • 

Qut'tn.  Tis  very  late. 


Good  night,  my  lord  !  Do  you,  sir,  follow  me; 
I  must  talk  further  with  you. 
Age.  All  rest  with  you !  \ILceunt* 

Enter  Crates,  Neanthez,  Eraton^  and  Soucles^ 

disguised. 

Cra.  She  must  pass  thro'  this  cloister ;  sud- 
And  boldly  seize  upon  her.  [dfuilj 

Nean.  Where's  the  prince? 
Cra,  Ife  does  expect  us  at  the  place  I 
shew'd  you.  , 

Enter  Merione  and  Servant, 

I  hear  one's  footing ;  peace,  'tis  she. 

Aler.  Now  leave  me;  I  Exit  Servant. 

I  know  the  way ;  tlio',  Vesta  witness  with  me, 
I  never  trod  it  witli  such  fear.-— Help,  help ! 

Cra.  Stop  her  mouth  close;  out  with  the 
ligtit;  ni  guide  you.  «    [Exeunt, 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Merione,  as  neiciy  ravished. 

Mer.  ''VO  whom  now  shall  I  cry.?  What 

*    powV  thus  kneel  to. 
And  he^  my  ravish'd  honour  back  upon  me? 
Deaf,  deaf,  ypu  gods  of  goodness,  deaf  to 

me. 
Deaf  Heav'n  to  all  my  cries ;  deaf  hope,  deaf 

justice ! 
I  am  abus'd,  and  you,  that  see  all,  saw  it. 
Saw  it,  and  smil'd  upon  the  villain  did  it; 
Saw  it,  and  gave  him  strength :  Why  liave  I 

pray'dtoyc,  [slumbers? 

When  all  the  world's  eyes  have  been  sunk  in 
Why  have  I  then  pour'd  out  my  tears?  kueel'd 

to  yc  ? 
And  from  the  altar  of  a  pure  heart  sent  ye 
Tiioughts  like  yourselves,  white,  innocent, 

vows  purer  [odours? 

And  of  a  sweeter  flame  »•  than  all  earth's 
Why  have  I  sung  your  praises,  strew'd  your 

temples,  [roses? 

And  crown'd  your  holy  priests  with  virgin 
is  it  we  hold  ye  powerful,  to  destroy  us?  » 
Believe  and  honour  ye,  to  see  U!>  ruin'd? 
These  tears  of  anjjer  thus  I  sprinkle  toward  ye, 
You  that  dare  sleep  secure  whilst  virgins  suffer; 
Tliesc  stick  like  comets 'S  blaze  eternally, 
Till,  with  the  wonder,  they  have  wak'd  your 

justice. 
And  forc'd  ye  fear  our  curses,  as  we  yours. 


Enter  Theanor  and  Crates,  with  vizards. 
My  sliame  still  follows  me,  aud  still  proclaims 


me. 


He  turns  away  in  scorn !  I  am  contemn'd  too; 
A  more  unmanly  violence  than  the  other : 
Bitten,  and  flung  away?  Whate'er  you  are, 
Sir,  you  that  have  abus'd  me,  and  now  most 

basely 
And  sacrilegiously  robb'd  this  fair  temple, 
I  fling  all  these  behind  me,  but  look  upon  me, 
But  one  kind  loving  look,  be  what  you  wilf. 
So  from  this  hour  you  will  be  mine,  my  hus- 
band. [^J^f 
And  you,  his  hand  in  mischief,  I  speak  to  you 
Counsel  him  nobly  now ;  you  know  the  mis- 
chief, 
The  most  unrighteous  act  he  has  done ;  per- 
suade him,                                  [science 
Persuade  him  like  a  friend,  knock  at  his  con- 
Till  fair  Repentance  follow.   Yet  be  worthy 
of  me,                                               [you : 
And  shew  yourself,if evergood  thoughtguided 
You've  had  your  foul  will ;  make^  yet  fair 

with  marriage; 
Open  yourself  and  take  me,  wed  me  now. 

[Draws  hii  dagger. 
More  fruits  of  villainy?  Your  dagger?  Come; 
You're  merciful;  I  thank  you  for  your  medi- 


cme. 


Enter  the  rest  disguised, 
Ts  that  too  worthy  too  ?  Devil !  thou  with  him ! 


»«  Specter  flame]  Though  I  have  not  disturbed  the  text,  I  suspect  we  should  read  fume. 

T-Sifffipson.  . 

»»  IViese  stick  like  t^mets.]  To  compare  tears  to  comets,  fre  to  water,  is  so  strange  an  aW 
lusion,  that  we  cannot  help  thinking  a  line  has  been  dropt  here;  and  the  two  following  linei 
almost  prove  that  the  curses  and  execrations  of  the  suffering  innocent  (not  the  tears  whici 

*he  spriiikks)  arc  what  she  means  by  saying, 

'  TAcw  stick  like  cowie/i,  6/arc  eternally/ 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


[Act  d.  Scene  $^ 


Thou  penny  bawd  to  his  lust!  Will  not  that 
«tir  thee  ?  [not, 

Do  joo  work  by  tokens  now  ?  Be  sure  1  live 

Faar  your  own  safeties,  l^naves.  I  will  sit  pa- 
tiently: [servants, 

But,  as  you  are  true  yillaini,  the  d^TiPs  own 

And  those  he  loves  and  fusts,  make  it  as 
bloody 

An  act,  of  such  true  horror,  HeavSi  would 
shake  at ; 

Twill  shew  the  braver.  Goodness,  hold  my 
hope  fast, 

And  in  thy  mercies  look  upon  my  ruins, 

Enter  tix  disfiuued,  tinging  and  dancing  to  a 
horrid  mutick^  and  sprinkling  voter  oti  her 
face. 
And  thci?  I'm  right ! — My  eyes  grow  dead 

and  heavy. 
Wrong  me  no  more,  as  ye  are  men.  . 
The.  She's  fast. 
Cra,  Away  with  her.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Agenor  and  Geutiemen,  zcith  torches. 
Age.  Now,  Gentlemen,  the  title's  come 

now  t' enjoy  L*^*** 

That  fr\(itful  happiness  my  heart  has  long'd 
This  day  be  happy  call'd  ";  and  when  old 

Time  [swectncjjs 

Brings  it  about  each  year,  crown*d  with  that 
It  gives  me  now,  see  every  man  observe  it. 
And,  laying  all  aside  bears  show  of  business. 
Give  this  to  joy  and  triumph.    How  sit  my 

cloaths  ? 

1  fyent.  Handsome,  and  wondrous  well,  sir. 
Age.  Do  they  shew  richly  ? 

for  to  those  curiquseyes  even  Beauty  envies, 
must  not  now  appear  poor,  or  low-fashion*d. 
Methinks  I   am  younger  than  I  was,   far 

younger; 
And  such  u  promise  in  my  blood  I  feel  now, 
That,  if  there  may  be  a  perpetual  youth 
Bestow'd  on  man,  I  am  that  soul  shall  win  it. 
Does  my  hair  stand  well  ?  Lord,  how  ill-fa- 

vour'dly 
You  have  urrssM  me  to-day !  how  baldly ! 

Why  this  cloak? 

2  Gent.  Wliy,  'tis  the  richest,  sir. 
Age.  And  here  you  have  put  me  on 

A  pair  of  breeches  look  like  a  pair  of  bag- 
pipes. 

1  Gent.  Believe,  sir,  they  shew  bravely. 
Age.  Why  these  stockings? 

2  Gent,  Your  leg  appears [colour ; 

Age.  Pbh  !    I  would  have  had  *em  peach- 
All  young  and  new  about  me.  And  this  scarf 

here,  [puppet. 

'A  SPO^ly  thing!  you  have  trick*d  me  like  a  J 


1  Gent,  I'll  undertdie  to  rig  forth  a  whoip 
navy, 
And  with  less  labour,  than  one  man  in  love: 
They're  never  pleased. 

S  Gent.  Methinks  he  looks  well. 

1  Gent.  Well  [wonder 

As  man  can  look,  as  handsome.    N^ow  do  I 
He  found  not  fault  his  nose  was  put  on  ugly^ 
Or  his  eyes  look'd  too  grey,  and  rail  at  us : 
They  are  the  way  ward's  t  things,  these  lover«. 

ii'Gent.  All  will  be  right 
When  once  it  comes  to  th'  push. 

1  Cent.  I  would  they  were  at  it,, 
For  our  own  quiet  sake« 

AgCn  Come,  wait  upon  me ; 
And  bear  yourselves  like  mine,  my  friends, 
and  nubly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI. 

EtUcp  Theanor,  Crates,  and  Erator^  bring* 

ing  Meriane. 

Erat.  This  is  her  brother's  door. 
Cra.  There  lay  her  down  then  ; 
Lay  her  along.     She's  fast  still? 
Erat.  As  forgetfulness  *3. 
Cra.  Be  not  you  stirr'd  uow,  but  ^way  ta 
your  mother. 
Give  all  attendance,  let  no  stain  appear 
Of  fear,  or  doubt  in  your  face;  carry  yourr 
self  confidently. 
The.  But  whither  runs  your  drift  now  I 
Cra,  When  she  wakes. 
Either  what*s  done  will  shew  a  mere  dreasi 

to  her, 
And  carry  no  more  credit ;  or,  say  she  find  it,^ 
Say  she  remember  all  tlie  circumstances. 
Twenty  to  one  the  shapes  iu  which  they  were 
acted,  [her. 

The  horrors,  and  the  still  affrights  we  shew'd 
Rising  hi  wilder  figures  to  her  memory. 
Will  run  her  mad,  ^nd  no  man  guess  the 

rcnsou : 
If  all  these  fail,  and  that  she  risenp  perfect, 
And  so  collect  herself,  believe  this,  sir. 
Not  knowing  who  it  was  that  did  this  to  her^ 
Nor  having  any  power  to  guess ;  the  thing 

done  too 
Being  the  utter  undoing  of  her  honour 
If  it  be  known,  and  to  the  world's  eye  pub- 
lisli'd,  [her. 

Especially  at  this  time  when  Fortune  courts 
She  must  and  will  conceal  it,  nay,  forget  it: 
The  woman  is  noLucrece.  Get  you  gone,  sir; 
And,  as  you  would  have  more  of  this  sport, 
fear  not. 
The.  I  am  confirm'd.    Farewell ! 
Cra,  Farewell!  Away,  sir. 
Disperse  yourselves;  and  as  you  ]o\'e  his 
favour, 


>*  This  day  he  happy  caltdy  &c.]  Howe  has  closely  copic(^  this  speech,  in  the  beginning  of 
Tlie  Fair  Penitent. 

*3  Ser.  As  forgetfulness.]  As  there  is  no  Servant  present,  nor  any  person  whose  name  ber 
gins  iu  this  manner,^  wc  have  given  this  speech  to  Eraton. 


Aec  9.  Scene  $.] 
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And  that  that  crowns  it,  gold,  no  tongues 

amongst  )'e  ! 
You  know  your  charge;  this  way  goes  no 

suspicion  **,  [Exeunt. 

^ter  Agenor  and  Lenoidas,  with  two  Gen- 
tUmef^f  with  lights. 
Age.  You  are  stirring  early,  sir. 
Leo.  It  was  my  duty  ^ 

To  wait  upon  vour  Grace. 

Age,  How  fires  your  sister,  [yet  ? 

My  beauteous  mistress?  What,  is  she  ready 

Leo,  No  c^oubt  she*ll  lose  no  time,  sir: 

Young  maids  in- her  way 

Tread  upon  thorns,  and  think  an  hour  ana^e, 

Till  the  priests  hns  dune  Ins  part,  that  theirs 

may  follow. 
I  saw  her  not  since  yesterday  i'  tij'  evening ; 
But,  sir,  Fm  sure  she  is  nut  slack.:  Believe 
Your  Grace  will  End  a  loving  soul.  [nie, 

Age,  A  sweet  one; 
And  so  much  joy  I  carry  in  the  thought  of  it, 
80  great  a  happmess  to  kuow  she  is  mine, 
(Believe  me,  noble  brother)  that  to  express  it 
Metbiuks  a  tongue's  a  poor  thing,  can  do  no- 
thing, [there  ? 
Imagination  less*^.    Who's  that  that  lies 
Leo,  Where,  sir?  [man. 
Age,  Before  the  door ;  it  looks  like  a  wo-  , 
Leo.  Tliis  way  I  came  abroad,  but  then 
there  was  notliing. 
One  of  the  maids  o*crvvatch*d  belike. 

Age,  It  may  be.  [sleep  in. 

Leo,  But  mcthinks  this  is  no  fit  place  to 
1  Gent.  Tis  sure  a  woman,  sir;  she  has 
jewels  on  too : 
She  tears  no  foul  play  sure. 

Leo.  Bring  a  torch  hither ;        [garments. 
Yet  'tis  not  perfect  day.  I  should  know  those 
Age.  How  sound  she  sleeps ! 
Leo.  I'm  sorry  to  see  this ! 
Age.  Do  you  know  her  ? 
Xeo.  And  you  now,  I  am  sore,  sir. 
Age,  My  mistress  .^  How  comes  this? 

Enttr  Queen,  Theanor,  Belizoy  Euphanes, 
Neanthes,  and  Attendants, 

Leo,  The  Queen  and  her  train  .^ 

Queen,  You  know  uiy  pleasure. 

EupU,  And  will  be  most  careful. 

Queen,  Be  not  long  absent; 
The  suit  you  preferred  is  granted. 

Nean.  I'his  I'ellow  mounts 
Apace,  and  will  tower  o'er  us  like  a  falcon. 


Queen,  Good  morrow  to  ye  nil !  Why  stand 

ye  wond'ring?  [tress; 

Enter  the  house,  sir,  and  bring  out  your  mifr- 
You  must  observe  our  ceremonies.     Whatli 

the  matter? 
What's  that  ye  stand  at?  How !  Merione? 
Asleep  i'  th'  street?  Belike  some  sudden  palsy. 
As  she  stept  out  last  night  upon  devotion, 
To  take  her  farewell  of  her  virgin  state. 
The  air  being  sharp  and  piercing,  struck  her 
See  if  she  breathe.  [suddenly. 

Leo,  A  little. 
Queeih,  Wake  her  then ; 
*Tis  sure  a  fit. 
Age.  She  wakes  herself:  Give  room  to  her. 
Queen.  See  how  the  spirits  struggle  to  re- 
cover, [certain. 
And  strongly  reinforce  their  strengtlis;  for 
This  was  nu  natural  sleep. 

The,  Vm  of  your  mind,  madam. 
Queen.  No,  son,  it  cannot  be. 
The,  'Pray  Heav'n,  no  trick, in*t ! 
Good  soul,  she  little  merits  such  a  mischief. 
Queen.  She's  broad  awake  now,  and  her 
t»ensc  clears  up ; 
Twas  sure  a  fit.    otund  o(F. 

Mer.  The  Queen,  my  love  here. 
And  all  my  noble  friends  ?  Why,  where  am  I  ? 
Huw  am  I  tranc'd,  and  mop'd  !  1*  th*  ^treet? 
Hcav'n  bless  me !  [remember-— 

Shame  to  my  sex  !  o'  th*  ground  too  ?— Oh,  I 
Leo.  How  wild  she  looks ! 
Age,  Oh,  my  cold  heart,  how  she  trembles ! 
Mer.  Oh,  I  remember,  i  remember! 
Queen,  What's  that? 

M^r.  My  shame,  ^jny  shame,  my  shame ! 
Oh,  \  remember. 
My  never-dying  shame ! 
The.  Here  has  been  villainy. 
Queen.  I  fear  so  too. 
Mer.  You  are  uo  furies,  are  ye? 
No  horrid  shapes  sent  to  aifright  me  ? 

Age,  No,  sweet; 
We  are  your  friends.  Look  up;  I  am  Agenor, 
(Oh,  my  Merione !)  that  loves  you  dearly, 
And  come  to  marry  you. 

Leo.  Sibter,  what  ail  you? 
Speak  out  your  griefs,  and  boldly. 

Age.  Something  sticks  here 
Will  choak  you  else. 
Mer.  I  hope  it  will. 
Queen.  Be  free,  lady ; 
You  have  your  lovini;  friends  about  you. 
Age.  Dear  Merione, 


^  Goes  no  suspicion.]  Though  this  may  be  understood,  it  is  such  alow  and  stiff  expressio'!, 
that  I  can  scarce  think  it  genuine.  The  word  gi7)eSy  instead  o(  goes,  makes  clearer  En  ;!  -  - . 
but  I  believe  the  original  might  be 

*  — ——  this  way  go no  suspicion;'  i.  e.  be  sure  ye  take  care,  not  to  y.^r    -.t 

least  suspicion  by  your  conduct.         Sewat'd, 

We  think  the  text  needs  uo  change. 

^  Imagination  less.]  Sympson  proposes  to  read, 

*  Imagination Bless  uSy  who*s  that,'  &c. 

Seward,  '  imagination  scarce;'  and  they  jointly  have  another  reading,  '  - 
boe  word.    We  think  tlie  text  unexceptionable,  and  their  objections  futile ' 


::.,2n. 
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[Act  f .  Scene  S« 


By  the  unspotted  love  I  ever  bore  you, 
hy  thine  own  goodness* 

Mer,  Oh,  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  sir ; 
I'm  now  I  know  not  what;  'pray  ye  look  not 

on  me ; 
No  name  is  left  me,  nothing  to  inherit. 
But  that  detested,  base,  and  branded 

^ge.  Speak  it. 
And  how :  Diseases  of  most  danger, 
Their  causes  once  discovered,  are  easily  cur'd. 
My  fair  Merione 

Mer,  I  thank  your  love,  sir : 
When  I  was  fair  Merione,  unspotted, 
Pure,and  unblasted  in  the  bud  you  honour'd'*, 
White  as  the  heart  of  truth,  then,  prince 

Agenor, 
Even  then  I  was  not  worthy  of  your  favour. 
Wretch  that  I  ani,  less  worthy  now  of  pity  ! 
Let  no  good  thing  come  near  me ;  Virtue  fly 
me ;  [me ; 

You  tljat  have  honest  noble  names,  despise 
For  I  am  nothing  now  but  a  main  pestilence. 
Able  to  poison  all !  Send  those  unto  me 
That  have  forgot  their  names,  ruin'd  their 
fortunes,  [virgins 

Despis'd  their  honours;  those  that  have  been 
Ravished  and  wrong'd,  and  yet  dare  live  to  tell 

Tfie.  Now  it  appears  too  plain.  [it. 

Mtr,  Send  those  sad  people 
That  hate  the  light,  and  curse  society ; 
Whose  thoughts  are  graves,  and  from  whose 
eyes  continually  [t^e; 

Their  melting  souls  drop  out,  send  those  to 
And  when  their  sorrows  are  most  excellent. 
So  full  lliat  one  grief  more  cannot  be  added, 
My  story  like  a  torrent  shall  devour  'em. 
Tlark !  it  must  out:  But  V^X  '>tand  close 
And  let  not  all  the  world  liear.       [together, 

J.eo.  Speak  it  boldly. 

Mer.  And,  royal  lady,  think  but  charita- 
Your  Grace  has  known  my  breeding,    [bly ! 

Queen.  'Pritliee,  speak  it. 

Mer.  Is  there  no  stranger  here  ?  Send  off 
your  servants. 
And  yet  it  must  be  known. — I  shake. 

Jine.  Sweet  mistress  !  [guess  yet .? 

Mer.  I  am  abus'd,  basely  abus*d !  do  you 
Come  close;  I'll  tell  yc  plainer;  I  anf^whor'd, 
Kavish'd,  and  robb*d  of  honour ! 

Leo.  Oh,  the  devil ! 

Jge.  VVhat  hellish  slave  was  this? 

l%e.  A  wretch,  a  wretch,  [ladj  ? 

A  damned  wretch  !  Do  you  know  the  villain, 

Mer.  N.a. 

The.  Not  by  guess  ^ 

Mer,  Oh,  no. 

The.  It  must  be  known. 

Queen,  Where  was  the  place? 

Mer.  I  know  not  neither. 


A^e.  Oh, Heaven! 
Is  this  the  happy  time  ?  my  hope  to  this  come  ? 

Leo.  Neither  the  man  nor  circumstances? 

The.  Uis  tongue. 
Did  you  not  hear  his  tongue  ?  no  voice  ? 

Afer.  None,  none,  sir: 
All  I  know  of  him  was  his  violence. 

Age.  How  came  you  hither,  sweet  ? 

Mer.  1  know  not  neither. 

The.  A  cunning  piece  of  villainy. 

Mer.  All  I  remember 
Is  only  this  :  Going  to  Vesta's  temple. 
To  give  the  goddess  my  last  virgin  prayer^, 
Near  to  that  place  1  was  suddenly  surpris>*d 
By  five  or  six  disguis*d,  and  from  thence 

violently 
To  my  dishonour  halM  :  That  act  perfomfd. 
Brought  back ;  but  how,  or  whither,  'till  I 
wak'd  here 

The.  TWis  is  so  monstrous,  tlie  gods  cannot 
suffer  it ; 
I  have  not  read,  in  all  the  villainies 
Committed  by  the  most  obdurate  rascals, 
An  act  so  truly  impious. 

1^0.  'Would  I  knew  him! 

The.  He  nmstbe  known;  the  devil  cannot 
hide  him.  [do  it^ 

Queen.  If  all  the  art  I  have,  or  power,  can 
He  shall  be  found ;  and  such  a  way  *'  of  justice 
Inflicted  on  him — A  lady  wrong'cf  inmy  court? 
And  this  way  robb'd,  and  ruin'd  ? 

The.  Be  contented,  madam  ; 
If  he  be  above  ground,  1  will  have  bim^ 

Age.  Fair  virtuous  maid,  take  comfort  yet, 
and  flourish,  [y^^f 

In  my  love  flourish  ;  the  stain  was  forc'd  upon 
None  of  your  will's,  nor  yours.     Rise,  and 
rise  mine  still,  Jlov'dye; 

And  rise  the  same  white,  sweet,  fair  soul  I 
Take  me  the  same. 

Mer.  I  kneel  and  thank  you,  sir  ; 
And  I  must  say  you  are  truly  honourable. 
And  dare  confess  my  will  vet  still  a  virgin: 
But  so  unfit  and  weak  a  cabinet 
To  keep  your  love  and  virtue  in  am  I  now. 
That  have  been  forc'd  and  broken,  lost  my 

lustre ; 
I  mean  this  body,  so  corrupt  a  volume. 
For  you  to  study  goodness  m,  and  honour, 
I  shall  entreat  your  Grace,  confer  that  hap- 
piness 
Upon  a  beauty  Sorrow  never  saw  yet. 
And  when  this  grief  shall   kill  me,  (as  it 

must  do) 
Only  remember  yet  you  had  such  a  mistress  *■; 
And  if  you  then  dare  shed  a  tear,  yet  honour 

me. 
Good  gentlemen,  express  your  pities  to  me. 
In  seeking  out  this  villainy.  And  my  last  suit 


'•  Tou  honour  d.]  Seward  reads,  *  You  honour'd  me.* 
»'  A  way  of  justice.]  Probably  we  should  read,  weight ;  way  is  very  flat. 
'•  Yet  you  had  such  a  mistress; 
I  yet  honour  me.]  Sympson  substitutes  that  for  yet  in  these  places ;  but  the 

old  reading  is  much  best. 
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Act  fr  Scene  4.] 

Vtd  your  Grace,  that  I  may  hi^ve  your  favour 
Tu  live  a  poor  recluse  nun  with  this  lady, 
From  court  and  company,  'till  Heaven  shall 
hear  me,  •  [serjf. 

And  send  me  comfort,  or  death  end  my  mi- 
Queen.  Take  your  own  will ;  ray  very  lieart 
bleeds  for  thee.  [thee. 

Age,  Farewell,  Merionc  !  since  I  have  not 
I'll  wed  thy  goodness,  and  thy  memory. 
Leo.  And  I  her  fair  revenge. 
The,   Away;  let's  follow  it; 
For  he's  so  rank  i*  th'  wind  we  cannot  miss 
him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Crates  and  Conon, 

Cra.  Conon  ?  YouVe  welcome  home !  you're 
wondrous  welcome ! 
Ifi  this  your  first  arrival  ? 

Coa,  Sir,  but  now 
I  reach'd  the  towu. 

Cra.  You're  once  more  welcome  then. 

Con.  I  thank  you,  noble  sir. 

Cra,  'Pray  you  do  me  the  honour 
To  make  my  poor  house  first 

Con.  'Pray,  sir,  excuse  me ;    .  [py 

I  have  not  seen  mine  own  yet ;  nor  made  hap- 
These  longing  eyes  witli  those  Hove  there.'— 
What  is  this  ?  a  tavern  ? 

Cra.  It  seems  so  by  the  outside. 

C*m,  Step  in  licre  then ; 
And  since  it  offers  itself  so  freely  to  us, 
A  place  made  only  for  liberal  entertainment, 
liet's  seek  no  further,  but  make  use  of  this, 
A4id,  after  the  Greek  fashion,  to  our  friends 
Crown  a  round  cup  or  two. 

Enter  Vintner  and  Drawer. 

Cra.  Your  pleasure,  sir. 
Drawers !  who  waits  within? 

Draw.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [there ! 

Vi?it,  Look  into  the  Lilly-pot.  Why,  Mark, 
You're  welcome,  gctitlemeu  !  heartily  wel- 
My  noble  friend  !  [couie, 

Cra,  Let's  have  good  wine,  mine  host. 
And  a  fine  private  room. 

Viut.  Will  you  be  there,  sir  ?  [myself. 
What  is't  you'll  drink  ?  Ill  draw  your  wine 
Cushions,  ye  knaves !  Why,  when?    , 

Re-enter  Drazcer. 

Draw.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Vint.  Chios,  or  Leshos,  Greek  ? 

Cra,  Your  best  and  neatest. 

Vint.  1*11  draw  ye  that  sliall  dance. 

Cra,  Away;  be  quick  then.  [Exit  Vintner. 

Con.  How  doesyour  brother,  sir,  my  noble 
friend,  [travel. 

The  ^ood  Euphanes?  In  all  my  course  of 
I  met  not  with  a  gentleman  so  t'urnish'd 
In  gentleness  and  courtesy ;  believe,  sir. 
So  many  friendly  othces  1  receiv'd  from  him. 
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So  great  and  timely,  and  enjoy'd  his  company 
In  such  an  open  and  a  liberal  sweetness^ 

That  when  I  dare  forget  him 

Cra.  He  is  in  good  health,  sir; 
But  you  will  find  him  a  much-alter*d  man ; 
Grown  a  great  courtier,  sir. 
Con.  He  is  worthy  of  it. 
Cra,  A  man  drawn  up,  that  leaves  no  print 
behind  him  [of 

Of  what  he  was.  Tliose  goodnesses  you  speak 
That  have  been  in  him,  those  that  you  call 

freedoms. 
Societies,  and  sweetness,  look  for  now,  sir^ 
You'll  find  no  shadows  of  them  left,  do  sound ; 
The  very  air  he  has  liv'd  in  alter'd.     Now 

behold  him. 
And  yjou  shall  see  a  thing  walk  by,  look  big 

upon  you. 
And  cry  for  place :  '  I  am  the  Queen's ;  give 
room  there ! '  [net, 

If  you  how  low,  may-be  he'll  touch  the  oon<- 
Or  6ing  a  forc'd  smile  at  you,  for  a  favour. 
Con,  He  is  your  brother,  sir. 
Cra.  These  forms  put  off,  [on  hiniy 

Which  travel  and  court  holy-water  sprinkle 
I  dare  accept  aud  know  liim.  You'll  tliiuk  it 

strange,  sir. 
That  ev'n  to  me,  to  me,  his  natural  brother. 
And  one  by  birth  he  owes  a  little  honour 
too    ■ 

Enter  Vintner  with  wine. 

But  that's  all  one.     Come,  give  me  some 

wine,  mine  host. 
Here's  to  your  fair  return  ! 

Con,  I  wonder  at  it ! 
But  sure  h'  has  found  a  nature 
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not  worth 
[ried.-*- 
In  this  way  *9 ;  else  I  know  he  is  tender  cai^ 
I  thank  you,  sir.  And  now  durst  I  presume. 
For  all  you  tell  me  of  these  alterations 
And  stops  in  his  sweet  nature  (which  'till  I 

find  so, 
I  have  known  him  now  so  long,  and  look'd 
so  thro*  him,  [less) 

You  must  give  me  leave  to  be  a  little  taith- 
I  say,  for  all  these,  if  you  please  to  venture, 
I'll  lay  the  wine  we  drink,  let  me  send  for  him 
(Ev'n  I,  that  am  the  poorest  of  his  fellowship) 
But  by  a  boy  o'  th'  house  too,  let  him  have 
business,  [tress 

Let  him  attend  the  Queen,  nay,  let  his  mis- 
Ilold  him  betwixt  her  arms,  he  shall  come 
to  me,  [heartily ; 

And  shall  drink  with  me  too,  love  me,  and 
Like  a  true  honest  man,  bid  me  welcome 
I'm  confident.  [home; 

Cra,  You'll  lose. 
Con.  You'll  stand  to  th'  wager  ? 
Cra,  With  all  my  heart. 
Con.  Go,  Boy,  and  tell  Euphanes— ^» 
hoy.  He's  now  gone  up  the  street,  air^  with 
a  great  traiu  of  gallants. 


>•  In  Midway.]  Seward,  we  think  injudiciously,  reads  man  fpr  voy. 
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[Act  S.  Scene  ^i 


fnon) 
am. 


Cra,  What  think  you  now,  sir? 
Con.  Go,  and  overtake  him : 
Commend  my  love  unto  him,  (myname^^s 
Tcli  him  I'm  new  arrived,  and  where  I  a 
Aud  would  request  to  sec  him  presently. 
You  see  I  use  old  dudgeon  phrase  to  draw 
him.  [him  hither. 

Cra.  ril  liangand  quarter  when  you  draw 
dm.  Away,  Boy. 

Boff,  I  am  g«)ne,  sir.  [Exit. 

Con.  Here's  to  you  now !  fhim, 

And  you  shall  find  his  travel  has  not  stopt 
As  you  suppose,  nor  alter'd  any  freedOhi ; 
Bot  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent. 
It  draws  the  grussncss  off  the  understanding. 
And  renders  active  and  industrious  spirits: 
He  that  knows  most  meu*s  manners^  must  of 
necessity  [ample. 

Best  know  his  own,  and  mend  those  by  ex- 
Tis  a  dull  thing  to  travel  like  a  mill-hoi*«e. 
Still  in  the  place  be  was  born  in,  lam*d  and 
blinded;  [spirits. 

Living  at  home  is  like  it.    Pure  and  strong 
That,  like  the  fire,  still  covet  to  fly  upward, 
And  to  give  fire,  as  well  as  take  it,  cas'd  up 

and  mew'd  here,^ 
I  mean  at  home,  like  lusty  mettled  horses. 
Only  tied  up  iu  stables*^,   to  please  their 

masters. 
Beat  out  their  fiery  lives  in  their  own  litters. 
Why  don't  you  travel,  sir ! 
Cra.  Vve  no  belief  in't, 
I  see  so  many  strange  things,  half  unhatcird 
too '9,  [men. 

Return,  those  that  went  out  men,  and  good 
lliey  look  like  poach'd  eggs,  with  the  soul 

suck'd  out, 
Empty  and  full  of  wind  :  All  their  affections 
Are  bak'd  in  rye-crust,  to  hold  carriage 
From  this  good  town  to  t* other ;  and  when 

they  are  open'd, 
They're  so  ill-cook*d  and  mouldy 
Con.  You  are  pleasant. 
Cra.  rii  shew  you  a  pack  of  these :  I  have 
'em  for  you,  '   • 

That  have  been  long  in  travel  too. 
Con.  Please  you,  sir. 

Cra,  You  know  the  Merchants'  Wallp,  Boy? 
H  Boy,  Very  well. 

Cra.  And  you  remember  those  gentlemen 
were  here 
The  other  day  with  me  ? 
2  Boy.  Yes. 
Cra.  Then  go  thither. 
For  there  i  am  sure  they  are ;  pray  *ero  come 

hither, 
(And  use  my  name)  I  would  be  glad  to  see  'em.  I 


Enter  First  Bo^. 

1  Boy,  Yonr  btother's  coming  iti,  sir. 

Vint,  Odds  ihy  passion !  [cushions^ 

Out  with  the  plate,  ye  knaves;  bring  the  new 
And  wash  those  glasses  I  set  by  for  high-days; 
Perfume  the  rooms  along.     Why,  sirrah ! 

1  Bqy^,  Here,  sir. 

Vint.    Bid  my  wife  make  herself  ready 
handsomely. 
And  put  on  her  best  aprot) ;  it  may  be, 
Tlie  noble  gentleman  will  look  upon  her. 

Enter  Euphanet  and  two  Gentlemen, 

Euph.  Where  is  he.  Boy  ? 
Vint,  Your  worship's  heartily  welcome ! 
It  joys  ray  very  heart  to  see  you  here,  sir. 
Tlie  gentleman  that  sent  for  your  honour*'— 
Euph,  Oh,  good  mine  host ! 
Vint.  To  my  poor  homely  house^  an^t  like 

vour  honour 

Euph,  I  thank  thine  honour,  good  mine 

host.    Where  is  he  ?  [phanes ! 

Con,  What  think  you  now  ^ — My  best  Eu- 

Euph,  Conon !  [is  it  ? 

Welcome,  my  friend !  ray  noble  friend,  how 

Are  you  in  safety  come,  in  health? 

Con,  All  health,  all  safety,  [piness« 

Riches,  and  all  that  makes  content  and  hap* 
Now  r  am  here,  I  have.  How  have  you  far^^ 
sir? 
Euph.  Well,  I  thank  Heaven;  and  never 
nearer,  friend, 
To  catch  at  great  occasion. 

Con,  Indeed  I  joy  iu't.  [fortunes ( 

Euph,  Nor  am  I  for  myself  bom  in  these 
In  truth  I  love  my  friends. 
Con,  You  were  noble  ever. . 

[Euph,  salutes  Cra, 
Cra,  I  thought  you  had  not  known  me. 
Euph.  Yes ;  you  are  my  brother. 
My  elder  brother  too :  'Would  your  affections 
Were  able  but  to  ask  that  love  I  owe  to  you, 
And  as  I  give,  preserve  it ! — Here,  friend  Co- 
To  your  fair  welcome  home  !  [oon^ 

Con.  Dear  sir,  I  thank  you. 
Fill  it  to  th'  brim,  boy.     Crates ! 
Cra.  I  will  pledge  you ; 

But  for  that  glorious  comet,  lately  fir'd 

Con.  Fy,  fy,  sir,  fy  I 
Euph.  Nay,  let  him  take  his  freedom*; ; 
He  stirs  not  lue,  I  vow  to  you ;  much  less 
stains  me. 
Cra,  Sir,  I  can't  talk  with  that  neat  tra- 
velling tongue. 
Con.  As  I  live,  he  has  the  worst  belief  io 
men  abroad ! 


••  Up  in  stablest]  Mr.  Seward  joined  with  me  in  rending  stalls  for  stables,  which,  though 
ly)  great  improvement  to  the  sense,  is  to  that  of  the  measure.         Stpnpson. 

Variations  for  the  sake  of  measure  only,  arc  inadmissible.    Our  Authors,  and  all  others 
of  their  time,  were  very  licentious  in  that  respect. 

»»  Strange  things  halfunhatcKd,  to  ^ 

Beturn,  those  that  went^  fitc.J  There  if  probably  some  omission  here :  however,  tlie  ve- 
nation we  have  made  aft'ordj  a  more  plausible  reading  than  the  former  editions. 
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£n(er  SccothI  Boy, 

Vm  glad  I  nin  come  home. 

C  Ifcy.  Here  nrc  the  gentlemen. 
Vra.  Ok  J  Jet  *ein  enter. ,  Now  you  dial 
trust  iu  travel, 
And  make  siiarp  beards  and  little  breeches 
deities,  [picks, 

You  tliat  eiihattce  the  daily  price  of  tooth- 
And  hold  ihtrc  isvHo  liouK-bred  happint'bs, 
Ifchold  a  tDodfl  of*  your  hiiiids  and  actions. 
Euph,  Ttio'  this  be  envious,  yet,  done  i*  th* 
way  ot*  mirth, 
1  am  contnut  to  thank  you  for't. 
Con.  Tis  well  yet. 
Cra,  Let  the  masque  enter. 

Knter  Onos,  Uncie,  and  Tutor. 

Onos.  A   pretty  tavern   Yailhy  of  a  fine 

structure !  « 

Uuc/e,   Bear  yourself  like  a  gentleman; 
here's  sixpence, 
And  be  sure  you  break  no  glasiies. 

Tutor.  Hark  ye,  pupil; 
Go  as  I  taught  you,  hatig  more  upon  your 
hams,  [little. 

Am!  put  Vdur  knees  out  bent;  there;  yet  a 
Now^I  beseech  ye,  be  not  so  improvident 
To  forget  your  travelling  pace,  'tis  a  main 

posture. 
And  to  all  unair*d  jreutieraen  will  betray  you : 
Play  with  your  Pisa  beard.     Why,  wht^re's 

your  brubh,  pupil? 
He  must  have  a  brush,  sir. 
Uncle,  Wore  cluu'se  yet? 
.    Jutor,  Here,  lake  mine;  fsir. 

These  elements  of  travel  he  must  not  want. 
Uncle,  Afa'f'oi/,  he  has  had  some  ninetecu- 
pence  m  elements; 
What  would  yoU  raort? 

I'vtor,  Durut  mthercle  pater  ! 
Con.  What,  monsieur  Onijs,  the  very  pump 
of  travel  •»  ! 
Sir,  as  I  live,  youVe  done  me  the  greatest 

kindness — 
Oh,  my  fair  sir,  Lampree,  the  careful  Uncle 
To  this  young  hopeful  issue  !   Moubieur  1  u- 

tor  too. 
The  lather  to  his  mit^d  !  Come,  come ;  iei*s 
hug,  boys.  [now! 

Why,  what  a  bunch  of  travel  do  I  enibfabe 
Methinks  I  put  a  girdle  about  Europe. 
How  has  the  boy  profited  ? 

Uncie.  He  has  enougJi,  sir, 
If  his  too-liery  Tuettle  do  not  mar  it. 
Con,  Is  he  not  thrifty  vet? 
Tutor,  That's  all  hisr.mit; 
Too  bounteous  miud^d,  i»eini;  underage  too; 
A  great  consumer  of  iiis  stock  in  pippiusi 
H'  had  ever  a  hot  stoinucli. 
Con,  Come  liither,  Onos. 
Wiii  you  love  me  for  this  tine  apple  ? 


Onos.  Ouy.  ftimes? 

Coo.  And  will  you  be  rurd  by  mr  mimt 

Ottos.  'Faith,  I  will. 

Con.  That's  a  good  boy.  [fruit; 

Uncle*  'Pray  give  not  the  child  8o  muck 
IIe*s  of  a  raw  complexion. 

Euph.  You,  monsieur  Hard-Egg ! 
Do  you  remember  roe  ?  Do  you  remember 
When  you  and  your  consort  travell'd  thro' 
Hunpary? 

Con.  lie's  in  that  circuit  still. 

Euph.  Do  YOU  remember 
The  citntle  of  immortal  cheese  jou  carried 

with  you. 
The  half-cold  cabbege  in  a  leather  sachel. 
And  tliose  invincible  eggs  that  would  lie  in 
your  bowch  [staves; 

A  fortuigfit  together,  and  then  turn  to  bed^ 
Your  sour  milk  that  would  choak  an  Irislimaay 
Aud  bread  was  bak'd  in  Cssar'i  time  for  the 

Con.  Providence,  providence.       [army? 

Tutor,  l*he  aoul  of  travel. 

Euph,  Can  the  boy  speak  yet  ? 

Tutor.  Yes ;  aud  as  nne  a  gentleman, 
I  thank  my  able  knowledge^  h*iias  arrived  aty 
(^nly  a  little  sparing  of  hia  laogange. 
Which  every  man  of  obaenratien--*^ 

Uncle,  And  of  as  many  tongues    * 

Tv/ur.'I^ray  be  content,  sir;  [purse^ 
You  know  you  are  for  the  bodily  part^  the 
I  for  the  magazine,  the  mind. 

Ehph.  Come  hither,  springaL 

Otios.  That  in  the  Alinain  tongue  signifiefl 
a  gentleman. 

Euph,  What  think  yon  of  the  forms  of 
Italy  or  Spain? 

Onas.  1  love  imne  own  country  pippin. 

Tutor.  Nobly  ailiwer'd  J 
Born  for  his  country  first. 

Euph,  A  great  philosopher ! 
Wliar  horses  do  you  prefer  ? 

Onos.  The  white  l^orse,  sir; 
There  where  I  lie ;  honest,  and  a  just  beasti 

Yutor,  0  caput  Itpidum/  A  child  to  say 
this! 
Are  these  figures*'  for  the  mouths  of  iafauu? 

Con,  Onos,  what  wenches? 
Come,  tell  me  true. 

Onos,  I  cannot  speak  without  book. 

Con.  When  shall  we  ^ave  one?  ha? 
Onos.  Steal  me  from  miue  Uncle ; 
For,  look  you,  I  am  broke  out  horribly 
For  want  of  flesldy  physick ;  they  say  I  am 

too  ycmog, 
And  that  'twill  spoil  my  growth ;  but,  could 
you  help  me 

Con,  IvSeet  me  tomorrow,  man;  no  more. 

Kupk.  You  think  now 
You've  open'd  such  a  shame  to  me  of  travel. 
By  shewiug  tliese  thin  cubs !  You've  houour*d 
us 


•*  Pumpo/^rtfUe/.'J  I  suspect  that  for  pump  here  we  sliould  read  pink.    The  *  pink  of 
courtesy'  is  a  wril  known  phrase,         Syinpson, 

•^  Arc  these Ji^urcs.]  Sympson  reads^  *  Are  these jJ^  figures** 
Vol.  li.  3  E 


904 


THE  QtrEEM"  Of  COKIKrttf. 


r  Act  S«  5CMK  m 


Agnintt  your  will,  proclaim^  us  excellent: 
Three  frails  of  sprits,  carried  from  mart  to 
mart,  [vell'd ; 

Are  as  much  meat  as  these,  to  more  use  tra- 
A  bunch  of  bloated  fools  I  Methioks  your 
judgment  [envy. 

Should  look  abroad  sometimes,  without  juur 

Cra.  Such  are  most  of  you.   So  I  take  my 
-  le<ive, 
And  when  you  find  your  women's  favour  fail, 
^'is  ten  to  one  you'll  know  yourself,  and  seek 

mc,  • 

Upon  a  better  muster  of  your  manners. 

Con.  This  is  not  handsome,  sir. 

EupK.  'Pray  take  your  pleasure: 
You  wound  the  wind  as  much. 

Cra,  Come  you  with  me  j 
IVe  business  for  vou  presently.    There's  for 
.1  must  confess  I  lost  it.  [your  wine; 

Onoi.  Shall  I  steal  to  you  ? 
^nd  shall  we  see  the  wench  ? 

Con,  A  dainty  one. 

Onot.  And  have  a  dish  of  pippins? 

Con,  What  ?  a  peck,  man. 

Tutor.  Will  you  wait,  sir? 

Con,  'Pray  let's  meet  oftner,  gentlemen ; 
I  would  not  lose  ye.    . 


Tutor.  Oh,  tweeCsir! 

Con.  Do  you  think  I  would? 
Such  noted  men  as  you? 

Ofiof ,  Uncle,  I\itor,  We  are  your  serranta ! 

[Exeunt, 

Euph.  That  thing  they  would  keep  in  ever* 
lasting  nonage. 
My  brother,  for  his  own  ends,  has  thrust  an 
Upon  my  mistress:  Tistrue,  he  shall  be  ricb^ 
If  ever  he  can  get  that  rogue  his  Uncle 
To  let  him  be  of  years  to  come  to  inherit  it. 
Now,  what  the  main  drift  is^— 

Con.  Say  you  so?  no  more  words: 
ril  keep  hiai  company  'till  he  be  of  years, 
(Tho'  it  be  a  hundred  years)  but  Til  discover 
And  ten  to  one  I'll  cross  it  too.  [it  ; 

Euph.  You  are  honest. 
And  I  shall  study  still  your  love.  Farewell,  sir! 
For  these  few  hours  I  mu^t  desire  your  par-* 

don ; 
I've  business  of  importance.   Once  a-day. 
At  least,  I  hope  you'll  see  me;  I  most  see 

you  else : 
So,  once  more,  you  are  welcome ! 

Con.  All  my  thanks,  sir; 
And  when  I  leave  to  love  you,  life  ^o  froai 
me  I  \Exeunt, 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  t. 

Enttr  Theanor  and  Crates, 

Cra.  fl7HY,  sir,  the  kingdom's  his ;  and 

^  '    no  man  now 
Can  come  to  Corinth,  or  from  Corinth  go, 
Without  his  licence ;  he  puts  up  the  tithes 
Of  every  office  thro'  Achaia ; 
Trom  courtier  to  the  carter  hold  of  him ; 
Our  lands,  our  liberties,  nay,  very  lives, 
Are  shut  up  in  his  closet,  and  let  loose 
But  at  his  pleasure ;  books,  and  all  discourse. 
Have  now  no  patron,  nor  direction, 
But  glorified  Euphanes ;  our  cups  are  guilty 
That  qnench  our  thirsts,  if  not  unto  liis  health. 
Oh,  I  could  eat  ray  heart,  and  fling  away 
My  very  sd^l,  for  anguish !  Gods,  nor  men, 
Should  tolerate  such  disproportion. 

The.  Andyetishebclov'dj  whetlieritbe 
virtue, 
Or  seeming  virtue,  which  he  makes  the  cloak 
To  his  ambition. 

Cra.  Be  it  which  it  will^ 
Your  highness  is  too  tame,  yottf  eyes  too 

film'd. 
To  see  this,  and  sit  still :  The  lion  should  not 
Tremble  to  hear  the  bellowing  of  tlie  bull. 
Nature,  excuse  me !  tho*  he  be  my  brother. 
You  are  my  country's  father,  therefore  mine: 
One  parallel  line  of  love  I  bend  on  him, 
AH  Unes  of  love  and  duty  meet  in  you. 


As  in  their  centre ;  therefore  hear,  and  weighs 
What  I  shall  speak.    You  know  the  QueeD 

your  mother 
Did,  from  a  private  state,  your  fatlier  raise; 
So  all  your  royalty  you  hold  from  her : 
She  is  older  than  slie  was,  therefore  more 

doting ; 
And  what  know  we  but  blindness  of  her  love 
(That  hatli^  from  uudcineatli  the  foot  of  For-* 

tuney 
Set  cve#i  Euphanes'  foot  on  Fortune's  head) 
Will  take  hira  by  the  hand,  and  cry,  *  Leap 

now 
'  Into  wy  bed  ? '  'tis  but  a  trick  of  age ; 
Nothing  impossible. 

The.  What  d'  ye  infer  on  this? 

Cra,  Your  pardon,  sir, 
With  revere uco  to  the  Queen:   Yet  why 
should  I  [good? 

Fear  to  speak  plain  what  pointeth  to  your 
A  good  old  widow  is  a  hungry  thing 
(I  speak  of  other  widows,  not  of  queens). 

The.  Speak  to  thy  purpose. 

Cra.  t  approach  It.    Sir,  [thus. 

Should  young  Euphanes  clasp  the  kingdom 
And  please  the  good  oid  lady  some  one  night, 
What  might  not  she  be  wrought  to  put  on  you. 
Quite  to  supplant  your  birth?  neither  is* she 
Past  children,  as  I  take  it; 

The.  Crates,  thou  shak's^  roe  ! 
Thou,  that  dost  hate  thy  brother  for  my  love^ 
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In  mr  love  find  one;  beoceforfcb  be  my  bro« 

ther. 
This  giant  I  will  fd^ll  beneath  the  earth ; 
I  will  shine  out,  and  melt  his  artfa!  wings : 
Eupbanes,  from  my  mother's  sea  of  favours. 
Spreads  like  a  river,  and  runs  calmly  on, 
Secure  yet  from  my  storms;  like  a  young  pine 
He  grows  tjp  planted  under  a  fairoak, 
Whose  strong  large  branches  yet  do  shelter 

him, 
And  every  traveller  admires  his  beauty : 
But,  like  a  wind,  I'll  work  into  his  cranks, 
Trotible  his  stream,  and  drown  all  vessels  that 
Hide  on  his  greatness.  Under  my  mother's 

arms. 
Like  to  a  stealing  tempest  will  T  search. 
And  rend  his  root  from  her  protection. 

Cra.  Ay;  now  Theanor  speaks  like  prince 
Theanor.  [snares  ? 

T%e.  But  how  shall  we  provoke  him  to  our 
He  has  a  temper  malice  cannot  move  [wise, 
To  exceed  the  bounds  of  jud|;ment;  he's  so 
That  we  can  pick  no  cause  to  a^ront  him. 

Cra.  No? 
What  better  than  his  crossing  your  intent? 
The  suit  Td  to  you  ?  Conon's  forfeit  state 
(Before  he  travrll'd)  for  a  riot,  he 
llath  from  your  mother  got  resti»r'd  to  him. 

The.  Durst  he?  What  is  this  Conon? 

Cra.  One  thai  hath,  [him. 

As  people  say,  in  foreign  countries  pleasured 

£nt€r  Onat,  VncU,  Tutor,  Neantkes,  Sosicles, 

and  Urutofi. 

But  now  no  more ;  [of. 

They  have  brought  the  travellers  I  told  you 
That's  the  sweet  yauth  that  is  my  brother's 

rival, 
That  Qurls  his  head,  for  he  has  little  hair, 
And  paints  his  vizor,  for  it  is  no  face. 
That  so  desires  to  follow  you,  my  lord  : 
Shew  'em  some  countenance,  and  'twill  beget 
Our  sport  at  least. 

The.  Whs^t  villainous  crab-tree  legs 
^e  makes*) !  ills  shins  are  full  of  true-love 
knots. 

Cra.  His  legs  were  ever  villainous,  since  I 
knew  him. 

£ra.  Taith  his  Uncle's  shi^nks  are  some- 
what the  better. 

Nean.  But  is  it  possible  he  should  believe 
He*s  not  of  a^e  ?  VV  hy,  he  is  fifty,  man ; 
In's  jubilee,  I  warrant!  'Slight,  he  looks 
Older  than  a  groat ;  i)ie  very  stamp  on't  face 
]i  worn  out  with  haudliiig. 


Sat.  Why,  I  tell  tou. 

All  men  believe  it  when  they  hear  him  spetk, 

lie  utters  such  single  matter  in  so  in^tly  st 

voice.  [seen 

Nean.  He  looks  as  like  a  fellow  that  I  have 

Accommodate  gf^ntlemeo  with  tobacco  in  otur 

Ont)s.  Most  illustrious  prince!    [theatres. 

Era.  A  pox  on  him,  ne  is  gelt  I  how  he 

trebles ! 
Omts.  I  am  a  gentleman  o*  both  sides. 
Tutor.  He  means  (so't  please  your  high* 

ness)  both  by  father  and  mother. 
Stti.  Thou  a  gentlemim  ?  thou  an  ass. 
Ncan.  He  is  ne'er  the  further  from  bei|i|; 

a  gentleman,  I  assure  you. 
Tutor.  May  it  please  your  Grace,  I  am 

another. 
Nean.  He  is  another  ass,  he  says;  Ibe* 

lieve  him. 
Uncle.  We  be  three,  heroical  prince-**"^ 
Nean.  Nay  then,  we  mast  have  the  picture* 

of  'em,  and  the  word  not  tumui. 
Tutor.  That  have  travell'd  all  parts  of  the 

globe  together. 
Vncie.  For  my  part,  Thave  seen  the  victt* 

situde  of  Fortune  before. 
Onos.  Peace,  Uncle;  for  tho*  you  speak  % 

little  better  than  I 

Nean.  Tis  a  very  little,  in  truth.        [say« 
Ojsos.  Yet  we  must  both  give  place,  as  they 
To  the  best  speaker,  the  Tutor. 

Tutor.  Yet  since  it  hath  pleased  your  r»t 
diance  to  decline  to  low,  as  on  us  poor  en4 

unworthy  dunghills 

Nean.  What  a  stinking  knave's  this ! 
TSitnr.  Our  peregrination  was  ne'er  so  fell* 
cit;itcd,  as  since  we  enter'd  the  line  of  your 
gracious  favour,  under  whose  beamy  aspect, 
and  by  which  infi^lible  mathematical  com- 
pass, may  we  but' hereafter  presume  to  sail,' 
our  industries  hav^  reach'd  their  tiesir'd  ter- 
mina'tion  and  period ;  and  we  sliall  volunta*^ 
rily  sacrifice  our  lives  to  your  resplendent 
eyes,  both  the  altar^  and  iires  qf  our  devqtec( 
oflferings. 

Onof^.  Oh,  divine  Tutor* 

Cra.  Can  you  hold,  sir  ? 

Era.  He  has  spoken  this  yery  speech  to 

some  whore  in  Corinth. 
Nean.  A  plague  on  him  for  a  fustian  dic> 
tionary !  On  my  conscience,  this  is  the  Ulys^ 
sean  'I'ravellerH  tb^t  sent  home  his  ima^e 
riding  upon  elephants  to  the  Great  Mogol. 

Sftt.  The  same;  his  wit  is  so  huge,  oough^ 
hut  an  elephant  could  carry  him. 


•»  Crab-trre  legt 
^ft^c makes!]  S^^mpson  dislikes  this  reading,  and  would  substitute  Aos  for  muket;  which 
is  dearly  for  the  worse,  as  in  all  probability  (Jnos  enters  making  ridiculous  congees. — '  To 
Wifiike  a  leg'  is  a  common  npianncr  of  speakiug  of  a  bow  or  congee :  U  occurs  frequently  iis 
eur  Authors.     Sec  WiUl-Goose  Chnce,  vol.  ii.  p.  804, 

*  ril  make  my  three  legt^ 
Kiss  my  liand  twice,  and,  if  I  smell  no  danger. 
If  the  mtervicw  be  clear,  may  be  I'll  speak  to  her.* 
^  T/ii  Ulyssean  Traveller  tluU  uut  horn,  &c.J  Ttki  Vlyfuam  IVves^ier  here  aeetioned  wee 
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T.ra,  So  betvj,  yon  mefin. 

Hean.  These,  three  are>ev'n  the  finest  one 
fool  tripartite  that  was  e-er  discover*d. 

&•.  Or  a  treatise  of  Famine,  divided  into 
three  branches. 

£ra.  The  prince  speaks. 

Tke,  I  thank  ye  for  your  lores ;  but,  as  I 
toid  you,  •    •        J* 
I  have  so  little  means  to  do  for  those 
Few  followers  I' have  already;*  that  Tfortnne 
I  would  have  none  shipwrcvk  themselves'and 
Upon  my  havren  ribelf.    J^ue  VS  Euphanes, 
For  he  is  prince,  and  queen;  I  would  have 

no  mnn 
Curse  me  in  bis  old  aste. 

Cra.  Alas,  sir,  they  desire  to  follow  you 
But  afar  off;  the  further  off  the  better. 

Tutor.  Ay.  pir;  an't  be  seven  mile  off;  so 
we  may  but  f  Jlow  you,  only  to  countenance 
118  in  the  confronts  and  affronts,  whirh  (ar- 
oordnig  to  your  highness*  will;  *ve  menn  on 
all  occasions  toput  upon  the  lord  Kuphnncs. 

(hui9i  He  shall  not  want  giljuid  nor.  jeer- 
ing,- I  warrant  him ;  if  he  do,  I'll  forswear 
tnt'. 

Kean,  It  has  forsworn  thee,  111  swear;  it 
it  the  ancient  enemy  to  thy  houSe.' 

The.  Well,  be  it  so;  I  here  redeive  ye,  for 
wy  followers  a*  great  way  off.    • 
•  Neon.  Seveo  miles,  my  lord ;  no  further. 

Onof,  By  what  time,  sir,  (by  this  measure) 
mar  I  come  to  follow  him  in  nit  chamber? 
'   ifean.  Why,  when  his  chamber, sir,  is  seven 
'miles long.  •  •  .       *    i . 

£nter  Ehphann^  Cpnon^  •P<'i>'^>  Gentlemen 
and  Attendants, 

Gent.  Make  way  there  for  my  lord  Eu- 

Cra,  Look,  sir  !  Jove  appears,      [phanes ! 

The  peacock  of  our  state,  that  spreads  a 

train 
Brighter  than  Iris*  blushes  af:er  rain. 

Euph,  You  need  not  thank  roe,Conon :  In 
•  your  Jove  <  ■ 

You  aittcdiftted  what  I  can  do  for  yon. 
And  [  in  gratitude  was  "bound  to  this. 
And  am  to  much  more;  and,  whate'er  he  be 
Can  with  unthankfulness  assoii  ine,  let  him    I 
Dig  out  mine  eyes,  and  sing  my  name  in  verse,  | 


In  baHad  verse,  at  every  drinking  bouse. 
And  no  man  be  so  charitable  to  leudm^- 
A  dog  to  guide  toy  steps. 

"Nean.  nail  to  Euphanes ! 

Sftt.  Mighty  Euphanes ! 

Era.  The  great  prince  Euphanes  ! 

Tutor.  Key  of  the  court,  and  jewel  of  the 

VncU.  iSo)  in  our  firmament!       [Queen  t 

Onot.  Pearl  io  the  state's  eye  1 

Nean.  Being  a  black  man. 

Era.  Mistress  of  Ihe  land  !  J'**'c» 

yean.  Our  humble,  humbie,  poor  petitions^ 
Thp>  T»e  may  hold  our  places.  • 

All  May  we  I 

Euph.  Yes; 
Bt'  yau  malicious  knaves  still ;  and  you  fools, 

Ccu.  This  is  thepriiice's  and  your  brotber'i^ 
spite.  ■ 

Euph.  I  know't,  but  will  not  know  it- 

ton.  Yonder  they  arc. 
Whose  fine  child's  thi;>? 

Uncle.  Sir ! 

Onos.  Uncle,  le'be, 
Let  him  alone,  he  is  a  mighty  prince,     [test 

Euph.  I  nak  your  highness'  pardon !  I  prcK 
By  Jupiter  I  saw  yau  not. 

The.   iluniph!  it  may  he  so. 
You've  rais'd  such  mountams'twixtyoureycst 

and  me. 
That!  am  hidden qnite.  What  do  you  mean. 
You  much  foii^etyourself^  [sirJt 

Evph.  1  should  much  more. 
Not  to  rpmember  my  'due  duty  to  your  Graces 
I  know  not  wherein  1  have  so  trans^ress'd 
My  service  to  your  hiiihness,  to  deserve 
This  rigour  and  contempt,  not  from  you  only. 
But  from  your  followers,  with  the  best  of 
I  was  an  equal  in  my  lowest  ebb  :        Fwhom 
'Bc^eechyou,  sir,  respect  me  as  agentlemanj 
1  will  be  never  more  in  he-.irt  to  you. 
Five  fair  descents  1  can  derive  myself. 
From  fathers  worthy  both  in  arts  and  arms. 
I  know  your  goodness  companies  your  great'* 

ness,  * 

But  that  you  are  perverted :  Iloyal  sir,  [sure, 
I  am  your  huml)l(*>t  subject;  use  your  pica-* 
But  do  not  ,i;ivc  protection  to  the  wrongs 
Of  these  subordinate  slaves,  whom  I  could 


"the  celebrated  Thomas  Coryate,  who  is  supposed  to  have  travelled  more  roil^s  on  foot  than 
any  person  of  that  age,  or  in  any  period  since.  He  was  "undoubtecHy  not  in  his  perfect 
senses;  bmwasa  man  of  considerable  learning,  and  appears  to  have  related  faithfully  what 
ke  saw;  for  he  became  ridiculous  chicHy  by  dwelling  with  too  much  attention  on  t^ie  trifling 
accidents  which  happened  to  hifn  during  his  jmirncy.  In  th^  year  1^08  he  set  out  from  Engf 
land,  and  went  on  toot  as  far  as  X'cnice,  and  back  again;  a  jounxy  which  he  co»'  pieted  in 
^'e  months.  He  p  ibiished  an  account  of  it  in  tiie  year  161 1,  in  n  lar^e  quarto  volume  con- 
taining 655  pages,  btr«»ide  more  |:hHn  100  filled  with  Commendatory  Verses  r»y  Ben  Jonson, 
and  most  of  the  wits  of  the  age,  who  both  laughed  at  him  and  finttcred  his  vanity  at  the  same 
time.  An  extract -from  this  singular  performance  isciven  p.  401.  He  afterwards  travelic>d 
into  Persia,  and  from  thence  into  the  Kast-j'ndies,  still  on  foot,  andditd  at  Suint  iv\  tbe  year 
1(J17  The  piece  alluded  to  by  our  Author  was  entitled,  *  I'homas  Coriate,  Traveller  for 
*  the  English  Wits,  greeting,  from  the  Court  of  the  Great  Mogul,  resident  at  the  Towne 
•of  Asmere  in  Eastcme  India.  Printed  by  W.  Jagpurd  and  Henry  Featherston,  1616/ 
^arto.  It  haS|  in-  the  fvoDtispiece^  a  rcpre^cutation  of  vbc  Autiior  riding  on  an  elepbai^t^  iL 
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By  thi^t  great  dcstia'd  favour  which  mj  rois- 

preb% 
And  your  majestic  mother  deigns  to  me, 
JBut  in  respect  ot* you.     I  know  Iftan  envy 
"Vyaits  ever  on  the  steps  of  virtue  advanc  d ; 
But  why  your  mother's  grace  gets  me  disgrace, 
Or  renders  me  a  slave  to  hear  these  wrongs, 
I  do  not  know.     Oh,  mediocrity, 
Thou  prizeless  jewel,  only  mean  men  have, 
But  cannot  value;  like  the  precious  gem 
round  in  the  nuickhill  by  the  ignorant  cock ! 
The.  Your  creamy  words  but  cozen ;  how 
'  durst  you 
Intercept  me  so  lately  to  my  mother? 
And  what  {  meant  your  brother,  you  ybtain*d 
Unto  the.  fqrljelter  again.    * 

Cra,  Your  answer 
Tp  thi^t,  my  lord  my  brother. 

^uph.  May  1  perish 
If  e'er  I  heard  you  intended  such  a  suit ! 
Tho'  'twould  have  stuck  an  ignominious  brand 
Upon  your  highness,  to  have  given  your  ser- 
vant [quality, 
^  gentleman's  whole  state  of  worth  and 
pontiitcate  only  for  a  youthful  brawl. 

77«c.  Your  ru()im^tsare  toosa\icy;  teach 
•  your  p'age.  '       '  fers. 

Con,  Ay,  so  f^re  all  things  but  your  flatter- 
Onm,  liold  you  your  prating  I  [face ! 

Conl  You  know  where  you  are,  you  fleeten 
Euph,  Yet, 
3ir,  to  appease  and  satisfy  your  ai^;cry 
Take  what  you  please  from  me,  and  give  it 

nun, 
In  lieu  of  this.  You  shall  not  take  it  neither, 
I  freefy  will  impart  it,  haffmy  stat^ ; 
Which,  brother,  if  you  please 

Cra,  ril  starve  in  chauis  tirst, 
^at  my  owu  arms ! 

Euph.  Oh,  that  yo»i  saw  yourself ! 
You  ne'er  made  me  ^uch  offer  in  my  poor- 
ness; ♦ 
And  *cause,  to  do  you  ease,  I  sought  not  to 
you,  [«or 
you  thus  malign  me ;  yet  your  nature  must 
Corrupt  mine,  nor  your  rude  examples  lead 

me : 
Ifsnine  can  mend  you,  I  shall  joy.  You  know 
1  fear  you  not;  you've  seen  me  prov'd  aman 
In  every  way  of  fortune;  'tis  my  comfort 
I  know  no  more  such  brothers  in  tlie  ^brld 
As  Cnjtcsis. 

Con.  Nor  I  such  as  Euphanes  : 
The  temper  of  an  angel  reign^  in  thee ! 

Euph.  Your  royal  mother,  air,  {L  had  for- 
Entreats  your  presence.  [got) 

The.  You  have  done  her  errand; 
I  may  do  yours.  [Exit. 

Euph.  Let  it  be  truth,  my  lord. 
Con.  Crates,  I'll  question  you  for  this. 
Cra.  Pish,  your  wont  I  [Erit. 

Con,  Away,  you  hounds,  after  your  scent ! 


Onof,  Come,  we*U  scorn  to  ^k  to  'em  ; 
Now  they're  gojofi. 
We'll  awav  too.  [  Exevntm 

Con.  Why  bear  you  this,  my  lord?    [best ; 

Euph,  To  shew  the  passive  forritude  the 
Virtue's  a  solid  rock«  whereat  being  aim'd 
The  keenest  darts  of  envy,  ye^  i\nhurt 
Her  marble  heroes  stand,  built  of  such  bases* 
Whilst  they  recoil,  and  wound  the  shooters' 
faces. 

Enter  Qnecn  and  Ladies. 

Con.  My  lord,  the  Queen. 

Queen.  Gentle  Kiiplmnes,  how, 
How  dost  thou,  honest  lord  ?  Oh,  how  I  joy 
To  see  what  I  have  made!  like  a  choice 

workman. 
That  having  fram*d  a  master-piece,  doth  reap 
An  universal  commendation! 
Princes  are  gods  in  this.    I'll  build  theejret. 
The  good  foundation  so  pleases  me, 
A  story  or  two  higher ;  let  dogs  bark :  [blood. 
They're  fools  that  hold  them  digniticd  by 
They  should  be  only  made  threat  that  are  good. 

Euph.  Oraculous  madam ! 

Queen,  Sirrah,  I  was  thinking, 
^f  I  should  marry  thee,  what  merry  tale* 
Our  neighbour  islands  would  make  of  us: 
But  let  that  pass;  you  havcumistress  [wish'd 
That  would  forbid  our  bans.    Troth,  I  have 
A  thousand  times  that  1  had  been  a  man  ; 
Then  I  might  sit  a  day  with  tliee  alone,  and 

talk; 
But  as  I  am,  I  must  not.    Tliere*s  no  skill 
In  being  good,  but  in  not  being  thought  ilL 
Sirrah,  who's  that? 

Euph,  So't  please  yo'ir  majesty, 
Conon,  the  friend  i  sued  for. 

Queen,  Tis  dispatch 'd. 

Co7i.  Gracious  madam, 
I  owe  the  gods  and  you  my  life. 

Queen,  I  thank  you, 
I  thank  you  heartily  ;  and  j  do  thin!v  you 
A  very  honest  man ;  he  says  you  are.      [son 
n»it  now  ril  chide  the^  :  What's  tlie  cause  my 
» For  my  eye's  every  where,  and  1  have  hearo) 
So  inswlc»itly  does  thee  contumelies       [not? 
Past£uftcrance(l  am  toUl>,  yet  you  couiplain 
As  if  my  justice  were  so  partial 
As  not  lo  ri^hit'iemeaot.'>t:  Oedit  me, 
i'l!H:all  hiin  to  ^  strict  arcount,  and  fright, 
By  his  example,  nil  thai  dure  curl)  me 
In  jny  thing  that's  just.    I  sent  you  for  him. 

Euph.  ilumhly  he  did  return,  he  would 
wait  on  you. 
But  let  me  implore  your  majesty,  not  to  give 
H:s  hjj^iness  riny  check,  for  wortiile&sme; 
Ti.':v  are  conn-cankers,  and  not  counsellors. 
Tout  thus  inform  you  ;  they  do  but  hate  the 
prince,  [fortune. 

And  would  subvert  me.     I  should  curse  my 
Even  at  the  highest,  to  be  made  the  gin  ** 


•4  Gin]  here  only  means  instniment,  or  means,  &c.  not,  as  we  take  it  now,  for  a  trap  or 
wiare.        St/mptoh, 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


[Act  5.  Scene  9. 


To  unscrew  a  mother's  lore  unto  a  son : 
Better  had  my  pale  flame  in  humble  shades 
Been  spent  unseen,  than  to  be  rais'd  thus 

high, 
Now  to  be  thouj;ht  a  meteor  to  the  state, 
Portending  ruin  and  contagion. 
'Beseech  you  then  rest  satisfied,  the  prince 
Is  a  most  nohle-naturM  gentleman. 
And  never  did  to  me  but  what  I  took     [not 
^s  favours  from  him ;  my  blown  billows  must 
Strive  'gainst  my  shore,  that  siiould  confine 

me,  nor 
Justle  with  rocks  to  break  themselves  to  pieces. 
Queen,  Well,  thou'rt  the  composition  of  a 

fod: 
My  lion.  Iamb,  my  eaglet,  and  my  dove, 
Whose  soul  runs  clearer  than  Diana's  fount! 
Nature  pick*d  several  flowers  from  her  choice 

banks. 
And  bound  them  up  in  thee,  sending  thee  forth 
A  posy  for  tlie  bosom  of  a  queen. 
Ijidy,  The  prince  attends  you. 
Queen,  Farewdl,  my  good  lord, 
My  honest  man.     Stay  ;  hast  no  other  suit  ? 
I  prithee  tell  me ;  sirrah,  thine  eye  speaks 
As  if  thou  hadst ;  out  with  it,  modest  fool ! 
JEuph.  With  favour,  madam,  I  would  crave 

your  leave 
To  marry,  where  I'm  bound  in  gratitude; 
*  The  immediate  means  she  was  to  all  my  being, 
Nor  do  I  think  your  wisdom,  sacred  Queen, 
f^etters  in  favours,  taking  from  me  so 
The  liberty  that  meanest  men  enjoy. 

Qveen.  To  marry  ?  you're  a  fool !  thou'st 
Leave  me ;  I'll  think  on't.  [anger'd  me. 

[Ejceunt  Buph.  and  Con. 
Only  to  try  thee  this,  for  tho'  I  love  thee, 

Enter  Theanor. 

I  can  subdoe  myself;  but  she  that  can 
Jiujoy  tliee,  doth  enjoy  more  than  a  man.— 
Nay,  rise  without  a  blessing,  or  kneel  still ! 
What's,  sir,  the  reason  you  oppose  me  thus, 
And  seek  to  darken  what  I  would  have  shine? 
Eclipse  a  fire  much  brighter  than  thyself, 
Makmo;  your  n»other  not  a  competent  judge 
Of  her  own  actions  ? 

The.  Gracious  madam,  I 
Have  done  no  more  tiian  uhat  in  royalty. 
And  to  preserve  your  fame,  was  fit  to  dt» : 
Heard  you  the  people's  talk  of  you,  and  him  , 

*  J  sadsong.^The  following  song  not  being  in  the  first  folio,  vre  have  removed  it  from  the  text: 

Weep  no  more,  nor  sigh  nor  groan. 
Sorrow  calls*  no  time  that's  gone: 
Violets  pluck*d,  the  sweetest  rain 
Makes  not  fresh  nor  grow  ap;ain  ; 
Trim  thy  locks^  look  chearfully, 
Fate's  hidden  ends  eyes  cannot  see« 
Joys  as  winged  dreams  fly  fast. 
Why  should  sadness  longer  last? 
Grief  is  but  a  wound  to  woe ; 
Gentlest  fair,  mourn,  mourn  no  moe. 
*  Sorrow  calls.]  Syropson  reads  KKcalls,  and  prcKnb«s  the  pronoi^ieing  sorrot^  as  one  syl* 
lable,  irotc ;  but  who  can  so  prondunce  it? 


You  favour  so,  his  greatness,  and  your  love. 
The  pity  given  to  me,  you  would  excuse  me. 
They  prate  as  if  be  did  dislionour  you; 
And  what  know  I,  but  his  own  lavish  tongue 
lias  utter'd  some  such  speeches?  he  is  call'd 
The  king  of  Corinth. 

Queen.  They  are  traitors  all : 
I  wear  a  crystal  casement  'fore  my  heart. 
Thro'  which  each  honest  eye  may  look  tnto't ; 
Let  it  be  prospect  unto  ail  the  world, 
I  care  not  this. 

T/ie.  This  must  not  be  my  way.       [Atidt, 
Your  pardon,  gracious  madam !  These  incite- 
ments 
Made  me  not  shew  so  clear  a  countenance 
Upon  the  lord  Euphanes  as  I  would ; 
W  hich  since  your  majesty  aflects  so  grievously^ 
I  '11  clear  the  black  cloud  oflT  it,  and  hencefortJi 
Vow  on  this  knee  all  love  and  grace  to  him. 

Queen.  Rise,  with  my  blessing;  and  to  prov^ 
thik  true. 
Bear  him  from  me  this  cabinet  of  jewels 
In  your  own  per^n;  tell  him,  for  his  Ottrrying, 
He  may  dispose  him  how  and  whei^lle  jd^u^* 

The.  I  shall  discharge  my  duty  and  your 
Crates !  [will 

Enter  Crate$, 

Cra,  I  have  heard  all,  my  lord  r  How  luckily 
Fate  pops  her  very  spindle  in  our  hands  \ 
This  marriage  with  Beli^a  vou  shall  cross; 
Then  have  I  one  attempt  for  Lamprias  more 
Upon  this  Phaeton  :  Where's  Merione's  ring» 
That  in  the  rape  you  took  from  her  ? 

T?ie.  'Tishere.  [lord, 

Cra.  In,  and  effect  our  purpose.  You,  my 
Shall  disobey  your  mother's  charge,  and  send 
This  cabinet  by  some  servant  of -her  own, 
That  what  succeeds  may  have  no  reference 
Unto  your  highness. 

The.  On,  my  engine,  on  ! 

Cra.  Now,  if  we  be  not  struck  by  Heaven'^ 
own  hand. 
We'll  ruin  him,  and  on  bis  ruins  stand. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Agenor,  LeonidaSy  Merione,  and  Belisa, 

[A  tad  sang^. 

Age.  These  heavy  airs  feed  sorrow  in  Ijer, 

lady. 


>:. 
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And  nourish  it  too  strongly;  like  a  mother 
That  spoils  her  child  with  giving  on*t  the  will. 
Bel.  Some  lighternote.  [A  lighter  tong*'. 
Leo,  How  like  a  hill  of  snow  she  sits,  and 
melts. 
Before  the  unchaste  6re  of  others'  lust ! 
What  heart  can  see  her  paB8ion,and  not  break? 
Age.  Take  comfort,  gentle  madam  !  You 
Know  well 
Even  actual  sins,  committed  without  will, 
Are  neither  sins  nor  shame,  much  more  com-^ 

peird; 
Your  honour's  no  whit  less,  your  chastity 
No  whit  impair'd,  for  fair  IVferione 
Is  more  a  virgin  yet  than  all  her  sei. 
Mer.  Alas,  ^tis  done**! 
Age.  Why  burn  these  tapers  now  ? 
Wicked  and  frantic  creatures  ioy  in  night. 
Leo,  Imagine  fair  Merione  had  dream'd 
She  had  been  ravish'd,  would  she  sit  thus  then 
Excruciate  ? 
Mer.  Oh! 

Bel.  Fy,  fy !  how  fond  is  this ! 
What  reason  for  this  surfeit  of  remorse  ? 
How  many  that  have  duue  ill,  and  proceed, 
Women  that  take  degrees  in  wantonness, 
Commence,  and  rise  in  rudiments  of  lust. 
That  feel  no  scruple  of  this  tenderness? 
Mer.  Pish !  [ev'n  I 

Bet.  Nor  are  you  matchless  in  mishap; 
Do  bear  an  equal  part  of  misery ; 
That  love,  belov'd,  a  man  the  crown  of  men, 
Whom  how  I've  friended  %  and  Ijow  rais*d, 

'tis  better 
That  all  do  know  and  speak  it  than  myself. 
When  he  sail'd  Icrw,  I  might  have  made  him 

mine. 
Now,  at  his  full  gale,  it  is  questionable  , 
If  ever  I  o'er-take  him. 
Age.  Wherefore  sits 
My  Phcebe  shadow'd  in  a  sable  cloud  ? 
Thofie  pearly  drops  which  thou  let'st  fall  like 

beads, 
Nurab'ring  on  them  thy  vestal  orisons, 
Alas,  are  spent  in  vain  !  I  love  thee  still ; 
In  midst  of  all  these  showers  tliou  sweetlier 

scent' st. 
Like  a  green  meadow  on  an  April-day, 
In  which  the  sun  and  West-wind  piav  together, 
Striving  to  catch  and  drink  the  baUny  drops. 


Enter  Euphanei  imd  Servant* 

Serv.  The  lord  Euphanes^  madam. 

[Exit  Mer. 
Age.  PoorMerione! 
She  Toaths  the  light,  and  men. 

[Exit  with  Le$» 
Euph.  The  virtuous  gods  preserve  my  mis' ' 

tress! 
Bel.  Oh,  my  most-honoMr^d  lord,  those 

times  are  changed. 
Euph.  Let  times  and  men  change !  Could 
Ueav*n  change,  Euphancs 
Should  never  change  to  oe  devoted  ever 
To  fair  Beliza.    Sliould  my  load  of  honours, 
Or  any  grace  which  you  were  author  of. 
Detract  mine  honour,  and  diminish  grace? 
The.  gods  forbid !  You  here  behold  your  ser* 

vant. 
Your  creature,  gentle  lady,whose  sound  sleeps 
You  purchas'd  for  him^  whose  food  you  paid 
for,  [preferment 

Whose  garments  were  your  charge, whose  first 
You  founded ;  then,  what  since  the  gracious 

Queen 
Hath,  or  can  rear,  is  upon  your  free  land. 
And  you  are  mistress  of. 

Bel.  Mock  me  not,  .gentle  lord ; 
You  shine  now  iu  too  hi^h  a  sphere  for  me: 
We're  planets  now  disjomM  for  ever !  Yet, 
Poor  superstitious  innocent  that  I  am, 
Give  leave  that  I  may  lift  my  hands,  and  love^ 
Not  in  idolatry,  but  perfect  zeal : 
For,  credit  me,  I  repent  nothing  I  have  done, 
But,  were  it  to  begin,  would  do  the  same. 
Euph.  There  are  two  seas  in  Corinth,  and 
two  Queens,  ^universe. 

And  but  there,  not  two  such  i'  th*  spacious 
I  came  to  tender  yon  the  man  youVe  made, 
And  like  a  thankful  stream  to  retribute 
All  you,  my  ocean,  have  cnrich'd  me  witli. 
You'  toUl  nie  once  you'd  marry  me. 

Bel.  Another  mock  ?   You  were  wont  t© 
play  fair  play. 
You  scorn  poor  helps;  he  that  is  sure  to  win^ 
May  slight  mean  hearts,  whose  hand  com** 
mauds  the  Queen. 
Euph.  Let  me  he  held  the  knave  thro*  all 
the  stock 
When  I  do  slight  my  mistress !  You  knon  wcU 
The  gracious  inclination  of  the  Quecu, 


^  A  lighter  iong.]  For  the  reason  urged  in  the  last  note,  we  have  femoved  this  song  also: 

Court-ladies,  laugh  and  wonder.     Here  is  one  ^ 

I'bat  weeps  because  her  maideuhead  is  gone  j 
Whilst  you  do  never  fret^  nor  chafe,  nor  cry, 
But  when  too  long  it  keeps  you  company. 
1  oo  well  you  know,  maids  are  like  towns  on  fire^ 
Wastine  themselves,  if  no  man  quench  desire. 
Weep  then  no  more,  fool :  A  new  maideuhead 
Thou  suffer'st  loss  of,  in  each  chaste  tear  shed. 
**  AUUj  'tis  done  /]  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  me  in  taking  this  passage  oat  of  the  noutb 
ef  Agcnor,  and  putting  it  into  the  mouth  of  Merione,  to  whom  it  undoubtedly  belongs:  For 
the  breaks  out  into  this  passionate  sentence^  and  interrupts  the  priitce,  befpre  ht  could 
conclude  his  consolatory  addi'ess.         Sj/mpson. 
«»  Whom  1  have  friended.']  Amended  by  Sympson. 
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[Act  4.  Setae  1. 


Who  iseiit  Yfte  feave  this  tnorning  to  proceed 
To  marry  as  I  saw  couveiiience,     . 
Aud  a  great  gift  of  jewels :  Three  days  hence 
The  general  sacri6ce  is  dooe  tb  Vesta^  . 
And  cau  you  by  then  be  accoromodiited, 
Your  servant  shall  wait  on  you  to  the  temple. 

JStf/.  Till  now  I  never  felt  a  real  joy  indeed. 

Eupk.  Here  then  1  seal  my  duty,  here  my 

love.  [mistress; 

TilJ  which,  vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring,  dear 

TwAS  the  Qureu's  tokeu,  and  shall  celebhite 

Our  nuptials. 

Bei.  Honour  still  raise,  and  preserve 
My  houour*d  lord,  as  he  preserves  all  houout ! 

[Exit  Euph. 

Enter  Ajgenor,  Leonidas,  and  Meriime, 

Age.  Why  shift  you  places  thus,  Merione, 
And  will  not  lend  a  word  ?  Couldst  tliou  so 

soon 
Leave  sorrow  as  the  place,  how  blest  .were  I ! 
But  *twill  riot  be ;  |;ricf  is  an  impudeut  guest, 
A  follower  eVery  whlere,  a  Imuger-on, 
That  words  nor  blows  cau  drive  away. 

I.eo,  Dear  ststcr ! 

Bel.  Wiio  can  be  sad  ?  Out  witli  these  tragic 
lights,  ^ 

And  let  day  repossess  her  natural  hours ; 
Tear  down  these  blacks,  caot  ope  the  case- 
ments wide, 
Tliat  we  may  jocundly  behold  the  sun. 
I  did  partake  with  sad  Merione 
In  ail  her  mourning ;  let  her  now  rejoice 
With  glad  Beliza,  for  Knphanes  is 
As  full  of  love,  full  of  humility. 
As  when  he  wauted. 

Mer.  Oh!  that — -- 

Leo.  Hflp!  she  faints! 
Her  griff  hail  broke  her  heart. 

Mer,  No:  1'hat that- 


Age.  Mibtrt'ss,  what  point  you  at? 
Her  lamps  are  out,  yet  still  siie  extends  her 

liund 


As  if  she  saw  something  antipatkous 
Unto  her  virtuous  life. 

Leo,  Still,  still  she  points, 
At)d  her  lips  iiio\e,  but  no  articulate  sound 
Breathes  from  'em.  Sister,  speak,  what  moves 

.  you  thus? 

Be/.  Her  spirits  return. 

Mer.  OU^hide  that  fatal  ring! 
Where  h^d  it  you,  Beliza? 

Bel.  What  hid  fate 
Depends  on  it?— Euphanes  gave  it  me; 
As  holy  pledge  of  future  marriage. 

Mer.  Theil  is  Euphanes  the  foul  ravishef ! 
Let  me  apevtk  this,  and  die.  That  dismal  night 
Which  seaPd  my  shame  upon  me,  wKs  thai 
llie  partner  of  my  robb'd  virginity.       [nog 

Leo.  Euphanes? 

Age.  Strange! 

Bei.  Impossible! 

Mer.  Impossible  to  have  redress. on  him,  ■ 
Chiefscrvantof  the  Queen.  Ha!  Ihaverct^tf 
Somewhere,  Tm  sure,   of  such  an  iiijurf 
Done  to  a  lady,  and  How  she  durst  die  If 

[Exit. 

Age.  Oh,  follow  her,  Beliza. 

Bel.  To  assure  her 
The  uolikelihood  of  tin's.  [Esit, 

Age.  Love  hides  all  sins. 
What's  to  be  done,  Leonidas? 

Leo.  Why;  this-: — ^ 
Amazement  takes  up  all  my  faculties  ! 
Thir  platjues  of  gods  and  men  will  muster  all 
To  avenge  this  tyranny.    Uh,  f rootless  mart, 
To  dare  do  ill,  and  hope  to  bear  it  thus! 
First  let's  implore,  tlien  cure. 

Age.  Who,  who  can  tmst 
The  gentle  looks  and  words  of  two-fac*d  nrnn? 
Like  Corinth's  double  torrent,  you  and  I 
Will  rush  upon  the  land ;  nor  shall  the  QueeA 
Defend  this  villain  in  his  villainy: 
Lust's  violent  flames  can  never  be  withstood, 
Nor  quench'd,  but  w  iib  as  violent  streams  of 
blood.  [Edeunt* 


ACT  IV. 


/ 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Cratesy  Uncle,  Tutor,  and  Onot. 

Onus.  'T'lllNKS  he  to  can-y  her,  and  live? 

-■•    Cra.  It  sefcnis  so. 
And  she  will  carry  him,  the  story  says. 

Onos.  Well;  hum! 
Have  I  for  this,  thou  fair,  but  falsest  fair, 
Strctch'd  this  same  simple  leg  over  the  sea? 
What  tho*  my  babhfuluehS,  and  tender  years, 
Durst  ne'er  reveal  my  affection  to  thy  teeth  ? 
Deep  l^ve  ne'er  tattles,  aud,  say  they.  Love's 

bit 
The  deeper  dipp*d,  the  sweeter  still  is  it. 
Tutor.    Oh,  j»ee  the  poi^cr  of  love  I   he 
2»peaks  in  riiin;c. 


Cra.  Oh,  loVe  will  mstke  a  dog  howl  ia 
rhime. 
Of  all  the  lovers  yet  I  have  heard  Or  read, 
I1iis  is  the  strant;est:  But  his  Guardian, 
And  you  his  Tutor,  should  inform  him  better; 
Thinks  he  that  love  is  auswer'd  by  instinct? 

2\tor.  He  should  make  means; 
For  certain,  sir,  his  bashfulness  undoes  him, 
For  from  his  cradle  h*  had  a  shameful  face. 
Thus  walks  he  night  and  day,  cats  not  a  bit. 
Nor  sleeps  one  jot,  but's  Lrown  so  Immoroust 
Drinks  ale,  and  takes  tobacco  as  you  see, 
VVears  a  steeletto  at  his  codpiece  close, 
Stabs  on  the  least  occasion ;  strokes  hisbeard> 
Which  now  he  puts  i'  th'  posture  of  a  T, 
The  Roman  T;  your  T  bvard  is  the  fashion^ 
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And  twifold  doth  express  th'  enamour'd  coar- 
As  full  as  your  fork-canring  traveller^,  [tier, 

Onot,  Oh,  black  clouds  of  discontent^  in- 
velop  me; 
Garters,  fly  off;  go,  hatband,  bind  tlie  brows 
Of  some  dull  citizen  that  fears  to  ake; 
And,  leg,  appear  now  in  simplicity, 
Without  the  trappings  of  a  courtier; 
Burstybuttons,  burst,your  bachelor  is  worm'd ! 

Cra,  A  worm-eaten  bachelor  thou  art  in- 
deed. [now>»! 

Onoi.  And,  devil  Melancholy,  possess  me 

Uncle.  Cross  him  not  in  this  fit  I  advise 
you,  sir.  [these  cheeks, 

Onof.  Die,  crimson  rose,  that  didst  adorn 
For  itch  of  love  is  now  broke  forth  on  me ! 


Uncle,  Poor  boy,  'tis  true;  his  wrists  and 

hands  are  scabby. 
Onos.  Burn,  eyes,  outinyoursockets^  sink 
and  stink; 
Teeth,  I  will  pick  you  to  the  very  bones  | 
Hazig,  hair,  like  hemp,  or  like  the  IsliDf 

cur's  5», 
For  never  powder,  nor  the  crisping-iron^ 
Shall  touch  these  dangling  locks ;  oh,  ruhj 

Love  hath  to  ypa  been  like  wine  vinegar. 
Now  you  look  wan  and  pale,lips,  ghosts  ye  are, 
And  my  disgi^ce  sharper  than  mustard-seed ! 
Cra,  How  like  a  chandler  be  does  vent  bis 
passions ! 
Ruum  teneatU  f 


^  ForV-€arving  traveUer,"]  As  every  new  custom  is  a  good  fund  for  satire,  to  your  wits  of 
all  sorts;  so  I  imagine  here,  could  we  know  die  precise  time  when  this  play  was  wrote^  we 
might  fix  the  era  of  the  introduction  offorki,  the  use  oC  which  it  so  agreeably  bantered. 
Nor  are  our  Authors  the  only  satirists  upon  this  occasion.  Ben  Jonson  has  joined  the  laugh 
ivith  'em  against  this  custom,  in  his  Devil's  an  Ass,  act  v,  scene  4.  Meercraft  says  to  Gut* 
bead  and  Sedge, 

*  Have  I  deserv'd  this  from  you  two  ?  for  all 

'  My  pains  at  court,  to  get  you  each  a-  patent 
*GiU.  For  what? 

*  Meer.  Upo'  my  project  o*  theforki^ 

*  ^le.  Forks  f  what  be  they  ?  [ Thepn^eet  ^forks. 

*  Meer.  The  laudable  use  offorktj 

*  Brought  inUt  custom  here  as  they  are  in  Italy, 

*  To  th'  sparing  o'  napkint,^  Sympson, 

tlie  *  precise  time'  when  the  use  of  forks  was  introduced  into  this  kingdom  will  appear 
with  certainty^  from  the  following  extract  from  *■  Coryat*s  Crudities,  hastily  gobled  up  in 

*  ^ye^  Monetbs  Travells  in  France,  Savoy,  Italy,  Rhetia,  commonly  called  the  Orisons 

*  Country,  Helvetia,  ^alias  Switzerland,  some  parts  of  High-Germany,  and  tlie  Netherlands, 

*  &c.  1611/  4te,  p.  90.  As  the  passage  is  curious,  on  account  of  its  describing  one  of  the 
customs  of  the  times,  we  shall  make  no  apology  for  the  length  of  it.  '  Here  I  wil  mention 
*■  a  thing  that  might  have  been  spoken  of  before,  in  discourse  of  the  first  Italian  towne.  I 
'  observed  a,  custome  in  all  those  Italian  cities  and  townes  through  the  which  I  passed,  that 

*  is  not  M^k4  in  any  other  country  that  I  saw  in  my  travels,  neither  do  I  thiiike  tliat  any 

*  other  naiAion  of  Christendome  doth  use  it,  but  only  Italy.    The  Italian,  and  also  most 

*  strangers  that  are  commorant  in  Italy,  doe  alwaies  at  their  meales  use  a  littlc,/ur/i:e,  when 
'  they  cut  their  meatc.     For  while  with  their  knife,  which  they  hold  in  one  hand,  tbey  cut 

*  the  meatii  out  of  the  dish,  they  fasten  theitforkey  which  they  hold  in  their  other  band, 

*  upon  the  same  dish.  So  that  whatsoever  he  be  that  sitting  in  the  company  of  any  others 
^  at  meale,  sliould  unadvisedly  touch  the  dish  of  meate  with  his  fingers  from  which  all  at 
'  the  table  doe  cut,  he  will  give  occasion  of  offence  unto  the  company,  as  having  transgressed 

*  the  lawes  of  good  manners,  insomuch  that  for  his  error  he  shall  be  at  least  brow-beaten. 

*  if  not  reprehended  in  wordes.    This  forme  of  feeding  I  understand  is  generally  used  in  all 


*  places  in  Italy,  their  forkes  being  for  the  most  part  made  of  yron  or  Steele,  and  some  of 

*  silver,  but  those  are  used  only  by  gentlemen.    Thereason  of  tliis  their  curiosity  is,  because 


*  many,  and  oftentimes  in  England  since  I  came  .home ;  being  once  quipped  for  that  fr«- 

*  quent  using  of  my  forke,  by  a  ccrtoine  learned  gentleman,  a  familiar  friend  of  mine,  on# 
^  M.  Laurence  Whitaker,  who  in  his  merry  humour  dyubted  not  to  call  me  at  table  Furcifti\ 
'  only  for  using  a  forke  at  feeding,  but  for  no  other  cause.'        R, 

3*  Possesses  me  now.]  So  all  former  editions. 

3*  I  sling  curl.  J  Probably  *  Island  curs,'  as  in  the  following  passage  frggoi  Massingei^s 
Picture,  act  v.  scene  1 : 

would  I  might  lie 


Vol.  II. 


*  Like  a  dog  under  her  table,  and  serve  for  a  footstool, 
'  So  I  might  have  my  belly  full  of  that 
<  Her  Island  cur  refuses.'  JR. 
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[AcX  4«  8ceoe  |^ 


Onos,  Well  sung  the  poet. 
Love  is  a  eolden  &bOy  full  of  dreams ; 
That  ripeird  breaks,and  6Us  us  with  extremes. 

Tutor.  A  goldeu  bubble,  pupil ;  oh^  gross 
solecism 
To  chaster  ears  that  understand  the  Latin. 

Onos,  I  will  not  be  corrected  now; 
I  am  in  love !  Revenge  is  now  the  cud. 
That  I  do  chew :  I'll  challenge  him. 

Cra,  Av,  marry,  sir. 

Uncle.  Your  honour  bids  you,  nephew;  on 
and  prosper. 

Onos,  But  none  will  bear  it  from  me;  times 
are  dangerous. 

Cra.  Carry  it  yourself,  man.  fsir, 

Onos.  Tutor,  your  counsel.  Ill  do  notliing, 
Without  him. 

Uncle.  This  may  rid  thee,  valiant  coz, 
Whom  I  have  kept  this  forty  year  my  ward ; 
Fain'would  I  have  his  state,  and  now  of  late 
lie  did  enquire  at  Ephesus  for  his  age  3*, 
But  the  churcli-book  being  burnt  with  Dian*s 

temple. 
He  lost  his  aim.    IVe  tried  to  famish  him. 
Marry  he'll  live  o*  th'  stones ;  and  then  for 

poisons. 
He  is  an  antidote  Vainst  all  of  'em  ;       [hot. 
He  sprung  from  Mithridates ;  he's  so  dry  and 
He  will  eat  spiders  faster  than  a  monkey ; 
His  maw,  unhurt,  keeps  quicksilver  like  a 

bladder;    . 
The  lai^est  dose  of  camphire,  opium, 
Harms  not  his  brain;  I  think  his  skull's  as 

empty 
As  a  suclrd  egg ;  vitriol  and  oil  of  tartar 
He  will  eat  toasts  of ;  henbane,  I  am  sure, 
And  hemlock,    I  have  made  his  pot-herbs 

often.  [honour ; 

Cra.  If  he  refuse  you,  yours  is  then  the 
If  he  accept,  he  being  so  great,  you  may 
Crave  both  to  chuse  the  weapon,  time,  and 

place. 
Which  mAy  be  ten  years  hence,  and  Calicut, 
Or  underneath  tlie  line,  to  avoid  advantage. 
Onos.  I  am  resulv'd. 


Tutor,  By  your  favdur,  pufil. 
Whence  shall  this  challenge  rise?  for  you 

must  ground  it 
On  some  such  fundamental  base,  or  matter. 
As  now  the  gentry  set  their  lives  upon. 
Did  you  e'er  cheat  him  at  some  ordinary. 
And  durst  be  say  so,  and  be  angry  ?  if  thus. 
Then  you  must  challenge  him.    Hath  he 

caird  your  whore  [men's. 

Whore }  tho'  she  be,  beside  yours,  twenty 
Your  honour,  reputation,  is  touch'd  then. 
And  you  must  cnallenge  him.  Has  he  denied 
On  thirty  dammt^s  to  accommodate  money  ? 
Tho'  j^ou  have  broke  threescore  before  to 

himw,  [shun 

Here  ^ou  must  challenge  him.  Durst  he  ever 
To  dritik  two  pots  of  sue  wi'  ye  ?  or  to  wench. 
Tho*  weighty  business  otherwise  importun'dr 
He  is  a  proud  lord,  [miliarljr 

And  you  may  challenge  him^  Has  he  fa- 
Dislik'd  your  yellow  starch  ^,  or  said  your 

doublet  [report 

Was  not  exactly  frenchifir.d  ?  or  that,  that 
In  fair  terms  was  untrue?  or  drawn  your 

sword. 
Cried  'tuas  ill  mounted  ?  has  he  given  the  lie 
In  circle,  or  oblique,  or  semi-circle, 
Or  direct  parallel  ?  you  must  challenge  him. 
Onos,  He  never  gave  my  direct  apparel  ^ 

tliu  lie  in's  life.  [refas'd 

Ilitor.  But,  for  the  crown  of  all,  has  he 

To  pledge  your  mistress*  healtii  ?  tho'  he  were 

sick, 

Enter  Neanthes  and  Page, 

And  crav'd  your  pardon,  you  must  challenge 

him. 
There's  no  avoiding ;  one  or  botli  must  drop. 

Onos.  Exquisite  Tutor ! 

Nean.  Crates,  I've  sought  you  long;  what 
make  you  here  ftowil 

Fooling  with  these  three-farthings,  while  the 
Is  all  in  uproar,  and  the  prince  our  master, 
Seiz'd  by  Leonidas  and  Agenor,  carried 
And  prisoner  kept  i'th'  castle  flanks 


^  For  his  age.]  It  is  to  be  wished  our  Authors  had  not  bei'n  guilty  of  this  and  the  like 
anachronisms.        Sj/mpwn, 

33  Though  he  have  broke  threescore  before  to  you.]  Amendod  in  1750. 

**  Yellow  starch.]  This  was  invented  by  one  Turner,  a  tire-woman,  a  court  bawd,  who 
afterwards  was  amongst  the  miscreants  concerned  in  the  murder  of  Sir  Thomas  Overbury, 
for  which  she  was  hanged  at  Tyburn,  and  would  die  in  a  yellow  ruff  of  her  own  invention  : 
which  made  yellow  starch  so  odious,  tljat  it  immediately  went  out  of  fashion.     WarburtoH. 

Stubbs,  in  his  Anatomic  of  Abuses,  published  in  1695,  speaks  ofstarch  of  various  colours. 

*  —  The  one  arch  or  pillar  wherewith  the  devil's  kingdouie  of  great  ruffes  is  under- 
'  propped,  is  a  certain  kinde  of  liquid  matter,  which  they  call  startchy  wherein  the  devill  hath 

*  teamed  them  to  wash  and  die  their  ruffes,  which»  being  drie,  will  stand  stiff  and  inflexible 

*  about  their  neckes.     And  this  startch  they  make  of  divers  substances,  jsometimes  of 
'  wheate  flower,  of  branne,  and  other  gruines :  Sometimes  of  rootes,  and  sometimes  of 

*  -other  ihinges:  Of  all  coUours  and  hues,  as  white,  redde,  blewe,  purple,  and  the  like.* 

In  The  VVorld  toss'd  at  Tennis,  a  masque  by  Middleton,  1G20,  the  Jive  starches  are  per- 
sonified, and  introduced  contesting  for  superiority.        Steepens. 

35  My  direct  apparel.]  Sympson,  not  thinking  this  blunder  of  Onos  was  intended  by  the 
Poets,  reads, 

*  He  never  gave  me  th^  direct  parallel  lie  iQ*s  life.'      ' 
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The  West  part  of  the  ciCj,  where  they  vow 
To  hold  him  *till  jour  brother,  lord  Euphanes, 
Be  rendered  to  'em,  with  his  life  to  satisfy 
The  rape,  by  him  suspected  to  Merione  r 
The  Queen  refuses  to  deliver  him, 
Pawning  her  knowledge  for  bis  innoccncy, 
And  dares  'em  do  their  worst  on  prince Thea- 
The  whole  state's  in  combustion.  [nor ; 

Cra,  Fatal  riug ! 

Uncie.  What  will  become  of  us  ? 

Neon.  And  she  hath  given  commission  to 
Euphanes 
And  Conon,  who  have  levied  men  already, 
With  violence  to  surprize  the  tower,  and  take 
What  will  you  do?  ['em. 

Cra,  Along  wi'  ve,  and  prevent 
A  further  mischief.     Gentlemen,  our  intents 
We  must  defer;  you  are  the  prince's  follow- 

Nean,  Will  ye  walk  with  us?  [crs. 

Uncle,  You  shall  pardon  us.  [know, 

Tutor.  We  are  his  followers  afar  off,  you 
And  are  contented  to  continue  so. 

[Exeunt  Cra.  and  Nean. 

Onot.  Sir  boy! 

Page.  Sir  fool!  a  challenge  to  my  lord  ? 
How  dar*8t  thou,  or  thy  ambs-ace  here,  think 
of  him  ?  [ders  bear 

Ye  crow-pick'd  lieads,  which  your  thin  shoul- 
As  do  the  poles  on  Corinth  bridge  the  traitors*; 
W*y«  you  three  nine-pins,  you  talk  of  my 
lord,  [draw ; 

And  .chaUenges?  you  shall  not  need :  Come, 
HisPage  is  able  to  swinge  three  such  whelps. 
Uncle»  why  stand  ye  off?  Long-man,  advance. 

Onos.  'Slight,  what  have  we  done.  Tutor  ? 

T\itar»  He  is  a  boy, 
And  we  may  run  away  with  honour. 

Page,  That  ye  shall  not ; 
And  being  a  boy,  I  am  fitter  to  encounter 
A  child  in  law  as  you  are,  under  twenty. 
Thou  sot,  thou  three-score  sot !  and  that's  a 
Again,  I  grant  you.  [diild 

Uncle,  Nephew,  here's  an  age : 
Boys  are  turn'd  men,  and  men  are  children. 

Page.  Away,  ye  peasants  with  your  bought 
gentry ! 
Are  not  you  he,  when  your  fellow  passengers, 
Your  Inst  transportment,  being^  assail'd  by  a 

galley, 
Hid  yourself  i*  th*  cabin ;  and  the  fight  done 
Peep'd  above  hatches,  and  cried,  <  Have  we 
taken,  [p^r, 

'  Or  are  we  ta'en  ?  *  Come,  I  do  want  a  slip- 
But  this  shall  serve :  Swear  all  as  X  would 

have  you, 
Or  I  will  call  some  dozen  brother  pages, 
•(They're  not  far  off,  Tm  sure)  and  we  will  • 
Until  you  piss  again.  [bl^^nk^t  you 

All.  Nay,  we  will  swear,  sir. 

Page,  'lis  your  best  course. 
First,  you  shall  swear  never  to  nan\e  my  lord. 
Or  hear  him  nam'd  hereafter,  but  bare-head-  ' 
Ne3(t^  to  begin  his  health  in  every  placcf,  [ed; 


And  never  to  refuse  to  pledge^it,  tbo't  . 
You  surfeit  to  the  death ;  lastly,  to  hold 
The  poorest,  littlest  page  in  reverence. 
To  think  him  valiauter,  and  a  better  gentle- 


roan, 


m 


Than  you  three  stamp'd  together,  and  to  give 
Wine  and  tobacco  wheresoe'er  you  meet, 
And  the  best  meat,  if  he  can  stay. 

All,  We  swear  it  loyally. 

Poge.  Then  I  dismiss  you. 
True  liegemen  to  the  pantofle; 
I  had  more  articles,  but  I  have  business 
And  cannot  stay  now :  So  adieu,  dear  mon^ 
Tres  noble  et  tres  puistant  f    •  [sieur. 

Uncle.  Adieu,  monsieur! 

Oitof.  A  vottre  service  et  commandemeni,  ^ 

Tutor,  I  told  you,  pupil,  you'd  repent  this 
foollery.  [Tutor, 

Onos.  Wtio?  I  repent?  you  are  mistakeHi 
I  ne'er  repented  any  thing  yet  in  my  life, 
And  scorn  to  begin  now.  Come,  lers  be  me* 
lancholy  *.  [Extuni^ 

SCENE  IL 
Enter  Queen,  Eupkanet,  Conon,  and  Lords. 

Lm-d.  'Twere  better  treat  with  'em* 

Queen.  I  will  no  treaties 
With  a  league-breaker  and  a  rebel ;  shall  I 
Article  with  a  traitor?  be  conapell'd 
To  yield  an  innocent  unto  their  fury. 
Whom  I  have  prov'd  so  to  you? 

Euph.  Gracious  Queen, 
Tho'  your  own  godlike  disposition 
Would*  succour  virtue,  and  protect  the  right ; 
Yet,  for  thepublick  good,  tor  the  dear  safety 
Of  your  most  royal  only  son,  consent 
To  give  me  up  the  sacrifice  to  their  malice: 
My  life  is  aim'd  at,  and  t'were  better  far 
The  blood  of  twenty  thousand  such  as  I 
Purpled  our  seas,  than  that  your  princely  son 
Should  be  endanger'd. 

Queen.  Still  well  said,  honest  fool ! 
Were  their  demand  but  one  hair  from  thy 
head,  [here, 

By  all  the  gods,  I'd  scorn  'em!  Where  they 
The  majesty  that  dwells  upon  this  brow 
Should  strike  'em  on  their  knees.  As  for  my  so*, 
Let  'em  no  more  dare  than  they'll  answer :  I 
An  equal  mother  to  my  country  am. 
And  every  virtuous  son  of  it  is  son 
Unto  my  bosom,  tender  as  mine  own. 

Con.  Oh,  you  are  heav'oly,  madam,  and 
the  gods 
Can  suffer  nothing  pass  to  iniure  you ! 
The  life  that  Conon  promis'd,  be  stands  now 
Ready  to  pay  with  joy. 

Queen,  Farewell  both; 
Success  attend  you !  you  have  soldiers  been, 
Tarn  Marti  quam  Mercurio;  if  you  briognot 
Bring  me  their  heads.  [pe<u»» 

Con.  I  will  put  fair  for  one. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Lordt. 


'^  Come,  let^$^  melandioiy.]  See  note  ^,  oo  TheMad  Lover, 
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[Act4y  Scene  $, 


Euph.  Double  the  f^uard  upon  her  higb- 
tiess'  person. 
€onony  you  must  perform  a  friendly  part, 
Which  1  shall  counsel  you. 

Con,  I  am  your  servant.  \ Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  TlieaTior,  Agenor^  and  Leonidaif  above. 

Leo.  Make  good  that  for^ficatioUyapdthe 

watch 
Keep  still  upon  the  battlements.  Royal  sir, 
Weigh  but  our  injuries;  we  have  told  you 

fully 
The  manner  and  the  matter  hales  us  thu.^ ; 
NoV  shall  this  upstart  mushroom,  bred  i'  th*^ 

night, 
Sit  brooding  underneath  your  mother's  wings 
His  damn'd  impieties. 

Age.  For  yourself,  brave  prince, 
Fear  nothing  that  tins  face  of  arms  presents; 
We  ask  the  mvisher,  and  have  no  means 
To  winliim  from  your  most  indulgent  mother 
But  by  this  practice. 

The.  Stout  Leonidas, 
Princely  Agenor,  your  wrongs  cry  so  loud, 
That  whoso  would  condemn  you  is  not  heard ; 
I  blame  you  not ;  who  but  Euphanes  durst 
Make  stories  Uke  to  this?  My  wrongs;  as 

strong. 
Ask  my  revengeful  arm  to  strengthen  yours; 
As  for  my  fear^nowyou,and  Greece  tlirough* 

out, 

Enter  Eupkanei  and  Ctmon. 

Our  mother  was  a  Spartan  princess  born« 
That  never  taught  me  to  spell  such  a  wurd. 

Can.  Sir,  you  do  tempt  your  life. 

Euph:  Cnnon,  no  more. 
Do  thus,  as  thou  wpuklst  save  it 

[Sound  trumpet  wUkin. 

Age,  What  trumpet's  this. ^ 

Leo*  Beneath  I  do  perceive 
Two  arm*d  men  single,  that  give  us  summons 
As  they  would  treat. 

Age,  Let  us  descend. 

Cc^.  My  lord, 
I  would  you  would  excuse  me,  and  proceed 
According  to  the  Queen's  directions. 

Euph,  Friend, 
As  thou  wouldst  wear  that  title  after  death, 

Enter  behw  Theanor^  Ag^nor,  Leonidas,  and 

Soldiers, 

Perform  ray  charge,    ^o  soldier,  on  his  life. 
Approach  us  nearer. 

von.  Safety  to  both  the  princes;  loyalty 
To  you,  lord  general.  The  Queen,  your  mis- 
tress 
As  well  as  ours,  tho'  not  thro' fear  >7,  to  cut 
Civil  dissention  from  her  land,  and  save 
Much  guiltless  blood,  that  uproar  ever  thirsts, 
And  for  the  safeguard  of  her  son^  by  me 


(As  you  demand)  hath  tent  the  lord  Euphanes 
To  plead  his  own  cause,  or  to  sufier  death. 
As  you  shall  find  him  worthy;  so,  delivenne 
The  prince  back,  I  shall  leav^  him  to  your 
guard. 
Leo.  The  Queen  is  good  and  gracious: 
Kiss  her  hand.  [peace. 

Aas.  And  seal  our  duties.    Sir,  depart  in 
Tne,  Oh,  sir,  you  now  perceive,  when  ia 
the^scales 
Nature  and  fond  afl^ection  weigh  togetlier, 
One  poizes  like  a  feather;  and  you  know,  my 
What's  to  be^done.  [lords, 

Euph.  Your  highness  is  nnarm'd ; 

Please  you  to  use  mine,  and  to  lead  the  army 

Back  to  your  motberi,  Conon,  march  you 

with  'em,  [not 

Con.  I  will,  my  lord.— But  not  so  far  as 

To  bring  you  help,  if  danger  look  upon  you. 

[Jfcril. 

Euph.  Why  do  you  look  so  strangely,  feax^ 
fully. 
Or  stay  your  dcathful  hand  ?  Be  not  so  wise 
To  stop  your  rage.  Look  how  uninov'dly  here 
I  give  myself  my  country's  sacrifice. 
An  innocent  sacrifice :  Truth  laughs  at  deathp 
And  terrifies  the  killer  more  than  kiird ; 
Integrity  thus  annless  seeks  her  foes, 
And  never  needs  the  target  nor  the  sword. 
Bow,  nor  envcnopi'd  shafts. 

Leo.  We  are  amaz'd. 
Not  at  your  eloquence,  but  impudence. 
That  dai^  thus  front  us. 

Age.  IniU  hiip  !  Who  knoyrs  not 
The  iron  forehead  that  bold  Mischief  wears  .^ 

Leo,  I^orbear  awhile,  Agenor;  1  do  trem- 
ble. 
And  something  sits  like  virtue  in  his  face, 
Which  the  gods  keep. 

Euph»  Agenor,  strike ;  Leonidas, 
•You  that  have  purcba,s'd  fame  on  certain 

grounds. 
Lose  it  on  supposition ;  Smear  your  hands 
In  guiltless  blood,  laugh  at  my  martyrdom  ; 
But  yet  remember,  when  postority       [acts,, 
Shall  read  your  volumes  fiU'd  with  virtuous 
And  shall  arrive  at  this  blacl^  bloody  leaf^ 
Noting  your  foolish,  barbarism,and  my  wrong, 
(As  time  shall  make  it  plain)  what  follows 

this 
Decyphering  any  noble  deed  of  yours         ^ 
Shall  be  quite  lost,  for  men  will  read  no  more. 

Leo.  Why,  dare  you  say  you're  innocent f 

Euph.  By  all  the  gods,  as  they,  of  this  foul 
crime. 
Why,  gentlemen,  pry  clean  thro'  my  life. 
Then  weieh  these  circumstances.  Think  you 
th^the  [tum'd, 

Wliich  made  da^f  night,  and  men  to  furies 
Durst  not  trust  silence,  vizors,  nor  her  sense 
That  syflTer^d;  but  with  charms  and  potiont 
Cast  her  asleep»  (for  all  this  I've  enquir'd) 
Acted  the  fabje  of  Prpserpin^'s  rap^, 


P  Though  not  to  f oar.]  Amended  by  Syopsoo. 
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Th#  ^ace  (by  all  description)  like  to  beU ; 
And  all  to  perpetrate  unknown  his  lust; 
Would  fondly  m  his  person  bring  a  ring. 
And  give  it  a  betrothed  wife,  i*  th'  same  boose 
Where  the  poor  injured  l&dy  liv*d  and  groaned? 

Age,  Hell  gives  us  art  to  reach  the  depth 
of  sin, 
But  leaves  us  wretched  fools,  when  we  are  in. 

Evph,  Had  it  giv'n  me  that  art,  and  left 
me  so, 
I  would  not  thus  into  the  1iun*s  jaws 
Hare  thrustmyselfdefenceless,for  your  good, 
The  prince*s  safety,  or  the  commonweal's. 
You  Know  the  Queen  denied  me,  and  sent  us 
Commanders  to  surprize  you,  and  to  raze 
This  tower  down ;  we  had  power  enough  to 

do  it. 
Or  starve  you,  as  you  saw,  and  not  to  tender 
My  person  to  your  wmth,  which  I  have  done, 
Knowing  my  benrt  as  pure  as  infants*  sleep. 

Leo.  What  think  you,  sir? 

Age,  No  harm,  I'm  sure;  I  weep. 

Euph,  The  gods  are  just,  and  mighty. 
«        But  to  give  you  .    . 

Further  assurance,  and  to  make  yourselves 
Judges  and  witnesses  of  wy  innocence. 
Let  me  demand  this  question ;  On  what  night 
Was  this  foul  deed  committed? 

Age,  On  the  eve 
Before  our  marriage  meant. 

Euph.  Leonidas,  [raory) 

(Your  rage  beiiifi;  off,  that  still  drowns  me- 
Wliere  was  yourself  and  1  that  very  nighty 
And  what  our  conference? 

Leo,  By  the  gods,  'tis  true : 
Both  in  ber  higlmess*  chamber,  conferring 
•Even  of  this  match  until  an  hour  of  day. 
And  then  came  I  to  call  you.  We  are  sham'd! 

Age,  Utterly  lost,  and  sham*d ! 

Euph,  Neither;  bechear*d; 
He  that  could  find  this  out,  can  pardon  it. 
And  know,  this  ring  was  sent  me  from  the 

Queen ; 
How  she  came  by  it,  yet  is  not  enquirM  : 
Deeper  occurrentshang  on*t,  and  'prayHeav*n 
That  my  suspicions  prove  as  false  as  yours ! 
Which  for  the  world  ('till  I  have  greater  proof; 
I  dare  not  utter  what,  nor  whom  they  touch : 
Only  this  build  upon,  with  all  my  nerves 
1*11  labour  with  yc,  'till  Time  waken  Truth. 

Age,  There  are  our  swords,  sir;  turn  the 
points  on  us.  [wrong. 

Leo.  Punish  rebellion,  and  revenge  your 

Euph.  Sir,  my  revenge  shall  be  to  xnake 
your  peace : 
Neither  was  this  rebellion,  but  rash  love. 

Enter  Conon. 

Con.  How*s this? Unarm'd  left,  now  founrl 
doubly  arm'd?  [feet? 

And  those,  that  would  have  slain  him,  at  his 
Ob,  Truth,  tliou  art  a  mighty  conqueress. — 
The  Queen,  my  lord,  perplex'd  in  care  of  you. 
That,  cross  to  her  command,  hazard  your- 
In  person  here  is  come  into  the  field,    {ttlff 


And,  like  a  leader,  marches  in  the  head 
Of  all  her  troops ;  vows  tliat  she  will  demolish 
JEtLch  stone  oi  this  proud  tower,  be  you  not 

safe; 
She  chafes  like  storms  in  groves,  now  sighs, 
now  weeps,  [mix'd; 

And  both  sometimes,  like  rain  and  wine  cum* 
Abjures  her  son  for  ever,  'less  himself 
Do  fetch  you  uiT  ip  person,  that  did  give 
Yourself  to  save  him  uf  yuur  own  free  will. 
And  swears  he  must  not,  nor  is  tit  to  live. 
Euph,  Oh,  she's  a  mistress  for  the  gods ! 
Age.  And  thou 
A  sodhke  servant,  fit  for  her. 

Leo.  Wide  Greece 
May  boast,  because  she  cannot  boast  thy  ]aktg 
Euph,  Thus,  Conon,  tell  her  highness. 
Con.  My  joy  flies! 
Euph.  Let's  tow'rd  her  march.  Stern  drum, 

speak  gentle  peace. 
Leo.  We  are  prisoners ;  lead  us.    Ne^er 
was  known 
A  precedent  like  this ;  one  unarm'd  man. 
Suspected,  to  captive  with  golden  words 
(Truth  being  his  shield)  so  many  arm'd  with 
swords.  [Eseunt. 

Enter f  at  one  door.  Queen,  Theanor,  Crates^ 
Conon,  iordt  and  toldiert  ;  at  another,  Eu" 
phanet  {with  two  swords),  Agenor,  Leoni- 
das, and  soidieri,  Euphanes  presents  Le- 
onidas  on  his  knees  to  the  Queen  ;  Agenor, 
bare-headed,  makes  show  of  sorrrw  to  the 
Queen ;  she  stttmps,  and  seems  to  be  atuny 
at  the  first.  Euphanes  persuades  her,  lays 
t/teir  swords  at  her  feei ;  she  kisses  hhn, 
gives  them  their  swords  again,  they  kiss  her 
hand  and  embrace;  the  soldiers  lift  up  Eu' 
phones,  and  shout.  Theanor  and  Crates 
discovered;  Conon  whispers  with  Crates^ 
Euphanes  with  Agenor,  and  Leonidas  oih 
serves  it,  who  uem  to  promise  something  ; 
Euphanes  directs  his  Page  somewhat.  Ex" 
eunt  all  but  Theanor  and  Crates, 

T7ie.  We  are  not  lucky.  Crates;  this  great 
Bears  all  before  him.  [torrent 

Cra,  Such  an  age  as  tliis 
Shall  ne'er  be  seen  agaiu.   Virtue  grows  fat. 
And  Villainy  pines;  the  furies  are  asleep; 
Mischief,  'gamst  goodness  aim'd,  is  like  a 

stone, 
Unnat'rally  forc*d  up  an  eminent  hill,    [us; 
Whose  weight  falls  on  our  heads  and  buries 
We  springe  ourselves,  we  sink  in  our  own  bogs: 

The.  What's  to  be  done? 

Cra,  Repent,  and  grow  good. 

The.  Pish ! 
*Tis  not  the  fashion,  fool,  ^ill  we  grow  old. 
The  people's  love  to  him  now  scares  me  more 
Than  my  fond  mother's;  both  which,  like 

two  floods. 
Bearing  Euphanes  up,  will  o*erflow  me; 
And  he  is  worthy:  'Would  he  were  in  Heaven ! 
But  that  hereafter.  Crates,  help  me  now. 
And  henceforth  be  at  ease. 
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[Act  4.  Socfeie  9l 


Cr'a,  Your  will,  my  lord  ? 

The.  Beliza  is  to  marry  him  forthwith ; 
I  long  to  have  the  first  touch  of  her  too; 
That  will  a  little  quiet  roe. 
.  Cra.  Fy,  sir ! 

You'll  be  the  tyrant  to  Virginity ; 
To  fall  but  once  is  manly,  to  persevere 
Beastly,  and  desp'rate. 

The.  Cross  roe  not,  but  do't : 
Are  not  the  roeans,  the  place,  the  instruments, 
The  very  same?  I  must  expect  you  suddenly. 

[Exit, 

Cra,  I  must  obey  you. 
Who  is  in  evil  once  a  companion. 
Can  hardly  shake  him  off,  but  must  run  on. 
Here  I  appointed  Conon  to  attend,    [single. 
Him,  and  his  sword ;   he  promis*d  to  come 

Enter  Conon  and  Page, 

To  avoid  prevention :  He's  a  man  on*s  word. 

Con,  You're  well  met,  Crates. 

Cra,  If  we  part  so,  Conon.  [fiqcs ; 

Con,  Come,  we  must  do  these  mutual  of- 
We  roust  be  our  own  seconds,  our  own  sur- 

?eon8, 
airly  fight,  like  men,  not  on  advantage. 
Cra,  You  have  an  honest  bosom. 
Con.  Yqur's  seems  so. 
Cra,  Let's  pair  our  swords:  You  are  a 

just  gentleman. 
Con,  You  might  be  so.  Now  shake  hands, 
if  you  please ;  [one. 

Tho'  it  he  the  cudgel  fashion,  'tis  a  friendly 
Cra,  So ;  stand  off. 
JPage,  That's  my  cue  to  beckon  *em. 

[Exit, 
Con.  Crates,  to  expostulate  your  wrongs 
to  me 
Were  to  doubt  of  'em,  or  wish  your  excuse 
In  words,  and  so  return  like  maiden  knights; 
Yet  freely  thus  much  i  profess;  your  spleen 
And  rugged  carriage  toward  your  honour'd 

brother 
Hath  mucii  more  stirr'd  me  up,  than  mine 

own  cause; 
For  1  did  ne'er  affect  these  bloody  men, 
But  hold  *em  fitter  be  made  public  hangmen, 
Or  butchei-s  call'd,  than  valiant  gentlemen. 
Tis  true,  stamp'd  valour  does   upon  just 
grounds;  [life 

Yet  for  whom  justlier  should   I  expose  my 
Than  him,  unto  whose  virtue  I  owe  all. 
Cra,  Conon,  you  think  by  this  great  deed 
of  yours 
To  insinuate  yourself  a  lodging  nearer 
Unto  my  brother's  heart :   Such  men  as  you 
live  on  their  undertakings  for  their  lords. 
And  more  disable  them  by  answering  for 'em. 
Than  if  tljey  sat  still ;  make  'cm  but  their 

whores. 
For  which  end  gallants  now-a-days  do  fight. 
But  here  we  come  not  to  upbraid ;  what  men 


Seem  the  rash  world  will  judge;  but  what 

they  are, 
Heav'n  knows :  And  this — Horses  ?  we  «re 
'     descried'*: 
One  stroke,  for  fear  of  laughter. 

Enter  EuphaneSyAgenoTy  Leonidat^  and  Page, 

Can,  Half  a  score.  [hold ! 

Euph,  Hold,  hold !    on  your  allegiance* 

Jge,  He  that  strikes  next 

Leo.  Falls  like  a  traitor  on  our  swords. 

Etwh,  Oh,    Heavn,  my  brother  bleeds! 
Conon,  thou  art 
A  villain,  an  unthankful  man,  and  shalt 
Pay  me  thy  blood  for  his,  for  his  is  mine ! 
Thou  wert  my  friend,  but  he  is  still  mj  bro- 
ther; 
And  tho*  a  friend  sometimes  be  nearer  said. 
In  some  gradation,  it  can  never  be. 
Where  that  same  brother  can  be  made  g 

friend ; 
Which,  dearest  Crates,  thus  low  I  implore: 
\^'hat  in  my  poverty  I  would  not  seek. 
Because  I  would  not  burden  you,  now  here 
In  all  my  height  of  bliss  I  beg  of  you, 
Your  friendship;  my  advancement,  sir,  is 

yours; 
I  never  held  it  strange ;    pray  Cise  it  so. 
We  are  but  two,  which   number   Nature 

fram'd 
In  the  most  nseful  faculties  of  man, 
To  strengt  hen  m  u  tual  ty  and  relieve  each  other: 
Two  eyes,  two  ears,  two  arms,  two  legs  and 
feet,  [ply; 

That  where  one  fatl'd,  the  other  might  sup- 
And  I,  your  other  eye,  ear,  your  arm  and  le^ 
Tender  my  service*  help,  and  succour  to  you. 

Age,  Leo.  A  most  divine  examf^e ! 

Euph,  For,  dear  brother,  [roe  ; 

You  ha%'e  been  blind,  and  lame^  and  deaf,  to 
Now  be  no  more  so :  In  humility 
I  give  you  the  dnty  of  a  younger  brother. 
Which  take  you  as  a  brother,  not  a  father. 
And  then  you'll  pay  a  duty  back  to  me. 

Cra.  Till  now  I  have  not  wept  these  thirty 
years.  [legs,. 

Euph,  Discording  brothers  are  like  mutual 
Supplanting  one  another;  he  that  seeks 
Aid  from  a  stranger,  and  forsakes  his  brother. 
Does  but  like  him  that  madly  lops  his  am, 
And  to  his  body  joins  a  wooden  one ; 
Cuts  off  his  natural  leg,  and  trusts  a  crutch ;, 
Plucks  cue  his  eye  to  see  with  spectacles. 

Cra.  Most  dear  Fuphanes,  intbis^ciftmson 
flood  [me. 

Wash  my  unkindnessout;  vou  have  overcome 
Taught  nie  humanity  and  brotherhood : 
Full  well  knew  Nature  thou  wert  fitter  far 
To  be  a  ruler  o'er  me  than  a  brother. 
Which  henceforth  be !    Jove  surely  did  de- 
scend, [shape. 
When  thou  wert  gotten,  in  some  heav'niy 


» Horses,  we  are  descryd]  Sympson  wouH  read, 
*  Curte  on^ty  we  are  descry'd.' 


Act5*SGeBel.] 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CO{tINTH^ 


4n 


4nd  ereet  my  motlier^  as  the  poets  tell 
Of  other  women. 

Age,  Be  this  holiday  ! 
Leo.  And  noted  ever  with  the  whitest  stone! 
Con,  And  pardon  me,  my  lord !  Look  you^ 
I  bleed 
Faster  than  Crates.    What  I've  done,  I  did 
Yo  reconcile  your  loves,  to  both  a  friend ; 
Which  my  blood  cement,  never  to  part  or  cod ! 
Age,  Most  worthy  Conon ! 
Leo.  Happy  rise ;  this  day 
Contracts  more  good  than  a  whole  age  hath 
done: 
Euph.  Royal  Agenur,  brave  Leonidas, 
You  are  mam  causes,  and  must  share  the 
fame. 
Cra.  Which,  in  some  part,  this  hour  shall 
requite. 


For  I  have  aim*(l  my  black  shmfta  at  white 

marksy 
And  now  1*11  put  the  clue  into  your  hands*   ' 
Shall  guide  you  most  perspicuously  to  tb# 

depth  p^ 

Of  this  dark  labyrinth,  where  so  long  you  w^ 
Touching  this  old  rape,  and  a  new  intent,  . 
Wherein  your  counsel,  and  your  active  wit. 
My  dearest  brother,  will  be  necessary. 
Euph.  My  prophecy  is  come;  prove  my 

hopes  true, 
Agenor  shall  have  right,  and  you  no  wrong. 
Time  now  will  pluck  her  daughter  from  her 

cave«".  [brother, 

Let*s  hence,  to  prevent  rumour.  My  dear. 
Nature's  dividea  streams  the  highest  shelf  . 
Will  over-run  at  last,  and  flow  to  itself. 

[Exeunt. 


^  Time  now  will  pluck,  &cc.]  *  In  the  title-page  of  this  last,'  (viz.  the  edition  of  The  Poesies 
«f  George  Gascoigne,  Esq.  1575)  '  by  way  ot  printer's  or  -bookseller's  device,  is  an  oma* 

*  mental  wooden  cut,  tolerably  well  executed,  wherein  Time  is  represented  dra)ving  the 

*  figure  qi  Truth  out  of  a  pit  or  cavern,  with  this  legend.  Occulta  Veritas  tempore  patet* 
Percy*s  Reliques  of  Anticnt  Poetry,  vol.  iii.  This  seems  to  have  su^ested  the  idea  in  the 
above  line.   Dr.  Percy  adds,  that  '  it  was  not  improbable  but  the  accidental  sight  of  this,  or 

*  some  other  title-page  containing  the  same  device,  suggested  to  Rubens  that  well-known 

*  design  of  a  similar  kind,  which  he  has  introduced  into  the  Luxemburg-gallery,  and  which 

*  has  been  so  justly  censured  for  the  unnatural  manner  of  its  execution.'         R. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Crates,  Euphanes,  Neanthes,  Sosicles, 

and  Eraton. 

Euph,  yVE  won  the  lady  to  it,  and  that 

■*•  good 
Which  is  intended  to  her,  your  faith  only 
And  secresy  must  make  perfect;   think  not, 

sir, 
I  speak  as  doubting  it,  for  I  dare  hazard 
My  soul  upon  the  trial. 

Cra.  You  may  safely ; 
But  are  Agenor  and  Leonidas  ready 
To  rush  upon  him  in  the  act,  and  seize  him 
V  th'  heii^ht  of  his  security  ? 

Euph,  At  all  parts 
As  vou  could  wish  them. 

Cra.  Where's  the  lady? 

Euph.  There 
Where  you  appointed  her  to  stay, 

Cra.  Mis  wisely  order'd. 

Euph,  Last,  when  you  have  him  sure,  com- 
pel him  this  way; 
For,  as  by  accident,  here  I'll  bring  the  Queen 
To  meet  you ;   'twill  strike  greater  terror  to 

him, 
To  be  ta'en  unprovided  of  excuse;" 
And  make  more  for  our  purposes.       [Eait. 

Cra.  Come,  Neanthes; 
Our  fames  and  all  are  at  the  stake. 

Neann  Ti&  fit, 


That  since  relying  on  your  skill,  we  venture. 
So  much  upon  one  game,  you  play  with  cun* 
ning. 

Enter  Theanor, 

Or  we  shall  rise  such  losers  as— - 

&».  The  prince!  [seem'd 

Cra,  The  plot  is  laid,  sir;  howsoe'er  I 

A  little  scrupulous,  upon  better  judgment 

I  have  effected  it. 

The.  'Tis  the  last  service 

Of  this  foul  kind  I  will  employ  you  in. 
Cra.  We  hope  so,  sir. 
The,  And  1  will  so  reward  it— 
Nean.  You  are  bound  to  that;  in  every 
family  [mora 

That  does  write  lustful,  your  fine  bawd  gains 

(For,  like  your  broker,  he  takes  fees  on  bocb. 

Than  all  the  officers  o'  th'  house.         [sides) 
Sus.  For  us  then 

To  be  a  great  man's  pandars,  and  live  poor. 

That  were  a  double  fault. 

Cra.  Come,  you  lose  time,  sir ; 

We  will  be  with  you  instantly :  The  deed  done^ 

We  have  a  masque  that  you  expect  not. 
The.  Thou 

Art  ever  careful ;  for  Jove's  Mercury 

I  would  not  change  thee.  [Exit, 

Era.  There's  an  honour  for  you.     [pimp, 
Nean.  To  be  compar'd  with  the  celestial 

Jove's  smock-sw.oro  squire,  ^on  Hermes. 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


[Act  a.  Scche  t. 


Cra,  ril  deserve  it ;  [now 

And,  gentlemen,  be  assured,  tho*  what  we  do 
Will  to  the  prince  Theanor  look  like  treason 
And  base  disloyalty,  yet  the  end  shall  prove, 
(When  hc*s  first  taught  to  know  himselt,  then 

vou) 
In  what  he  judgM  us  false^  we  were  roost  true. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Euphanes,  Agenor^  Leonidas,  and 

Cofwn.  " 

Euph.  Only  make  haste,  my  lords ;  in  all 
things  else  [swords 

You  aro  instructed  t    You  may  draw  your 
For  show,  if  you  think  good,  but  on  my  life 
You  will  find  no  resistance  in  his  servants^ 
And  he's  himself  unarmed. 

A^e,  I  would  he  were  not ; 
My  )ust  ra«;e  should  not  then  be  Ust. 

liuph.  Good  sir, 
Have  you  a  care  no  injury  be  done 
Unto  the  person  of  tlte  prince ;  but,  Conon, 
Have  you  an  eye  on  both;  it  is  your  crust 
Thatlrelyou. 

Con,  Which  I  will  disclmrge, 
Assure  yourself,  most  faithfully. 

Euph.  if'or  the  lady, 
I  know  your  best  respect  will  not  be  wanting : 
Then,  to  avoid  suspicion  and  discovery, 
I  hold  it  requisite,  that  as  soon  as  ever 
The  Queen  nath  seen  her,  she  forsake  the 

place. 
And  fit  herself  for  that  which  is  projected 
For  her  good,  and  your  honour, 

Leo,  If  this  prosper, 
Believe  it  you  have  make  a  purcliase  of 
My  service  and  my  life. 

Euph.  Your  love  I  aim  at. 

Iao,  Here  I  shall  find  you  ? 

Euph,, With  the  Queen. 

Con,  Enough,  sir.  [ExU, 

Enter  Page. 
Page,  The  Queen  enquires  for  you,  my 
lord ;  IVe  met 
A  dozen  mcs!»engers  in  search  of  you. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Attendants, 
Euph.  I  knew  I  should  be  sought  for.  As 
1  wish'd, 
She*s  coine  herself  in  person. 

Queen.  Are  you  found,  sir  ?  [thinks 

I  wonder  where  you  spend  your  hours ;  me- 
$nce  I  so  love  your  company,  and  profess 
'Tis  the  best  comfort  this  life  yields  me,  mine 
Should  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Euph.  Gracious  madam. 
To  have  the  happiness  to  see  and  hear  you. 
Which  by  your  bounty  is  conferred  upon  me, 
I  hold  so  great  a  blessing,  that  my  honours 
And  wealth,  corapar'd  to  that,  arc  but  as  cy- 
phers [don 
To  make  that  number  greater ;  yet  your  par- 
f  or  borrowing  from  my  duty  so  much  time^ 


As  the  provision  for  my  sudden  marriat^ 
Extracted  from  me. 

Queen.  I  perceive  this  marriage 
Will  keep  you  often  from  me ;  but  111  bear  iL 
She's  a  «>od  lady,  and  a  fair,  Euphanes : 
Yet,  by  Tier  leave,  1  will  share  with  her  in  you; 
I  am  pleas*d  that  in  the  night  she  shall  enjoy 

you. 
And  that's  sufficient  for  a  wife ;  the  day-time 
I  will  divorce  you  from  her. 

Leo,  [within.]  We  will  force  you, 
If  you  resist. 

Queen.  What  noise  is  that? 

The.  [within.]  Base  traitors ! 

Euph,  It  moves  this  way. 

Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas  with  Theanor,  Me- 
rione  uke  Beliza,  Conon,  Crates,  Neantha, 
SosicUs,  Eraton,  and  Guard, 

Queen,  Whate'er  it  be,  I'll  meet  it; 
I  was  not  born  to  fear.  Who's  that?  Beliza ? 

Euph.  My  worthiest,  noblest  mistress ! 

[Exit  Mar. 

Queen,  Stny  her !  ha  ? 
All  of  you  look  as  you  were  rooted  here. 
And  wanted  motion:  What  new  Gorgon's 
head  [tucs? 

Have  you  beheld,  that  you  are^iU  tum^i  sta- 
This  is  prodigious  !  has  none  a  tongue 
To  speak  the  cause  ? 

Leo,  Could  every  hair,  great  Queen, 
Upon  my  head  yield  an  articulate  sound. 
And  all  together  speak,  they  could  not  yet 
Express  the  villainy  we  have  discover'd: 
And  yet,  when  with  a  few  miwilling  words 
I  have  delivered  what  must  needs  be  knowi, 
You*ll  say  I  am  too  eloquent,  and  wish 
I  had  been  born  without  a  tongue. 

Qjueen,  Speak  boldly ; 
For  I,  unmov'd  with  any  loss,  will  hear. 

Leo.  Then  know,  we  have  found  out  the 
ravishcr 
Of  my  poor  sister,  and  the  place  and  means 
^  By  which  th*  unfortunate,  tho*  iYur  Beliza, 
Hath  met  a  second  violence. 

Euph.  This  confirms 
What  but  before  I  doubted  to  my  ruin. 
My  lady  ravish'd  ? 

Queen,  Point  me  out  the  villain,        [this. 
That  guilty  wretched  monster,  that  hath  doner 
That  1  may  look  on  him ;  and  in  mine  eye 
He  reads  his  sentence. 

Leo.  That  I  truly  could 
Name  any  other  but  tlie  prince !  that  heard, 
You  have  it  all. 

Queen.  Wonder  not  that  I  shake ; 
The  miracle  is  greater  that  I  live. 
Having  eadur'd  the  timndcr  that  thy  words 
Have  thrown  upon  me ! — Dar'st  thou  kneel, 
with  hope  [Theanor  kneels. 

Of  any  favour,  but  a  speedy  death. 
And  that  too  in  the  dreadfull'st  shape  that 

can 
Appear  to  a  despairing  leprous  soul. 
It  thou  hast  any  ?  No,  libidinous  beast^ 
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Thy  last  hath  alterM  so  thy  furmer  being. 
By  I{eav*n  I  know  thee  not ! 

The.  Allho*  unworthy, 
Yet  still  [  ara  yoUr  son. 

Queen.  Thou  liesc,  liest  falsely ! 
My  whole  liifr  never  knew  hut  one  chaste  bed, 
^^or  e'er  desir'd  warmth  but  I'rom  lawful  tires ; 
Can  I  be  then  the  muthcr  to  a  goat. 
Whose  lu«t  is  more  insatiate  than  the  grave, 
And  like  iufectious  air  engenders  pltij^ucs, 
I'o  murder  all  tliat*s  chaste  or  f^iH}d  in  woman? 
The  jiiods  1  from  my  youth  have  serv'd  and 

fear'd,  fthels ; 

\Vhosc  holy  temples  thou  hast  made  triy  bro- 
Could  a  religious  mother  then  bring  forth 
8odamn*d  an  atheist?  Read  hut  o*er  my  life. 
My  actions,  manners;  and,  made  perf^ect  in 
But  look  into  the  story  of  thyself  [them, 
As  thou  art  now,  (not  us  thou  wert,  Theanor) 
And  reason  will  compel  thee  to  confess. 
Thou  aft  a  stranger  to  me. 

Age,  Note  but  how  heavy  4»  [him, 

The  weight  of  guilt  is!  it  so  low  hath  sunk 
Tliat  he  wants  power  to  rise  up  in  defence 
Of  his  had  cause. 

Qtieen.  Persuade  me  not,  Euphanes ! 
This  is  no  prince,  nnr  can  claim  part  in  me : 
My  sou  was  horn  a  freeman ;  tins,  a  slave 
To  beastly  passions,  a  fugitive 
And  runaway  from  Virtue  **.     Bring  lionds 

for  hhn .' 
By  all  the  honour  that  [  owe  to  justice, 
lie  loses  me  for  ever  that  seeks  to  save  him ! 
Bind   him,  I  say;  and   like  a  wretch. that 

knows  [tence, 

lie  stands  condemn'd  bc'fore  he  hears  the  seu- 
With  his  base  agents,  from  my  sight  remove 

him. 
And  lodge  them  in  the  dungeon !  as  a  Queen 
And  patroness  to  justice  I  comninnd  it. 
Thy  tears  arc  like  unseasonable  showers, 
And  in  my  heart  now  steel'd  can  make  no 

entrance ; 
ThonVt  cruel  to  thyself,  fool,  'tis  not  wnnt 
In  me  of  soft  compassion ;  when  thou  left'st 
To  be  a  son,  I  ceas'd  to  be  a  inotlier. 
Away  with  them !   The  children  I  will  leave 
To  keep  my  name,  to  all  posterities, 
Shall  be  the  great  examples  of  my  justice. 
The  government  of  my  country^  which  shall 

witness 


How  well  I  rul*d  myself.     Bid  the  wr6ng*d 
ladies  [thera ; 

Appear  in  court  tomorrow ;  we  will  hear 
And  by  one  act  of  our  severity^ 
For  fetyr  of  punishment,  or  love  to  viirtue^ 
Teach  others  to  be  honest:  All  will  shun 
To  tempt  hci*  kws^  that  would  not  spare  her 
sou.  [^tunt» 

SCENE  tU. 
Enter  Dnos,  Uncle,  and  Tulork 

Uncle.  Nay,  nephew ! 

Tutor,  I^upil,  hear  but  reasoii ! 

Onns,  No;  [nonr! 

I  have  none,  and  wilt  hear  ndne.  Oh,  my  hor 
My  honour  blasted  in  the  bud !  my  youth,  • 
My  hopeful  youth,  and  all  my  expectation 
Ever  to  be  a  man,  are  lost  for  ever ! 

Uncle.  Why,  nephew,  we  as  well  as  yott 
are  dubbM 
Knights  o*  th*  pantoBc. 

Tutor.  And  are  shouted  fitj 
Kick'd,  scorn'd,  and  laugh'd  at,  by  each  pagi 

and  grodm ; 
Yet  with  erected  heads  We  bear  it. 

Onus.  Alas,  ("were  you, 

You  have  yenr^,  and  strength  to  do  it!  but 
As  T,  a  tender  gristle,  apt  to  bo^, 
Yon  would,  like  me,  with  cloaks  enveloped^ 
Walk  thus,  then  stamp,  then  stare* 

Uncle,  lie  will  run  mad, 
I  ho(>e,  and  then  alPs  mine. 

Tutor.  Why,  look  youj  pupil,     . 
There  are  for  the  recovery  of  your  honour. 
Degrees  of  medicines  :    For  a  tweak  by  the 

nose 
A  man's  to  travel  but  six  months,  then  blow  itj 
And  all  is  well  again;  the  bastinado 
Ilemiires  a  longer  time,  a  year  or  two. 
Ana  tht  n  'tis  buried.  I  grant  you  have  been 

halHed ; 
Tis  but  a  journey  of  some  thirty  years^ 
And  it  will  he  forg<»tt('n, 

Onos.  Think  you  so  ? 

Tutor.  Assiiredly. 

Uncle.  He  may  nmkft  a  shorter  ^ut. 
But  hang  or  drown  himselt',  and,  on  my  life^ 
*rwill  no  more  trouble  him. 

Onos.  I  could  ne'er  endure 
Or  hemp  or  water,  they  are  dangerous  tooli 


<*  A2;e.  Note  but — ]    The  giving  this  speech  to  Agenor,  as  all  the  copies  do^.i 
range  work  with  the  following  one  of  the  Queen.     For  sho  bids  Eupharies  persuac 


makes 
strange  work  with  the  following  one  of  the  Queen.  For  sho  bids  F^upharies  persuade  hef 
not,  ike.  But  how  could  he  persuade  her,  when,  by  the  old  edition,  not  he  but  Ageaor  had 
been  pleading  for  the  prince?  Hut  if  we  put  Euphanes  for  Agertor,  as  I  hare  done,  the 
business  is  concluded,  and  all  is  right*         Sj/tftpsun. 

Mr.  Sympson,  not  the  old  copies,  makes  *  strange  work*  here;  for  surely  the  disputed 
speech  does  not  '  plead  for  tlic  prince;'  nor  docs  that  speech  at  all  suit  the  benignant  cha*^ 
racter  of  Euphanes,  though  it  does  the  enraged  Agenor.  The  persuasion  to  which  the  Queea 
replies  must  be  delivered  jn  dumii-show. 

<*  And  run  away  /rom  Virtve.]  The  change  of  the  verb  into  a  substantive,  by  the  hrlp  of 
B  poor  hyphen,  gives  a  fjirt'ereiit  and  elegant  sense  to  this  passage,  which  was  not  one -Ji 
the  clearest  before.         Sj/mpson, 

We  sec  nq  necessity  for  the  *  poor  hyphen  :'  RunoTVoy  Fhoulcl  be  one  ^^ord. 
Vol.  li.  »  O 
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^or  youth  todcdl  with;  I  will  rather  follow 
My  Tuior'.s  counsel. 

Tutor.  Do  HO. 

Onot,  And  put  in 
For  my  security,  that  I'll  not  return 
In  thirty  venrs,  my  whole  'stat6  to  my  uncle. 

VficU.'Th^t  1  like  well  of. 

Onos.  Still  provided,  Uncle, 
That  at  my  coming  home  you  will  allow  me 
To  be  of  a;ie,  that  I  may  call  to  account 
Thi«  Page  that  hath  abus'd  me. 

Uncle.  Tis  a  malch.  [prias 

Onot.  Then,  Corinth,  thus  the  bashful  Lam- 
TaUis  leave  of  thee;  and  for  this  little  time 
Of  thirty  years,  will  labour  all  he  can, 
Tho*  he  goes  young  forth^  to  come  home  a 
roan,  [Exeunt, 

SCENfe  IV. 

Enter  Euphanes  and  ManhaL 

Eiiph,  Are  your  prisoners  ready  ? 

Mar,  When  it  shall  please  the  Queen 
To  call  them  forth,  my  lord. 

Euph.  'Pray  you  do  me  the  favour 
To  tell  me  how  they  have  borne  themselves 

this  night 
Of  th^ir  imprisonment? 

Mar.  Gladly,  sir:  Your  brother, 
With  the  other  courtiers,  willingly  received 
All  courtesies  I  could  offer;  eat,  and  drank, 
And  were  exceeding  merry,  so  dissembling 
Their  guilt,  or  confident  in  their  innocence. 
That  I  much  wonder'd  at  it.  But  the  prince. 
That,  ks  born  highest,  siiould  have  grac'd  bis 

fall  ly^'^y 

With  greatest  courage,  is  so  sunk  with  sor^ 
That  to  a  common  judgment  he  would  seem 
To  suffer  like  a  womau ;  but  to  me,  - 
That  from  the  experience  I  have  had  of  many, 
Look  further  in  him,  I  do  find  the  deep 
Consideration  of  what's  past^  more  frights 
Than  any  otiier  punishment.  [him 

Euph.  That  is  indeed 
True  magnanimity ;  the  other  but 
A  despVate  bastard  valour. 

Mar.  I  prcss'd  to  him,  [mand, 

And,  ootwithsmnding  the  Queen's  strick  com- 
(Having  your  lordship's  promise  to  secure  me) 
Offered  to  free  him  from  bis  bonds,  which  he 
Refused,  with  such  a  sorrow,  mix'd  with  scorn, 
That  it  amaz*d  me ;  yet  I  urg'd  his  highness 
To  give  one  reason  for*t :  He  briefly  answer  d, 
That  he  had  sat  in  judgment  oft  himself, 
And  found  tliat  he  dcserv'd  them ;  that  he 


was 


A  ravisher,  and  so  to  suffer  like  one ; 
Which  is^the  reason  of  my  tears,  he  addeth^ 
Tor  wer't  not  I  again  should  break  the  laws 
By  scorning  all  their  rigour  can  inflict, 
I  should  die  smiliug. 


Euph.  I  forbear  to  wonder 
That  you  weremov*d  that  saw  this.  Tarn  struck 
With  the  relation  so.     Tis  very  well ; 
See  all  things  ready.     I  do  wish  I  could 
Send  comfort  to  the  pritice ;  (be  ready  witb 

him) 
Tis  in  the  Queen's  breast  only,  which  for  us 
To  search  into  were  sauciness,  to  determine 
What  she  thiuks  fit.  C'^''  brought  in. 

Enter  T^onidat,  mth  Merione  in  white  ;  Eu- 
phaites,  with  Belisa  in  black ;  Quecnt  Jge- 
nor,  Conon;  Murshalf  with  Theanor,  Crates, 
S(nicleSf  Eraton  ;  /nrc/j,  ladie$,  and  guard. 

Jjord.  Make  way  there  for  the  Queen  ! 

Queen.  Read  first  the  law,  and  what  our 
ancestors 
Hare  in  this  case  provided,  to  deter 
Suck-like  offenders.     To  you,  gentle  ladies. 
This  only :  'Would  I  could  as  well  give  com- 
fort, ,  « 
As  bid  you  he  secure  from  fr  ar  or  doubt 
Of  our  displeasure  !  he  as  confident 
As  if  your  plea  were  'gainst  a  common  min. 
To  have  nil  right  from  us ;  I  will  not  grieve 
For  what's  noi  worth  my  pity.  Head  the  law. 

Clerk  [readingX  Lycurgus  the  nineteenth 
against  rapcs^s :  It  is  provided,  and  publick- 
ly  enacted  and  confirmed,  Ttiat  any  man  of 
what  degree  soever,  offering  violence  to  the 
chastity  ofa  virgin,  shall,  ips(t  facto,  be  liable 
to  her  accusation,  and  according  to  the  said 
law  be  ceusur*d ;  ever  provided,  that  it  sliall 
.be  in  the  choice  of  the  said  virgin  so  abused, 
either  to  compel  the  offender  to  marry  her 
without  a  dowry,  if  so  she  will  be  s:itisfied, 
or  demanding  his  head  for  the  offence,  to 
have  that  accordingly  performed. 

Queen.  You  hear  this:   What  do  you  de- 

Mer.  The  benefit  [mand? 

The  law  allows  me. 

Bel.  For  the  injury 
Done  to  mine  honour,  I  require  his  head. 

Mer,  I   likewise  have  an  eye  upon  mint 
honour; 
But  knowing  that  his  death  cannot  restore  it, 
I  ask  him  for  my  husband. 

Bel.  I  was  ravish'd, 
And  will  have  justice. 

Mer.  I  was  ravish'd  too; 
I  kneel  for  mercy. 

Bel.  I  demand  but  \fhat 
The  law  allows  me. 

Mer.  That  which  I  desire 
Is  by  the  same  law  warranted. 

Bel.  The  rape 
On  me  hath  made  a  forfeit  of  his  life. 
Which  in  revenge  of  my  disgrace  I  plead  for. 

Mer,  The  rape  on  me  gives  me  the  privi- 
lege 
To  be  his  wife,  and  that  is  all  I  sue  for. 


^  Lycurgus  the  nineteenth.]  What  business  had  Lycurgus'  laws  at  Corinth?  This  is  an  odd 
-proceeding,  to  commit  a  rape  in  oue  country,  and  be  try'd  and  condemn'd  for  it  by  the  laws 
of  another.        Sympton. 
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Ag€.  A  doubtful  case.  | 

lie.  Such  pretty  lawyers,  yet  I 

I  never  saw  nor  read  of. 

Euph.  May  the  Queen 

favour  your  sweet  plea,  madam ! 

Bel.  Is  thatjusticeP 
Shall  one  that  is  to  suffer  for  a  rape 
Be  by  a  rape  defended  ?  Look  upon 
The  publicK  enemy  of  chastity, 
This  lustful  satyr,  whose  enrag'd  desires 
The  ruin  of  one  wretched  virgin's  honour 
Would  not  suffice ;  and  shall  the  wreck  of  two 
Be,  his  protection?  May- be  I  was  ravished 
For  his  lust  only,  thou  for  his  defence ; 
Oh,  fine  evasion  !  shall  with  such  a  slight 
Your  justice  be  deluded  ?  your  laws  cheated? 
And  he  that  for  one  fact  deserv'd  to  die, 
For  sinning  often,  find  impunity  ?         [wert 
But  that  I  know  thee,  I  would  swear  thou 
A  false  impostor,  and  suborn*d  to  this: 
And  it  may  ite  thou  art,  Merione ; 
For  hadst  thou  suffer*d  truly  what  I  have  done, 
Thou  wouldst  like  me  couiplaiu,  and  call  fur 

vengeance. 
And,  our  wrongs  being  equal,  I  alone 
3houId  not  desire  revenge :  But  be  it  so ! 
If  thou  prevail,  even  he  will  punish  it. 
And  foolish  mercy  shew*d  to  him  undo  thee. 
Consider,  fool,  before  it  be  too  late,    [band, 
What  joys  thou  canst  expect  from  such  a  iius« 
To  whom  thy  first,  aud  what's  more,  forc'd 
embraces,  [tasteful. 

Which  men  say  heigiiten  plea'^ure,  were  dis- 
Mer.  Twas  in  respect  that  then  they  were 
unlawful,  [them. 

Unblessed  by  (iymcn,  and  left  stings  behind 
VVhich  from  the  marriage-bed  are  ever  ba- 
nished, [throne. 
Let  this  court  be  then  the  image  of  Jove's 
Upon  which  grace  and  mercy  still  attend. 
To  intercede  between  him  and  his  justice; 
And  since  the  law  allows  as  much  to  me 
As  she  can  challenge,  let  the  milder  sentence, 
Which  best  becomes  a  mother,  and  a  Queen, 
Now  overcome,  nor  let  your  wibdom  suffer; 
In  doing  rii;ht  to  her,  I  in  my  wrong 
Endure  a  second  rnvishmeat. 

Be/.  You  can  free  him 
Only  from  that  which  does  concern  yourself, 
Not  from  the  punishment  that's  due  to  me; 
Your  injuries  you  may  forgive,  not  mine  ; 
I  plead  mine  own  just  wreak,  which  will  right 
both,  ftice: 

Where  that  which  you  desire  robs  me  of  jus- 
n*is  that  which  I  appeal  to. 

Jiler.  Bloody  woman,  [live  then ; 

Dost  thou  desire  his  punishment  ?  Let  him 
For  any  man  to  marry  where  he  likes  tfji 
Is  still  a  lingVin^  torment. 

Bel.  For  one  rape  [tne. 

One  death's  sufficient ;  that  way  cannot  catch 
Mer.  To  you  I  fly  then,  to  your  mercy, 
madam ! 
Exempting  not  your  justice,  be  but  equal ; 
And  since  in  nu  regard  I  coiae  behind  ber, 

3  G 


Let  me  not  so  be  undervalued  .4b        rootio* 
Your  highness*  favour,  that  the  wortid  takf 
You  so  preferrM  her,  that  in  her  behalf 
You  kill  d  that  son  you  would  not  yave  for  me^ 
Mercy,  oh,  mercy,  madam! 

Be/.  Great  Queen,  justice! 

Jge.  With  what  a  masculine  constancy  tbf 
grave  lady 
Hath  heard  them  both ! 

Leo.  Yet  how  unmov'd  she  sits 
In  that  which  most  concerns  ber! 

Con.  Now  she  rises;  [mentt, 

Aud,  haviiig  well  weigh*d  both  their  mrgu^ 
Resolves  to  speak. 

ilttph.  And  yet  again  she  pauses: 
Ok,  Conoo,  such  a  resolution  once 
A  Roman  told  me  he  had  seen  in  Cato 
Before  he  kill'd  himself. 

Queen.  'Tis  now  determined. 
Meriooe,  I  could  wish  I  ^ere  no  Queen, 
To  ^ive  you  satisfaction ;  no  mother, 
Beliza,  to  content  you ;  and  would  part 
£ven  with  my  being,  both  might  have  their 

wishes ; 
But  since  that  is  impossible,  in  few  words 
I  will  deliver  what  1  am  resolv'd  on : 
The  end  for  which  all  profitable  laws 
Were  made  looks  two  ways  only,  tlie  reward 
Of  innocent  good  men,  and  the  punishment 
Of  bad  delinquents:  Ours,  concerning  rapes. 
Provided  that  same  latter  clause  of  marriage 
For  him  that  had  faU'u  once,  not  theu  fore* 
seeing  [twice 

Mankind  could  prove  so  monstrous,  to  tread 
A  path  so  horrid.     The  great  law-giver 
Draco,  that  for  his  strange  severity 
Was  said  to  write  his  stern  decrees  in  blood. 
Made  none  for  parricides,  presuming  that 
No  man  could  Ije  so  wicked :  Such  might  be 
Lycur^us'  answer  (did  he  live)  for  this. 
But  since  I  find  that  in  my  son  which  was  not 
Doubted  in  any  else,  I  will  add  to  it: 
He  cannot  marry  both,  hut  for  both  dying. 
Both  have  their  full  revenge.— You  see, Beliza, 
You  have  your  wish.     With  you,  Merione, 
rU  spend  a  tear  or  two.    So,  Heaven  forgive 
thee!  (judgment. 

The.  Upon  my  knees  I  do  approve  your 
And  begti)at  you  would  put  it  into  act 
With  all  speed  possible;  only  that  I  may. 
Having  already  made  peace  with  myself, 
Part  so  with  all  the  world.  Princely  .4genor, 
I  ask  your  pardon.  Yours,  my  lord  Euphanef  • 
And,  Crates,  with  the  rest  too,  I  forgive  you ; 
Do  you  the  like  for  me.    Yours,  gracious 

mother, 
I  dare  not  ask ;  and  yet  if  that  my  death 
Be  like  a  son  of  yours,  tlio'  my  life  was  not. 
Perhaps  you  may  vouchsafe  it.    Lastly,  that 
Both  these  whom  I  liave  wrong*d  may  wish 

my  ashes 
No  heavy  burden,  ere  I  suffer  death. 
For  the  restoring  of  Merionc*s  honour, 
Let  me  be  marrivd  to  her ;  and  then  die 
Foryouy  fi^Uza. 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


[Act  5.  Scene  4. 


Queen.  Thou  hast  made  in  this 
Psirt  of  amend 8  to  me,  and  to  the  world  : 
Thy  suit  is  granted.     Call  a  Flamcn  forth 
To  do  this  holy  work  ;  with  him  a  headsman. 

Enter  Flamen  and  Executioner, 

Raist;  up  thy  weeping  eyes,  Merione ; 
With  this  hand  I  confirm  tliy  marriage, 
Wishing  that  novy  the  gods  would  :>hew  some 

miracle. 
That  this  might  not  divorce  it. 

Cr«.  To  that  purpose 
I  am  their  minister,     brand  not  amar  d ; 
To  all  your  comforts,  I  will  do  tins  wonder. 
Your  maje'^ty  (with  your  pardon  I  must  speak 

it) 

Allowed  once  heretofore  of  such  a  contract, 
Which  vou  repenting  afterwards,  revok'd  it, 
Being  tully  bent  to  match  her  with  Agenor; 
The  grieved  prince  knowing  tins,  and  yet  not 

daring 
To  cross  what  you  defermin'd,  by  an  oath 
Bound  me  and  these  his  followeib  to  do  some- 
thing [it. 
That  he  might  once  enjoy  her ;  we,  sworn  to 
And  easily  persuaded,  being  assur'd 
She  was  hib  wife  before  the  face  of  Heaven, 
Altlio*  some  ceremonious  forms  were  wanting, 
Committed  the  first  rape,  and  brought  her  to 
him,                                                [ceiv'd 
Which  broke  the  marriage ;  but  when  we  ptr- 
Ile  purposed  to  abuse  our  ready  service 
III  the  sarnc  kind,  upon  th«*  chaste  Bciiza^ 
Holding  our^ielycs  le^s  tied  to  liim  than  good- 
ness, 
I  marfe  discovery  of  it  to  my  brother. 
Who  can  relate  the  rest. 

Euph.  It  is  most  true. 

Quven,  I  would  it  were  ! 

Euph,  In  evVy  circumstance 


It  is,  upon  my  soul :  For  this  known  to  me, 
I  won  Merione,  in  my  lady's  habit 
To  be  again  (but  willingly)  surprii'd; 
But  with  Agenpr,  and  Her  noble  brother, 
With  my  approved  friend  Conon,  with  such 

speed 
She  was  pursued,  that,  the  lewd  act  scarc^ 

ended, 
The  prince  (assurVl  he  had  enjoy'd  Beliza, 
For  ail  the  time  Mcrione's  face  was  covcr'd) 
Was  apprehended  and  brought  to  your  pre^ 
'       scnce. 

But  not  'till  now  discorer'd,  in  respect 
1  hop*d  the  imminent  danger  of  the  prince, 
To  which  his  loo.se   uiuiuencli'd  heats  bad 

brought  him, 
Being  pursued  unto,  the  latest  trial, 
Would  work  in  him  compunction,  which  it 
has  done;  [tions. 

And  these  two  ladies,  in  their  feign'd  coutcn- 
To  your  delight  I  hope  have  serv*d  as  mas^ 
To  their  own  nuptials.  [querf 

Queen.  My  choice  was  worthy 
VVhen  first  1  look*d  on  thee:  As  thou  bast 

ordcr'd, 
All  shall  be  done;  and  not  the  meanest  thaj  . 
Play'd  ni  this  unexpected  comedy. 
But  shall  partake  our  bounty.  And,  my  lord^ 
That  with  the  rest  you  may  seem  satistic?d. 
If  you  dare  venture  on  a  Queen,  not  yet 
So  far  in  debt  to  years  hut  that  she  may 
Bring  you  a  lusty  boy,  I  ofler  up 
Myself  and  kingdom,  during  my  life,  to  you. 

./I^T.  It  is  a  blessing  which  I  durst  not  hope 
But  with  all  joy  receive.  [***^ 

jill.  We  all  applaud  it. 

Quven,  Tiien  o\\  unto  the  temple,  where 
the  rites 
Of  marriage  ended,  we'll  find  new  delights. 

[Jb'jewn*. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


Tliis  Tragedy  was  firsf  printed  in  the  folio  ccjition  of  16^^17.  In  the  year  1606,  a  friend  of 
George  Powell  the  player,  but  whose  name  is  now  unknown,  made  many  alterations  in 
it,  and  particularly  in  the  first  two  acts.  It  was  then  acted  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  and 
printed  in  quarto  in  the  same  year.  Since  that  time,  two  other  plays  on  the  same  subject 
have  been  brought  on  the  stage;  one  by  Charles  Hopkins,  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Liiv 
coin's  Inn,  in  the  succeeding  year  1697;  and  the  other  by  Richard  Glover,  Esq.  atDrury* 
]Lane  Theatre,  io  the  year  1753,  under  the  title  of  Boadicea. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Caratach,  General  of  the  Britons,  Cousin 
to  Bonduca. 

Nenmius,  a  great  Soldier,  a  British  Conk- 
mander. 

Hen  GO,  a  brave  Boy,  Nephew  to  Caratach. 

Suetonius,  General  to  i/ie  Roman  Army  in 
Britain.      , 

Penius,  a  brave  Raman  Commander,  but  stub- 
born to  the  General. 

Junius,  a  Roman  Captain,  inUroemth  Btm- 
ducats  Daughter. 

PETILLIUS,  another  Roman  Captain. 

'   SCENE, 


Decius    -      \  ^^^^  Commanders. 
Regulus,  ) 

D  RUSIUS,  f   I,  />  >r 

(Junius,    ) 

Judas,    a    Corporal,    a    cowardly  hungry 

Knave, 
Herald. — Druids. — Soldiers. 

Bonduca,  Queen  t f  the  Iceniy  ahrave  Viraga, 
Her  two  Daughters,  by  Prasutagus^. 

Britain, 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Daughters,  Hengo,  Nennivs, 

and  Stddiers, 

Bonduca.  nTIIK  hardy  Romans?  Oh,yef^ods 
"■       of  Briiaiii,  [diers  I 

The  rust  of  arms,  the  blushinsj  shame  of  sol- 
i\re  these  tlie  men  that  conquer  by  inheri- 
tance ? 
The  fortune-makers  ?  tliese  the  Julians, 

Enter  Caratach, 

That  with  the  sun  mensurc  the  end  of  nature, 
Makini;  the  world  but  one  Ruuie,  and  one 

Caesar  ? 
Shame,  how  they  flee!  Caesar's  soft  soul  dwells 

in  'em. 
Their    mothers  got  'em  sleeping.  Pleasure 

nurs'd  *cni ;  [lurements. 

Their  bodies  sweat  with  sweet  oils,  love's  al- 


Not  lusty  arms.    Dare  they  send  these  to 
seek  us,  [wanton? 

These   Roman  girls?   is  Britain   gn>wn   so 
Twice  we  have  beat  'em,  Nennius,  scatter'd 
'em ;  [pikes 

And  tliro'  their  big-bon'd  Germans,  on  whose 
The  honour  of  their  actions  sits  in  triumph. 
Made  themes  for  songs  to  siiame  'em :  And 

a  woman, 
A  woman  beat  'em,  Nennius;  a  weak  wo- 
A  woman,  beat  these  Romans !  [man. 

Car    So  it  seems ; 
A  man  would  shame  to  talk  so. 

Bond.  Who's  tliat? 

Car.  J. 

Bo7id.  Cousin,  d'you  grieve  my  fortunes? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca; 
If  I  grieve,  'tis  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes : 
You  put  too  much  wind  to  your  sail ;  discre- 
tion 


■  Bonduca,  Queen  of  the  Iccni,  a  brave  virago,  by  Prosutajus. 
Her  two  daughters.]  Thus  runs  the  folio  oV  ir>79,  from  which  the  editor  of  the  octavo 
incoiisiderntely  copied.     The  reader  will  see  by  the  course  of  the  play,  that  the  alteration 
pade  here  is  undoubtedly  what  the  djpaw^r-up  of  the  Dtanuntis  Ffrtmue  intended,  Sympson, 
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fAct  1.  Scene  1* 


And  hardy  valour  arc  the  twins  of  honour, 
Ancj,  nurs'd  together,  make  a  conqueror; 
,  I)ivided,  but  a  talker.  Tisa  truth,  [routed  ; 
That  Rome  has  Jlcd  before  us  twice,  and 
A  truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for,  lady, 
And  not  our  tongues ;  a  truth  is  nouc  of  ours. 
Nor  in  ourends,more  than  the  nohic  hearing ; 
For  tlien  it  leaves  to  be  a  virtue,  lady, 
And  we  that  have  been  victors,beat  ourselves, 
Whcu  we  insult  upon  our  honour's  subject. 
Bond,  My  valiant  cousin,  is  it  foul  to  say 
What  liberty  and  honour  bid  us  do. 
And  what  tfie  gods  allow  us  ? 

Car,  No,  Bonduca; 
So  what  we  say  exceed  not  what  we  do. 
You  call  the  Romans  *  fearful,  fleeing  Ro- 
mans, [sures:* 
'And  Roman  girls,  the  lees  of  tainted  pica- 
Does  this  become  a  doer  ?  are  they  such  f 
Bond,  They  are  no  more. 
Car,  Where  is  your  conquest  then  ? 
Why  are  your  altarscrownM  with  %<^reaths  of 

flowers  ? 
Tliebcasts-Avith  gilt  horns  waiting  for  the  fire? 
The  holy  Druidcs  composing  songs 
Of  everlasting  life  to  vict»ry  ?  [game  ? 

Why  are  tliese  triumphs,  lady?   for  a  May- 
For  hunting  a  poor  herd  of  wretched  Romans? 
Isitno  more?  Shut  up  your  temples,  Britons, 
And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  his  beifens. 
Put  out  our  holy  fires,  no  timbrel  rin?, 
Let's  home  and  sleep ;  for  such  great  overt- 
throws, 
A  candle  burns  too  bright  a  sacrifice, 
A  glow-worm's  tail  too  full  of  flame.     Oh, 

Nennius, 
Thou  hadi>t  a  noble  uncle  knew  a  Roman, 
And  how  to  speak  him,  how  to  give  him  weight 
In  both  his  fortunes. 

Bond.  By  the  gods,  I  think 
You  dote  upon  these  Romans,  Caratach ! 
Car.  Witness   these  wounds,  I  do;  they 
were  fjiirly  giv*n : 
I  love  an  enemy  ;  I  was  born  a  soldier; 
And  he  that  in  the  head  oil's  tnmp  defies  me, 
Bending  my  numly  body  with  his  sword, 
I  make  a  mistress.    Yellow-tressed  Hymen 
Ne'er  tied  a  longing  virgin  wiih  more  joy, 
Than  I  am  marriifti  to  that  man  that  wounds 
me:  [battles 

And  are  not  all  these  Roman  ?     Ten  struck 
I  suck'd  these  honoured  scars  from,  and  all 

Roman ; 
Ten  y*  ars  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches, 
(When  many  a  frozen  storm  sung  tliro'  my 
cuiras5. 


And  made  it  doubtful  whether  that  or  I 
Were  the  more  stubbpm  Q)etal)bave  I  wrought 

thro',  [night 

And  all  to  try  these  Ronlans.    Ten  times  a* 
I've  swam  the  rivers,  when   the  start*  of 

Rome 
Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  billows 
Tumbled  their  watry  ruins  on  my  shoaiderS| 
Charging  my  batter'd  sides  with  troops  of 

agues ; 
And  still  to  try  these  Romans,  whom  I  foand 
(And,  if  I  lie,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  back- 
ward, 
And  be  you  witness, gods,  and  all  my  dangers) 
As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  I  brought, 
CVVhich  was  not  fear,  nor  flight)  as  valiant, 
As  vigilant,  as  wise,  to  do  and  suflfer, 
Ever  advanc'd  as  forward  as  the  Bntoos, 
Their  sleeps  as  short,  their  hopes  as  high  at 

ours. 
Ay,  and  as  subtle,  lad^.    T\s  dishonour. 
And,  follow 'd,  will  be  impudence,  Bonduc% 
And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  taint  theie Romans. 
Ha%e  not  I  seenxlje  Britops—— ^ 
Bond.  What? 

Car,  Disheart^d,  [swifier; 

Run,  run,   Bondutfa!  qoI  the  quick  rack* 
The  virgin  from  the  hated  ravisher 
Not  half  so  fearful ;  not  a  flight^  drawn  bom«, 
A  round  stone  from  a  sling,  a  lover's  wish, 
E'er  made  that  haste  that  they  have.  By  tli^ 

gods, 
I've  seen  these  Britons,  that  you  magnify. 
Run  as  they  would  have  out-run  time,  and 

roaring. 
Basely  for  mercy  roaring ;  the  light  shadows, 
That  in  a  thought  scur  o'er  the  fields  of  corn. 
Halted  on  crutches  to  'cm. 

Bond,  Oh,  ye  powers. 
What  scandals  do  I  sutfer  ! 

Car,  Yes,  Bonduca, 
I've  seen  thee  run  too  ;  and  thee,  Nennius; 
Yea,  run  apace,  both  ;  then  when  Peiiius 
(The  Roman  girl ! )  cut  thro'  your  armed  carts. 
And  drove 'em  headlong  on  ye,  down  the  hill; 
Then  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain  foxes. 
More  by  the  scent  than  sight ;  then  did  [  see 
These  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy, 
And  hoot  tlicir  fears  to  one  another  uigtitly. 
Ken.  And  what  did  you  then,  Caratach  ? 
Car.  1  fled  too. 
But  not  so  fast ;  your  jewel  had  been  lost  then, 
Young  flengo  there*  he  trasht  me,  Nennius  & : 
For  when  your  fears  out-rurt  him,  then  stepti, 
And  in  the  head  of  idl  the  Roman  fury 


•  When  the  stars  qf'Rome.']  Mr.  Theobald  in  his  margin  gives  us  shuflt  or  dartt^  as  think* 
ing  the  place  corrupted.  I  have  liot,  however,  ventured  to  disturb  the  text;  as  thinking  the 
passage  right  as  it  stands.        Si/mpson. 

We  think  Theobald's  conjecture  very  plausible. 
5  The  quick  rack.]  i.  e.  the  chuda, 

*  Not  a  flight]  here  means  arrow.  So  Shakespeare,  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  act  i. 
scene  1,  makes  Beatrice  say, 

*  Ho  (Benedick)  challeng'd  Cupid  at  t\\e  flight*        Sympson, 
s  Ht  trasht  me,  Nennius.]  Tli«  more  uaturgf  as  well  as  usual  word  in  this  plac«,  should 

hav« 
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Took  him,  andywith  my  tough  belt,  to  my  back 
I  buckled  him ;  beliind  liim,  mj  sure  shield ; 
And  then  I  follow'd.     If  I  say  I  fousht 
Five  times  in  bringing  off  this  bud  of  Britftin, 
I  lie  not,  Neiinius.    Neither  had  you  heard 
Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  child  more, 
But  that  the  son  of  Virtue,  PenioB,  [danger. 
Seeing  me  steer  thro'  all  these  storms  of 
My  helm  still  in  my  hand  (my  »word),  my 

prow  [bly. 

Turn  d  to  my  foe"  (my  face),  he  cried  out  no- 
Go,  Briton,  bear  thy  Iion*s  whelp  off  safely; 
Thy  manly  sword  has  ransom'd  thee ;  grow 

strong. 
And  let  itie  meet  thee  once  again  in  arms  ; 
Then  if  thou  staod*st,  tlpuVt  miue.     I  cook 

his  offer. 
And  here  I  am  to  honour  him« 

Bond.  Oh, cousin,  [me! 

From  what  a  flight  of  honour  hast  thou  check*d 
What  wouldst  thou  make  me,  Caratach  f 

Car,  See,  lady. 
The  noble  use  of  others  in  our  losses',  [this. 
Does  this  afflict  you  ?  I  Ltd  the  Romans  cried 
And,  as  we  have  dune  theirs,  sung  out  these 

fortunes, 
Raird  on  our  base  condition,  hooted  at  us; 
Made  marks  as  far  as  tb'  eai'th  was  ours,  to 

shew  us 
Not^iing  but  sea- could  stop  our  flights,  de- 

spis'd  us, 
And  held  it  equal  whether  banqueting 
Or  beating  uf  the  Britons  were  more  business, 
It  would  have  galPd  you. 

Bond.  Let  me  think  we  conquer*d. 

Car.  Do ;  but  so  think,  as  we  may  be  con- 

quer'd ; 
And  where  we  have  found  virtue,  tho'  in  those 
That  came  to  make  us  slaves,  let's  cherish  it. 
There^s  not  a   blow  we   gave  since  Julius 

landed,  [cords. 

That  was  of  strength  and  worth,  but,  like  re- 
They  file  to  after-ages.     Our  registers 


The  Romans  are,  for  noble  deeds  ofjionour; 
And  shall  we  brand  their  mentions  with  up» 
braidings'? 

Bond.  No  more ;  I  sec  myself.    Th'  hast 

made  me,  cousin,  [me. 

More  than  my  fortunes  durst,  for  they  nbus*d 

And  wound  me  up  so  high,  I  swelKd  with 

glory : 
Thy  temperance  has  cur'd  that  tympany. 
And  giy*n  me  health  again;  nay  more,  dis- 
cretion, [llomuns. 
Shall  we  have  peace?  for  now  I  love  thes« 
Car.  Thy  love  and  hate  are  both  unwise 

ones,  lady. 
Btmd.  Your  reason  ? 
Nen.  Is  not  peace  the  end  of  arras  ? 
Car.  Not  where  the  cause  implies  a  gene- 
ral conquest  : 
Had  we  a  diff 'rence  with  some  petty  isle, 
Or  with  our  neighbours,  lady,  for  our  laiid-^ 

marks, 
The  taking  in  of  some  rebellious  lord. 
Or  making  head  against  commotions, 
After  a  day  of  blood,  peace  might  be  argued ; 
But  where  we  grapple  for  thctrround  we  live 
The  liberty  we  hold  as  dear  as  life,         [on. 
The  gods  we  worship,  and  next  those,  our 
honours,  [battle: 

And  with  those  Jiwords  that  know  no  end  of 
Those  men,   beside   themselves,    allow  no 

neighbour; 
Those  minds  that  where  the  day  is,  claim  in- 
heritance. 
And  where  the  sun  makes  ripe  the  fruits, 

their  harvest. 
And  where  they  march,  but  measure  outmore 

ground 
To  add  t(»  Home,  and  here  i'th*  bowels  on  us; 
It  must  not  be.  No,  as  they  are  our  foes, 
And  tl)o«5e  that  must  be  so  until  we  tire  'em; 
Let's  use  the  peace  of  honour,  that's  fair  deal- 
ing, [man 
But  in  our  ends  our  swords*.  That  hardy  Ho- 


have  been  traced,  i.  e.  *  followed  ;'  and  probably  the  line  ran  so  in  the  Authors*  MSS.  for, 
if  I  remember  right,  trash  absolutely  taken  is  not  to  be  met  with  in  the  sense  here  re- 
quired.       Si/mpson. 

*  To  trash  a  hound '  is  a  term  of  hunting  still  used  in  the  north,  and  perhaps  not  uncom- 
mon in  other  parts,  of  England  :  It  is,  to  correct,  to  rate, — Caratach  says,  *  It  is  very  true, 
'  Nennius,  tliat  I  fled  from  the  liomans.     But  recollect,  I  did  not  run  so  fast  as  you  pre- 

*  tend  :  I  soon  stood  still,  to  defend  your  favourite  youth  FIen!];o:  He  stopped  my  flight,  and 
^  I  saved  his  life.'  In  this  passai^e,  where  trash  properly  signifies  check,  the  commentators 
substitute  trace',  a  correction  which  entirely  destroys  the  force  of  the  context,  and  the  spirit 
of  the  reply.         Warton, 

• iff^  lody^ 

The  noble  use  of  others  in  our  losses.^  L  e:  Observe  the  noble  Miaviour  of  the  Romans 
when  they  conquer. 

7  And  shall  we  bum  their  mentions.]  The  variation  in  the  text,  proposed  by  Sympson. 

*  Ends  our  szvords.]  The  sense  seems  to  labour  here  :  what  I  have  offtM-'d  \hands  for  ends'] 
is  clear  and  absolute.  *  Let  us  use  the  peace  of  honour,  but  not  tamely  and  submissively 
'  desire  it:  No,  let  us  seek  it  with  our  swords  in  our  hands,  as  tliouirh  we  could  c^rve  it  out 

*  for  ourselves,  if  the  conditions  offered  are  not  honourable/        Sj/mpson. 

Ends  here  means  purposes :  *  We  may  deal  honourably,  but  our  end  must  be  war.*  This 
is  the  sum  of  the  whole  speech;  and  the  propriety  of  this  interpretation  isconfirmedby  Bon- 
duca  afterwards  sayings  <  The  Romans  shall  have  worthy  wars/ 
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That  hopes  to  gmft  himself  into  my  stock. 
Must  first  begin  his  kiniired  under-ground. 
And  be  allied  in  ashes. 

liond.  Caracach, 
As  thou  tiast  nobly  spoken,  shall  lie  done  ; 
And  llengo  to  thy  charge  I  here  del  iter: 
The  Romans  shall  ha%'c  worthy  wars. 

Car.  They  shall :  [stiflPer, 

And,  little  sir,  when  your  youn|r  bones  grow 
And  when  I  see  you  able  in  a  inominv 
To  beat  a  dozen  boys,  and  then  to  breakfast, 
I'll  tie  you  to  a  sword. 

H<ngo.  And  what  then,  uncle? 

Car.  I'hen  you  must  kill,  sir,  the  next 
valiant  lloman 
That  calls  you  knave. 

Hengo.  And  must  I  kill  hut  one? 

Car.  An  hundred,  boy,  I  hope, 

Hengo.  I  hope  hve  hundred. 

Car.  That  is  a  noble  boy  !  Come,  worthy 
lady, 
Let's  to  our  several  charges,  and  henceforth 
Allow  an  enemy  both  weight  and  worth. 

SCENE  rr. 

Enter  Juniui  and  Ptttliiut, 

Pet*  What  aifst  thou,  man?  dost  thou 

Jtt  n .  N  o.  [  wan t  meut  ? 

Pet.  Climlhs? 

Ju H,  N cither.  For  IIeav*n*3  love, leave  me ! 

Pet.  Driuk? 

Jun,  You  tire  me. 

Pet.  Come,  it  is  drink;  I  know  *tis  drink. 

Jun.  Tis  no  drink. 

Pet.  1  say,  *tis  drink  ;  for  what  aiHictiou 
Can  light  so  heavy  on  a  soldier. 
To  dry  him  up  as  thou  art,  but  no  driuk  ? 
'J'hou  shnlt  have  drink. 

Jun.  Trithee,  Petillius 

Pet.  And,  by  mine  honour,  much  drink, 
valiant  drink : 
Never  tdl  nie,  thou  shalt  have  drink.   I  see. 
Like  a  true  friend,  into  thy  want:>;  'tis  drink; 
And  when  1  leave  thie  to  a  desolatiou, 
Especially  of  that  dry  nature,  liani;  me. 

JuH.  Why  do  you  do  this  to  me? 

Pet.  VciV  I  see, 
Altho'  your  modesty  would  fain  conceal  it. 
Which  sits  as  sweetly  on  a  soldier 
As  an  old  sidc-siuldle 

Jun.  What  do  you  aee?  [drink. 

Pet.  I  free  as  fair  as  day  »,  that  thou  want'st 
Did  [  not  fmd  thee  gaping  like  an  oyster 
For  a  new  tide  ?  Thy  very  thoughts  lie  bare. 
Like  a  low  ebb  ;  thy  ^oul,  th:tt  rid  in  sack, 
Lits  uioor*d  for  want  of  liquor.     Do  but  see 
Into  thyself;  fi>r,  by  the  gods,  I  do; 
For  all  thy  body's  chap*d  and  crack*d  like 
timber, 


For  want  of  moisture :  What  it*t  thoa  want'st 

there,  Junius, 
An  if  it  be  not  drink  ? 

Jun.  You  have  too  much  on*t. 

Pet.  It  may  be  a  whore  too;  say  it  be; 
come,  meecher  *% 
Thou  shalt  have  both ;  a  pretty  valiant  fellow^ 
Die  for  a  little  lap  and  lechery  ? 
No,  it  shall  ne*er  be  said  in  our  country. 
Thou  died  St  o*  th*  chin-cough.    Hear,  thoa 

noble  Roman, 
The  son  of  her  that  lov«:s  a  soldier. 
Hear  what  I  promis*d  for  thee !  •  thus  I  said  : 
Lady,  I  take  thy  son  to  my  companion; 
Lady,  I  love  thy  son,  thy 'son  loves  war. 
The  war  loves  danger,  dajiger  drink,  drink 

discipline. 
Which  is  society  and  lechery ; 
These  two bet^et commanders:  Fearnot,  ladyj 
Thy  son  shall  lead. 

Jun.  *Tis  a  strange  thing,  Petillius, 
That  so  ridiculous  and  loose  a  mirth 
Can  master  your  affections. 

Pet.  Any  mirth. 
And  any  way,  of  any  subject,  Junios, 
Is  better  than  unmanly  mustiness.    [wench  ? 
What  harm*s  in  drink  ?  in  a  good  wboksome 
I  do  bi  seech  you,  sir,  whi|t  error?  Yet 
It  cannot  out  of  my  head  handsomely. 
But  thou  wouldst  fain  be  dmnk ;  come,  n» 

more  fooling; 
The  u:cneral  has  new  wine,  new  come  over. 

Jun.  lie  must  have  new  acquaintance  for 
For  I  will  none,  I  thank  ye.  [it  too. 

Pet.  *  None,  I  thank  you?* 
A  short  and  touchy  answer !  '  None,  I  thank 
You  do  not  scorn  it,  do  you  }  [}'oo  ?  ' 

Jun.  Gods  defend,  sir ! 
I  owe  him  still  more  honour. 

Pet.  *  None,  I  thank  you? '  [you  ? ' 

No  company,  no  drink,  no  wench,  *■  I  liiank 
You  shall  be  worse  entreated,  sir. 

Jun.  Petillius, 
As  thou  art  honest,  leave  me  ! 

Pet.  *  None,  I  thank  you  ? ' 
A  modest  and  a  decent  resolution,       [uin9, 
And  well  put  on.    Yes;  I  will  leave  you,  Ju- 
And  leave  you  to  the  boys,  that  very  sliortty 
Shall  all  salute  you  by  your  new  simame 
Of  Junius   <  None  T  thank  you.'     I  would 

starve  now, 
Ilang,  drown,  despair,  deserve  the  forks  *', 

lie  open 
To  all  the  dangerous  passes  of  a  wench, 
Bound  to  believe  her  tears,aod  wed  her  aches, 
Ere  I  would  own  thy  follies.  I  have  found  you. 
Your  lays,  and  out-leaps,  Junius,  haunts,  and 
loiiges ;  [skill 

I've  view'd  you,  and  I've  found  yon  by  my 
To  be  a  fool  o'  th*  first  head,  Junius, 
And  I  will  hunt  you :  You're  iu  love,  1  know  ttj 


•  .As  far  a%  dftu.'\  Amended  in  1750. 
*•  Meecher.']  iiee  uott*  »  on  The  Scornful  Lady. 
*'  Forki  ]  i,  e.  the  guUows.        Sympson. 
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Yoii  are  an  ass,  and  all  tho  camp  shall  know  it; 
A  peevish  idle  boy,  your  dame  shall  know  it; 
A  wronger  of  my  care,  yourself  sliall  knovr  it. 

Enter  Judtts  and  Jour  Soldiers. 
Judas.  A  bean  ?  a  princely  diet,  a  full  ban- 
To  what  we  compass.  h^^^ 
1  Sitld.  Fight  like  hojzs  for  acorns? 
?  Sold.  V^enture  our  lives  for  pig-nuts? 
Fet.  What  ail  these  rascals? 

3  Sold.  If  this  hold,  weVe  starv'd. 
Judas.  For  my  part,  friends,  [world 

Which  is  but  twenty  l)eans  a-day,  (a  hard 
For  otiirers,  ajid  men  of  action  !) 
And  those  su  dipt  by  master  iVlouse,  and 
rotten —  [fruits 

(For  understand  *em  Freifch  beans,  where  the 
Are  ripen'd  like  the  people,  in  old  tubs) 
For  mine  own  part,  I  say,  Fm  starv'd  already, 
Not  worth  another  bean,  consum'd  to  nothini;, 
Nothmg  but  flesh  •'  and  bones  left,  miserable: 
Now  if  this  musty  provender  can  prick  me 
To  honourable  mattersofatchievement,  Gen- 
Why,  tlierc's  tl)e  pr>int.  [tlenien, 

4  Sitld.  J'll  fiuht  no  more. 

Fet.   You'll  bans:  then  !  [cals, 

A  sovereign  help  for  hunger.  Ye  eating  ras- 
Wliose  gods  are  beef  and  brewis !  whose  brave 

angers 
Do  execution  upon  these,  and  chibbals  "  ! 
Ye  dogs'  heads  m  the.  purridge-pot !  ye  fight 

no  more  ? 
Does  Rome  depend  upon  your  resolution 
For  eatuiL;  mouldy  pie-<rust? 

3  Sold.  'Would  we  had  it ! 

Judas.  1  may  do  service,  captain. 

Pet.  In  a  rish-market.  [fighting 

You,  corporal  Curry-comb,  what  will  your 
Protit  the  commonwealth  ?  d'  you  liope  to  tri- 
umph ?  [ier. 
Or  dare  your  vamping  valour,  goodman  Cob- 
Clap  a  new  sole  to  tli'  kingdom  ?  'Sdeath,  ye 
Y^ou  rigjit,  (ir  not  tight?                [dog-whelps, 

Judus.  Captain  ! 

Pet,  Out,  yeHesh-fliesI 
Nothing  but  noise  and  Hastiness! 

Judas.  Give  us  meat, 
Wliereby  we  may  do. 


Pet.  Whereby  h^ncs  yoqr  valour? 

Judas.  Good  bits  afR)rd  good  blows. 

Pet^  A  good  position:  [mouth, 

(low  long  is't  since  thou  eat'st  li\st  ?  Wipe  thy 
And  then  tell  truth. 

Judas.  I  have  not  eat  to  th'  purpose 

Pet.  *  To  tW  purpose?'  what's  that?  half 

a  cowy  and  garlick  ?  [not; 

Ye  rogues,   my  company  eat  turf,  and  talk 

Timber  they  can  digest,  and  fight  upon't; 

Old  mats,  and  mud  with  spoons,  rare  meats. 

Your  shoes,  slaves; 
Dare  ye  cry  out  for  huuger,  and  those  ext'\nt } 
'Suck  your  sword  hilts,  ye  slaves;  if  ye  be 

valiant, 
Honour  will  make  'em  marchpane.   '  To  the 
purpose  ? '  [tleman, 

A  gruivous  penance !  Dost  thou  see  tnat  gen- 
That  melancholy  monsieur? 

Jun.  'Pray  you,  Petillius ! 

Pet.  He  has  not  eat  these  three  weeks. 

*2  Sdd.  W  has  drunk  the  more  then. 

3  Sold.  And  that's  all  one. 

Pet.  Nor  drunk  uor  slept  these  two  months. 

Judas.  Captain,  wedo  beseech  you,  as  poor 

S(jldicrs,  [stomachs 

Men  that  iiave  seen  good  days,  whose  mortai 

May  sometime  feel  afflictions 

[To  Juniut^ 

Jun.  This,  Petillius, 
Is  not  so  nobly  done. 

Pet.  1'is  common  profit  ;^ 
Urge  him  to  th'  point,  he'll  find  von  out  a  food 
That  needs  no  teeth  nor  stoifiach!  a  strange 
furmity  [heads, 

Will  feed  you  up  as  fat  as  hens  i'th'  fore- 
And  make  ye  fight  like  Hchoks;  to  him. 

Judas.  Captain 

Jun.  Do  you  long  to  have  your  throats  cut  ? 

Pet.  See  what  mettle 
It  makes  in   him :  Two  meals  more  of  this 
And  there  lies  Caratach.  [melancholy, 

Judas.  SVe  do  beseech  you 

a  Sold.  IJunibly  beseech  your  valour 

Jun.  Am  1  only 
Become  your  sport,  Petillius? 

Judas.  But  tu  render 
In  way  of  general  good,  in  preservation 


*«  Flesh  and  Umes  If  ft.]  This  is  really  a  merry  description  of  a  man  hunger-starved ;  his 
was  reduced  to  flesh  and  Ixiues!  Why  what  would  he  be  at,?  Would  he  be  more  than  so? 
Modes  of  speech  are  strangely  altered,  if  we  should  not  read  and  the  Poets  have  wrote, 

*  Skin  and  bones.'  Sj/mpson» 

It  is  meant  to  be  a  werry  description,  as  the  rest  of  the  scene  proves. 

*3  Chibbals.]  A  sort  of  onions.     So  Ben  Jonson,  in  his  Gipsies  Metamorphosed. 

*  WMiere  the  cacklers^  hut  no  grunters, 

*  Shall  uncas'd  be  for  th«  hunters: 

*  rh«>se  we  still  must  keep  alive; 

*  I,  and  put  tiiem  out  t«>  thrive 

'  In  the  parks,  and  in  the  chases, 

*  And  the  finer  walled  places; 

*  As  Saint  ,Tajnies*s,  Greenwich,  Tihbals, 

*  Where  the  acorns  plump  as  chibbuls, 

'  Soon  bhall  change  both  kind  and  name, 

*  And  proclaim  'em  the  king's  game.'  Symps&fu 
VOU  II.                                                              3  11 
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JtiH.  Ootof  mTtbou|htSy  veslayes! 

4  Soid,  Or  rather  pity ' 

5  SakL  Your  waruke  remedy  against  the 
mawowonns. 

«fcdiis.  Of  notable  receipt  to  live  by  nothing. 
Pfl,  Out  with  yoar  table-books  1 
Jicji,  Is  this  true  friendship  ? 
And  must  my  killing  griefs  make  others  May- 

nmes? 
Stand  from  my  sword's  point,  slaves  f  your 

poor  8tarv*d  spirits 
Can  make  me  no  oblations;  else,  oh,  lyove, 
Thou  proudly-blind  d^truction,  1  wuuld  send 
tnee  [rows. 

Whole  hecatombs  of  hearts,  to  bleed  my  sor- 
Judas,  Alo^  be  lives  by  love,  sir. 

[Exit  Junius. 

Pet,  So  be  docs^,  sir ; 

And  cannot  you  dQ  so  too?  All  my  company 

Are  now  in  love;  ne*cr  think  of  meat,  nor  talk 

pf  what  provant  is :  AytneSy  and  hearty  hey^ 

hoes 
Are  sallads  fit  for  soldiers.    Live  by  meat? 
By  larding  up  your  bodies  ?  'ti^  lewd,  and  lazy, 
And  shews  ye  merely  mortal^  dull,  and  drives 
ye  [noses. 

To  fight,  like  came^,  with  baskets  at  your 
Get  ye  in  love !  Ye  can  whore  well  enough, 
That  all  the  world  knows ;  fast yc  into  famine, . 
Yet  ye*  can  crawl  like  crabs  \o  wenches ; 

handsomely 
Fall  but  in  love  now,  as  ye  sec  example, 
And  fbllow*t  but  with  all  your  thouglits,  pro- 
bat  um, 
There's  so  much  charge  sav'd,  and  your  hun- 
ger's ended.  [Drmn  afar  iff. 
Away !  I  hear  the  general.  Get  ye  in  love  all, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  love,  ,that  I  may  hear 
No  more  of  t;hese  rude  murmurings;  and 

discretely 
Carry  your  stomachs,  or  I  prophesy 
A  pickled  rope  will  choke  ye.    Jog,  and  talk 
not!  [I^eunL 

Enter  Suetonius,  DemetriiiSy  Decius,  drum 
and  colours. 
Suet,    Demetrius,  is  the  messenger  dis- 
patch'd 
To  Peniiisi'  to  command  him  to  bring  up 
The  Volans  regiment? 

Dem.  He's  uiere  by  this  time. 

Suet.  And  are  the  hor>e  well  yjew*d  we 

brought  from  Mona  *«  ? 
Dec.  The  troops  are  full  and  lusty. 
Suet,  Good  Petiliius,  [victuals, 

Look  to  tiiOse  eating  rogues^  that  bu\yl  for 


And  stop  their  throats  a  day  or  two :  Frori'* 
Waits  but  the  wind  to  reach  us.  [sion 

Fet.  Sir,  already 
I  have  been  tampering  with  their  stomachs, 

which  I  find 
As  deaf  as  adders  to  delays :  Your  clemency 
F^ath  made  their  murmurs,  mutinies;  nay, 

rebellions ;  [uproars ! 

Now,  an  they  want  but  mustard,  they're  in 
No  oil  but  Gaudy,  Lusitanian  figs. 
And  wine  from  I^sl>os,  now  can  satisfy  'em ; 
The  British  waters  are  ^rown  dull  and  muddy, 
The  fruitdisgustful;  Orontcs^^must  be  sought 

for. 
And  applfs  from  the  Happy  Isles ;  the  truth  is, 
They  are  more  curious  now  in  having  nothing,' 
Than  if  the  sea  and  land  turu'd   up  their 

treasures. 
This  lost  the  colonies,  and  gave  Bondoca 
(With  shame  W%  must  record  it)  time  and 

strength 
To  look  into  our  fortunes ;  great  discretion 
To  follow  offtr'd  victVy;  and  last,  full  pride 
To  brave  us.  to  our  teeth,  aud  scorn  our  ruins. 
Suet.  Nay,  chide  not,  good  Petillius!  J^ 

confess 
My  will  to  conquer  Mona,  and  long  stay 
To  execute  that  will,  let  in  these  losses: 
All  shall  be  right  again,  and  as  a  pine 
Ilent  from  Oeta  by  a  sweeping  tempest. 
Jointed  again,  and  made  a  mast,  defies 
Those  angry  winds  that  split  him;  so  will  I, 
Piec'd  to  my  pever-failing  strength  and  for- 
tune, 
:  Steer  thro'  thes^  swelling  dangers,  plow  their 

prides  up,  [pests. 

And  bear  like  thunder  thro*  their  loudest  tem- 
They  keep  the  field  still  ? 
X)f;/>.  Cpnfident  and  full. 
Fet.  In  such  a  number,  one  would  swear 

they  grew : 
The  hills  are  wooded  with  their  partizans  '*, 
And  all  the  valiijcs  overgrown  with  darts. 
As  moors  are  with  rank  rushes;  no  ground 

left  us  [tune 

To  charge  upon^  no  room  to  strike.  Say  for- 
And  our  endeavours  bring  us  into  *cm. 
They  are  so  infinity,  so  evef-sprijoging, 
We  shall  be  kiii'd  with  killing  ;  of  desperate 

women,  [devil 

That  neither  fear  nor  shame  e'er  found,  the 
Has  rank'd  amongst  'cm  multitudfe;*^  say  the 

men  fail. 
They'll  poison  us  with  ihcir  petticoQjts;  say 

they  fail,  [^f^ing' 

They've  priests  enough  to.  pray  us,  uito  no- 


M  Mona.]  I.  e.  the  Isle  of  Anglesea.  ^ 

'5  Oro7ites.]  Our  Poets  are  sadly  out  here  in  their  choice  of  pJeasant  waters  for  drinking, 
Mr.'Maundrell  says,  the  waters  of  this  river  arc  thick  and  turoid,  as  unfit  to  be  drunk,  asi 
its  fish  to  be  eaten.  Chuaspes  wvls  umloubtedly'what  they  would  have  said,  but  trusting  to 
memory  they  made  this  mistake.  Thfe  waters  of  this  river  were  famous  for  their  fineness, 
(&c.  and  as  yElian  tells  us  were  drunk  by  the  Persian  Inonarchs,  let  them  be  iu  what  part  of 
their  doraiiiions  tliey  would.         Si/wpson,        , 

**•  Fartizans.l  Pikes  or  halberts. 


^  1.  Scene  d.] 
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Suet.  These  are  imaginations,  dreams  of 
nothing ; 
The  man  tliat  doubts  or  fears — —  ^ 

Dec.  I'm  free  of  both. 
Dent.  The  self-same  I. 
Pet.  And  I  as  free  as  any; 
As  careless  of  my  iifsh,  of  that  we  call  life, 
iSo  I  may  lose  it  nobly,  as  indifferent 
As  if  it  w*;re  my  diet.  Yet,  noble  genora!^ 
It  was  a  wisdom  learu'd  from  you,l  Icarn'd  it. 
And  worthy  of  a  soldier's  care,  most  worthy, 
To  weio:h  with  most  deliberate  circumstance 
The  ends  of  accidents,  above  their  offers; 
How  to  go  on  and  i;et  ^' ;  to  save  a  lloman. 
Whose  one  life  is  more  worth  in  way  of  do- 
injr,  [viewino. 

Than  millions  of  these  painted  wasps;  how, 
To  find  advantage  Out ;  how,  found,  to  foUbw 

it 
XVith  counsel  and  discrietion^estmerc  fortune 
Siiould  claim  the  victory. 

Suet.  Tis  true,  Petiflius,  [tain, 

Arid  worthily  remember'd:   The  Hilfe  is  ccr- 
Their  uses  tto  less  excellent;  but  where  tirtie 
Cuts  off  occasions,  danger,  time  and  all 
Tend  to  a  present  pcfll  '**,  'tis  requir'd 
Our  swords  and  manhoods  be  best  counsel- 
lors, [thing. 
Our  expeditions,  precedents.    To  wih  is  no- 
Wiicre  Reason,  Time,  and  Counsel  are  our 
camp-masters :                            [querors, 
But  there  to  bear  the  field,  then  to  be  con- 
Where  pnle  Destruction  takes  us,  iakes  us 
beaten,  [fulls, 
tn  wants  and  mutinies,  ourselves  bnt  hand- 
And  to  ourselves  our  own  fears,  needs  a  new 

way, 
A  sudden  and  a  desperate  execution : 
ilcre,  how  to  save,  is  loss ;  to  be  wise,  dan- 
gerous ; 
Duly  a  present  well-united  strength,         [it: 
And  minds  made  up  for  all  attempts,  dispatch 
pisputiiH;  and  delay  here  cool  the  courage; 
Necessity  gives  time  for  doubts '9;  (things 

infinite. 
According  to  the  spirit  they  arfcpreach'd  to:) 
Howards  like  tliera*®,  and  namfes  for  after-  I 
ages, 


Must  steel  the  soldicf,  h&  own  abame  help 

to  arm  him : 
And  having  forc'd  his  spiritj  ere  he  cools. 
Fling  him  upoiihiseiiemies;  sadden  anciswifl^ 
Like  tigers  amongst  foxes,  we  niust  fight  for't: 
Fury  must  be  our  fortune;  shame  weVe  lost 
Spurs  ever  in  our  sides  to  prick  us  forward : 
There  is  no  other  wisdom  nor  discretion 
Duo  to  this  day  of  ruin,  but  destruction; 
Tlie  soldier's  order  firs^  and  theii  his  angch 

Dem,  No  doiibt  they  daire  redeem  all. 

Siiet.  Then  no  doubt  [womah 

Thb  day  must  needs  be  oUrs.  That  the  prouci 
Is  infinite  in  numbei*  better  likes  me,    farmy^ 
Than  if  we  dealt  with  squadrons;  half  heir 
Shall  choak  tliemselves^  their  owH  swords  dig 

their  graves. 
rU  tell  ye  all  my  fears;  One  single  valour^ 
The  virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach, 
More  do^ubts  me  thdn  all  Britain :  He*s  a 
soldier  [tunes, 

So  ff.ug'd  out,  and  so  temper*d  for  great  for- 
So  muirh  man  thi'ust  into  him,  sO  old  in  dan- 
gers, [name 
So  fortunate  in  all  attcnipts,  that  his  mere 
Fights  in  a  thousand  men,  himself  in  millions^ 
To  make  him  Roman  t  But  no  mt>re.  PetilliuSy 
IIow  stands  your  charge  ? 

Pet.  Ready  for  all  employthkots) 
To  be  comnianded  too,  sir. 

ISutt.  Tis  well  governed ;  fhoiis: 

TomoiTow  we'll  draw  out,  atid  view  the  co^ 
I'  th'  mptm  time,  all  apply  their  offices. 
Where's  Junius? 

Ptt.  In*s  cabin,  sick  o*  th'  mutfips,  sir. 

Suet:  Hovir?       ,  ^ 

Pet.  In  love,  indeed  iii  love,  most  lamen- 
To  the  tunc  of  Queen  Dido.       [tably  loviiigj 

X)«r.  Alas,  poor  gentleman! 

Suet:  Twill  make  hith  fight  this  nobler* 
With  vifhat  lady  ? 
ni  be  fi  spokesmatl  for  him. 

Pet.  You*'ll  scant  speed,  sii*; 

Suet.  Who  is't  ?  f ter^ 

Pet.  The  devil's  dam,  Bpnduba^s  Daugh- 
Her  youngest,  crack'd  i'  th'  ring. 

Suet, '  I'm  sorry  fdr  him : 
But  sure  his  own  discretion  vvill  reclaim  hiin; 


»'  Go  on  and  get.]  *  To  go  oh  and  get*  is  a  little  savouring  of  tautology ;  for  if  a  roan  goei 
071,  in  the  sense  of  tfiis  passa,ii;c,  he  cannot  chuse  but  get.    ^  But  to  gd  on,  and  yet  not  lose 
'  a  H(»mao,'  is  an  exprcbsion  which  the  words  immediately  following  would  induce  us  to  be- 
lieve the  Poets  wrote  here.     I  have  not  however  disturbed  the  text,  and  only  humbly  offer 
this  innovation  to  the  judgment  of  the  reader.         Sympmri. 

*  To  go  on  and  get'  is,  we  think,  right,  and  means  simply  '  to  proceed  with  advdhtage;* 

•' danger,  t hue  and  all 

Tend  to  a  prcient  peril.]  /.  e.  Danger  tends  to  a  present  danger.  Our  Poets  inight  httvc 
been  i;uilty  of  such  inaccuracy,  and  they  might  not.  E,zU  is  very  near  in  letters  to  peril^ 
taking  away  the  p,  and  might  probably  have  been  the  word.        Seward. 

»9  i^cctssity  gives  time  for  doubts,  j  Thfe  whole  context  seems  to  require  *  gives  no  time  for 
doubts: ' 

*  Disputing  and  delay  here  cOol  the  courage.* 
See  the  whole  speech. 

^<»  lierrards  like  them.]  Thissecms  to  be  corrupt;  or,  Hvbicb  is  more  probable,  there  lieeml 
to  be  a  line  ios»t  here. 

3  H  f 
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[Act  8.  Scene  1 


He  must  deserve  our  anger  else.  Good  caj>- 

taiiis, 
Apply  yourselves  in  all  tlie  pleasing  forms 
Ye  can,  unto  the  soldiers ;   fire  their  spirits. 
And  set  'em  fit  to  run  this  action ; 
Mine  own  provi^ious  shall  be  shar*d  amongst 

'em. 


Till  more  come  in;  tell  'em,   if  now  they 

conquer. 
The  fat  of  all  the  kingdom  lies  before  'em. 
Their  shames  forgot,  their  honours  infinite. 
And  want  forever  banish'd.  Twodays  hence. 
Our  fortunes,  and  our  bwords,  and  nods  be 

for  us !  [Eseutitf 


ACT    11. 


SCKNE  I. 

Enter  Penlm,  Begu/us,  Mucer,  andDru%iu%. 

Fen  T  MUST  coined  [sir. 

■^     Macer.   So  the  eencml  commands, 

Pen.  I  must  bring  up  my  regiment? 

Macer.  Believe,  sir, 
I  brint;  no  lie. 

Pen.  But  did  he  say,  I  witwf  come? 

Macer.  So  delivered.  [manded 

Peti.  How  long  is't,  llegulus,  since  I  cora- 
In  Britain  here  ? 

Reg.  About  five  years,  great  Penins. 

Pen.  The  general  some  five  months.    Are 
all  my  actions 
So  poor  and  lost,  my  services  so  barren, 
That  I'm  remember'd  in  no  nobler  hmguage 
But  must  come  up  ? 

Macer.  1  do  beseech  you,  sir, 
Weigh  but  the  time's  estate. 

Pen,  Yes,  good  lieutenant, 
I  do,  and  his  that  sways  it.    Must  come  up  ? 
Am  1  turn'd  bare  centurion?  A/uii/and  shall, 
Fit  embassies  to  court  my  honour? 

Macer.  Sir 

Pen.  Set  me  to  lead  a  handful  of  my  men 
Asainstanhundred  thousand  barbarous shues 
lliat  have   march'd    name    by  name   with 

Rome's  best  doers  ? 
Serve  'cm  up  some  other  m'cat;    I'll  bring 

no  food 
To  stop  the  jaws  of  all  those  hungry  wolves ; 
My  regiment's  mine  own.     I  musty  my  lan- 
guage? 

Enter  Curius, 

'    Cttr.  Penius,  where  lie    the  host? 

Pen,  •Vhcre  Fate  mav  find  *em. 

Cur,  Are  they  ingirt? 

Pen.  The  battle's  lost. 

Cur.  So  sotui  ?  [won  ; 

Pen.  No ;  but  'tis  lost,  because  it  must  be 
The  Britons  must  be  victors.  Whoe'er  saw 


A  tioop  of  bloody  vultures  hovering 
About  a  few  corrupted  cnrcasses. 
Let  him  l>ehold  tiic  silly  Roman  host, 
Girded  with  niilliousof  fierce  Britain's  sv%-ains. 
With  deaths  jus  many  as  they  have  had  hopes ; 
And  then  )fo  thiiher,  he  that  loves  his  shame! 
I  scorn  my  life,  yet  dare  not  lose  my  name. 

Cur.  Do  not  you  hold  it  a  most  famous  end. 
When  both  our  names  and  lives  nresacnfic'd 
For  Rome's  em  rease  ? 

Pen.  Ves,  C'lrrms;  but  mark  this  too: 
What  i;lory  i*  there,  or  what  lasting  tame 
Can  be  Ut  Itome  or  us,  what  full  exaiiipic. 
When  one  is  sm<Kher'd  with  a  multitufie, 
And  crowd' -d  in  amongst  a  nameless  press? 
Hrmour  jzot  out  of  fiint,  and  on  their  heads 
Whose  virtues,  like  the  sun,  exhal'd  all  va- 


lours 


■21 


Must  not  be  lost  in  mists  and  fogs  of  people. 
Noteless,  and  out  of  name,  both  rude  and 

naked  " : 
Nor  can  Rome  ta^k  us  with  impot»sibilities. 
Or  bid  us  fiiiilt  against  a  tlood  ;  we  serve  her. 
That  she  may  proudly  say  she  has  good  sol- 
diers, [fools, 
Not  slaves  to  choke  all  hazards.     Who  but 

'i'liai  make  no  difi**reiicet»etwixt  certain  dy  inii, 
Atid  dying  well,  would  fling  their  ramcs  and 

fortunes 
Into  this  Britain  gulf,  this  quicksand  rdin. 
That,  smkin^,  swallows  us?  what  noble  h^nd 
Can  find  a  subject  fit  tor  blood  there?   or 

what  sword 
Room  for  his  execution  ?  what  air  to  cool  us, 
But  poison'd  with  their  blasting  breatiis  and 

curses, 
Where  we  he  buried  quick  above  the  ground, 
And  are  with  labouring  sweat,  and  breathless 

paui, 
Kill'd  like  to  slaves,  and  cannot  kill  ajiain  ? 
])rus.  Penius,umrk  autient  warb,and  know 

that  then 
A  captain  wcigh'dao  hundred  thousand  men^^. 

«»  Like  the  sun,  exhal'd  a//  valours.]  The  simile,  and  the  argumeut,  both  seem  to  require 
us  to  read  vapours. 

•*  But  rude  and  nukcd.^  Amended  by  Sympson. 

a3  — that  then 

Captains  urigh'd.^  The  corruption  here  is  very  evident,  but  little  trouble  will  set  all 

that  then 


right.  We  may  read  thus, 
Or  thus, 


*  Ten  capuiins  weigh'd.' 

* that  ten 

'  Captaiusj  i/ol-weigh'd ' The   number    has    either  been 

dropt 


Act  !8.  Scene  3.] 
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Pen    Dnisius,  mark  antient  wisdom,  and 
you*ll  Hnd  then, 
He  gave  the  overthrow  that  sav'd  his  men. 
J  must  not  go. 

Rfg.  The  soldiers  are  desirous, 
Their  eaoles  all  drawn  out,  sir. 

Pen.  Wlu)  drew  up,  Rogulus? 
Ha?  speak!  did  vou?  whose  bold  will  durst 

attempt  this.^ 
Drawn   out?  wliy,   who  commands,  sir?- on 

whose  warrant 
Durst  they  advance  ? 

He^.  I  keep  mine  own  obedience. 
Druit.  'Tib  like  the  general  cause,  their  love 
oK  honour. 

Relieving  of  their  wants 

Pen.  Without  my  knowlodiie?  [sures? 
Am  r  no  more  ?  my  place  but  at  their  plea- 
Come,  who  did  thifc? 

Dn/x.  By  Heaven,  sir,  I  nra  i<inoraiit. 
[Drvm  mf'tt  If  within,  then  enter  Soliiiers 
with  fJrum  and  attuurs. 
Pen.  What!    am   I    grown  a  shadow? — 
Hark  !  they  marcfj.  [obedience? 

ril  know,  ami  will  be  myself.  Stand!  Ois- 
He  that  a«lvjinccs  one  Toot  higher,  dies  for't. 
Run  thro'  the  regiment,  upon  your  duties, 
And  chariic  Vm,  on  ciininmnd,  beat  back 
By  Ueavt»n,  Til  tithe  'em  all  cisc !  [again  ; 
Rtfg.  We'll  do  our  best. 

\Kr*a?it  Drus.  and  Reg. 

Pen.  Back  !    cease  your  bawling   drums 

there, 

ril  beat  the  tuliS  about  vour  brains  else.  Back! 

Do  I  speak  with  less  fear  than  thunder  to  ye  ? 

Must  I  htund  to  beseecJiye?  Home, home! — 

Ha! 
D'ye  stare  upon   inr  ?    Are  those  m'nds  I 

moulded, 
Those  honest  valiant  tempers  I  was  proud 
To  i»e  a  Jelloiv  to,  those  areat  discpetiqns 
Made  your  names  fear'd  and  iionour'd,  turn'd 
to  tviidfiris ?  [well ! 

Oh,  gods,  to  disobedience?  Command,  fare- 
And  ye  be  witness  with  me,  all  things  sacred, 
I   have   no  share   in  these   men's  shames ! 

March,  soldiers, 
And  seek  your  own  sad  ruins,  your  old  Penius 
Dares  not  behold  your  murders. 

1  Sold.  Captain  ! 

2  Sold.  Captain ! 

S  Sold.  Dear,  honour'd  captainl 
Pen.  Too,  too  dear-lov'd  soldiers,  [knows, 
Which  made  yc  weary  ol* me,  and  Ilenv'n  yet 
Tho'  in  your  mutinies,    [  dare  not  hate  you  ; 
Take  your  own   wills!  *lis  fit  your  loug  ex- 
perience 


Should  now  know  how  to  rule  yourselves ;  I 

wrong  ye, 
In  wishing  ye  to  save  your  lives  and  crediti^ 
To  keep  ytjur  necks  whole  from  the  axe  hangd 

o'er  ye:  [Britons^ 

Alas,  I  much  dishonourVl  ye;  go,  seek  the 
And  say  ye  come  to  glut  their  sacrifices; 
But  do  not  say  I  sent  ye.  What  ye  Imve  been^ 
How  excellent  in  all  parts,  good,  and  govern'd^ 
Is  only  left  of  my  command,  for  story; 
What  now  ye  are,  for  pity.     Fare  yc  well  I 

Enter  Drusius  and  Regu!u$. 

Drus   Oh,  turn  again,  great  Penius !  see 
the  soldier 
In  all  points  apt  for  duty. 

Reg.  See  his  sorrow 
For's  disobedience,  which  he  ^ays  was  ha^e, 
And  haste,   he  thought,  to  please  you  witli. 

See,  captain. 
The  toughness  oFhis  courage  tum'd  to  water; 
See  how  his  manly  heart  melts. 

Pen.  Go;  beat  homeward; 
There  learn  to  eat  your  little  with  obedience; 
Anil  henceforth  strive  to  do  as  I  direct  ye. 

Miwer.  My  answer,  sir.  \^Exeunt  soldiers. 

Pen.  Tell  the  great  general, 
My  companies  are  no  fsigiiots  to  fill  breaches; 
Myself" no  man  that  tnv^t,  or  shaU^  can  carry: 
Hid  him  be  wise,  and  vviiere  he  is,  he's  safe 
And  when  he  finds  out  possibilities,  [then; 
He  may  commanrl  me.  Commend  me  to  the 

Alurer.  All  tiiis  I  shall  deliver,  [captains. 

Pen.  Farewell,  Macer  !  [-^f^- 

Cur.  'Pray  gtids  this  breed  no  mischief! 

Reg,  It  must  nee<is. 
If  stout  Suetonius  win  ;  for  then  his  anger, 
Besides  the  soldiers'  Imss  of  due  and  honour^ 
Will  break  together  on  him. 

Drus.  He's  a  brave  fellow; 
.And  but  a  little  hide  his  haughtiness, 
(Which  is  but  stuecimes  neither,  on  some 

causes) 
He  shews  the  worthiest  Roman  this  day  living. 
You  may,  g«>od  Curius,  to  the  generul 
Make  all  things  seem  the  best. 

Cur.  I  shall  endeavour. 
Pray  for  our  fortunes,  uentlemen ;  if  we  fall. 
This  one  farewell  serves  lor  a  funeral. 
The  gods  make  sharp  our  swords,  and  steel 
our  hearts! 

Reg.  We  dare,  alas,  but  cannot  fight  our 
parts'*.  [£jteunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  JuniuSy  Petillius,  and  a  Heralds 
Pet,  Let  him  go  ou.     Stay ;  now  he  talks. 


dropt  upon  us,  or  the  verb  suffered  a  mutilation  of  its  first  syllable:  I  am  for  the  first,  and 
have  aiiered  the  text  accordingly.         Sj/mpsan. 

We  do  not  like  either  of  these  ccjnjcctures,  and  hope  our  reuding  will  uieet  with  approbation. 

^  IVe  dare,  alas,  ike  1  This  has  hitherto  been  made  a  continuation  of  Curius's  speech;  but 
it  is  impossible  that  this  line  and  that  which  precedes  it  should  belong  to  any  one  person. 
Curius  is  going  to  the  engagement,  therefore  properly  speaks  the  former;  but  tlie  latter  must 
bespoke  by  cither  Drusius  or  Regulus  (who  arc  subordinate;  to  Peuiusj,  aud  is  expressive  erf 
their  discontent  at  bei^g  kept  from  the  field. 
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[Act  i:  lkea%  ^ 


Jun,  WhjTi  Fbcautyf 

\Vhy  should  I  love  mine  enemy  r  what*s 
Qf  what  strange  violencc,thl^t,like  the  plague, 
It  works  upan  our  spirits  ?  Blind  they  feigo 
I'm  sure,  1  find  it  so [him ; 

Fet,  A  dog  shall  lead  you. 

JfiH,  liis  fond  affections  blinder 

JTet.  Hold  you  there  still! 

Jun.  It  takes  a'^ay  my  sleep— 

Pet.  Alas,  poor  chicken  ! 

Jun.  My  compsMiy,  content,  almost  my 
Fashion 

Pet.  Yes,  and  your  weight  too,  if  ybu  fol- 
low it. 

Jun.  'i'is  sure  the  plague,  for  no  man  dare 
come  near  me 
Without  an  antidote ;  'tis  far  Worse,  hell. 

Pet.  ThouVt  danm'd  without  redcinption 

Jun,  The  way  to't  [then. 

Strewed  with  fair  Western  Smiles,  and  April 

blushed. 
Led  by  the  brightest  constellations ;  eyes. 
And  sweet  proportions,  envying   Heaven  ; 
but  from  thence  [us. 

No  way  to  guide,  no  path,  no  wisdotn  bnngs 

Pet.  Yes,  a  smart  water,  Junius. 

Jun.  Do  I  fool  ?  fther. 

Know  all  this,  and  fool  «ill?  Do  I  knoW  fur- 
That  when  we  haVe  enjoy 'd  oiir  euds  we  los^ 

'em, 
And  all  our  ajipetitrs  are  but  aS  dreams 
We  laugh  at  m  our  ages  ?— 

Pet.  Swf et  philosopher ! 

Jun.  Do  I  know  on  still,  find  yet  know 
nothing?  Mercy,  gods! 
Why  am  I  thus  ridiculous? 

Pet.  Motley  on  thee! 
Thou  art  an  arrant  ass. 

Jun.  Can  red  and  whit^; 
An  eye,  a  nose,  a  cheek 

Pet.  But  one  cheek,  Junius? 
An  half-fac'd  mistress  ? 

Jun.  With  a  little  trim,  fme? 

That  wanton  fools  call  fashion^  thus  abuse 
Take  me  beyond  nijr  reason  ?  Why  should 
not  I  [hatch'd? 

fiote  on  my  horse  well  trapt,  mjr  sword  well 
They  are  as  handsome  things,  to  me  more 

useful, 
At)d  possible  to  rule  too.     Did  I  but  love, 
iet*twercexcusable,my  youth  would  bear  it; 
But  to  love  there,  and  that  no  time  can  give 
me,  [visird), 

Mine  honour  dare  not  ask  (she  has  been  ra- 
My  nature  must  not  know  (she  hates  our  na- 
Thus  to  dispose  my  spinit !  [^'^»)> 

Pet.  Stay  a  little;  he  will  declaim  again. 

Jun.  1  will  not  love !  I  am  a  man,  havfe 
reason, 
And  I  will  use  it ;  1*11  no  more  tormenting. 


Nor  whining  for  a  wench ;  there  are  a  thou* 

Pet,  Hold  thee  there,  boy !        [sand =- 

Jun,  A  thousand  will  entreat  me. 

Pet.  Ten  thousand,  Juhius. 

Jun.  I  am  voUng  and  lusty, 
And  to  my  fasniori  valiant;  can  please  nightly. 

Pet.  ril  swear  thy  backus  protnitum,  fur 
I've  known  thee 
Leap  at  sixteen  like  a  strong  stallion. 

Jun.  I  will  be  man  again. 

Pet.  Now  mark  the  working !  [pound 
The  devil  and  the  spirit  tug  for't :  Twent j 
Upon  the  dCviPs  head  ! 

Jun.  1  must  be  wretched ! 

Pet,  I  knew  I*d  w^on. 

Jun.  Nor  have  I  so  niuch  pdwer 
To  shun  my  fortune. 

Ptt,  t  will  hunt  thy  fortune 
W^ith  all  the  Shapes  imagination  breeds, 

^Mustek* 
But  I  will  fright  thy  devil.  Stay,  he  smgs  now. 
[Song,  bt/ Junius,  andPetxUiia  ajltr  Aittt 
in  mockage,  .    . 

Jun/  Must  I  hk  thus  abus'd  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  marry  must  you.  [read  it; 

Let^t  follow  him  dose :  Oh,  there  he  is ;  noir 

Herald  [reading].  It  is  the  gfeneral's  com- 
mand, that  all  sick  persons^  old  and  unabl^^ 
retire  within  the  rxenches ;  he  that  fears  Uski 
liberty  to  leave  the  field  •* :  Fools,  boys,  and 
cowards  *  must  not  come  near  the  rcgimiints^ 
for  fear  of  their  infections ;  fespeciall):  those 
cowards  they  call  lovers. 

Jun.  Ha.^ 

Pet.  Read  on. 

Herald  [reading].  If  any  colntiiOn  toldier 
love  an  enemy,  he's  whip'd  and  made  a  slave: 
If  any  captain  %  cast,  with  loss  of  honours^ 
flung  out  of  the  army,  and  made  unable  ever 
after  to  bear  the  name  of  a  soldier. 

Jun,  Thfe  pox  consume  ye  all,  rogues  ! 

[Exit. 

Pet.  Let  this  work  ;  [%o\\c : 

H'  has  something  now  to  chew  upon.     He'i 
Come,  shake  no  more. 

Herald,  Well,  sir,  ybu  may  command  me, 
But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe ; 
1  would  have  given  my  life  for  a  bent  two- 
pence,          ' 
If  I  e'er  read  to  lovers  whilst  I  livt  again, 
Or  corae  within  their  confines 

Pet.  There's  your  paymeut, 
And  keep  this  private. 

Herald.  I  am  school'd  for  talking.    [Exit. 

inter  Demetrius, 
Pet.  iXirk  now,  Demetrius  ?  are  we  drawn? 
Dem.  'lis  doing ; 
Your  con)pany  stands  fair.     But  'pray  you, 
where's  Junius? 


•*  He  that  fears  his  liberty.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

*  Fools,  bovs,  and  lovers.J  Sympson,  to  avoid  the  repetition  of  lortri,  rt'add  coveards, 
•^  Cap  tain,  cast.]   Ihe  restoring  of  the  verb  here  to  its  ancient  undoubted  right,  makes  frfl 
and  cQuipieat  sense,  which  it  could  not  be  said  to  be  before  this  insertion.        Si/mpscn, 
Sympson  reads,  '  He*s  cast;*  but  the  verb  may  be  very  wtU  understood^ 


Act  8.  Sctote  3.] 
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Half  his  ctiknmaod  wrt  wantbgy  with  some 
iTiat  Decias  leads.  [forty 

Pet.  Hunting  for  victuals.  [stomachs 

Upon  injr  life,  free-booting  rogues!   their 
Are  like  a  widow's  lust,  ne'er  satisfi^. 
Dem,  I  wonder  how  they  da^e  stir,  know- 
ing the  enemy 
^tfaster  of  all  the  cquntry. 

Pet.  Resolute  hungers  [ladders. 

Know  neither  fears  nor  faiths ;  they  tread  on 
^pes,  gallows,  and  overdo  all  dangers"*, 
b^m.  They  may  be  hang'd  tho*. 
Pei.  There's  their  joyful  supper; 
And  no  doubt  tliey  are  at  it. 

Dem,  But,  for  Heaven's  sake, 
|Iow  does  young  Junius  ? 

Pet,  Drawing  on*  poor  gentleman. 
Dem,  What,  to  his  end? 
Pet,  To  the  end  of  all  flesh,  woman. 
Dem,  This  love  has  made  him  a  stout 
Pet.  Oh,  a  great  one^  [soldier. 

Fit  to  command  young  goslings,     fiut  what 
news? 
Dem.  I  think  the  n^essenger*a  corne  hack 
from  Peniiis 
33y  this  time;  letS go  know. 

Pet.  What  will  you  say  now 
|f  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  ei^ceptiqns 
At  some  half  syllable,  or  sound  delivered 
With  an  ill  accent,  or  som^  stile  left  out  ? 
Dent.  I  cannot  think  he  4are. 

Pet.  He  dare  speak  treason,         [do r 

Dare  say  what  no  man  dares  believe,  dares  * 
|)ut  that's  all  one :  Til  lay  you  my  black  ar- 
To  twenty  crowns,  he  comes  not.        [ino.i^r 
Dem.  Done. 
Pet.  You'll  pay? 
Dem.  I  will. 

Pet.  Then  ke^p  thine  old  use,  Pcnins  f 
^  stubborn  and  vainglorious,  and  I  thank 

thee. 
Come,  let's  go  pray  for  six  hours;  most  of  us 
1  fpar  will  trouble  Heav'n  no  more :  Two  good 
blows  [tons, 

Struck  home  at  two  commanders  of  the  Bri- 
And  my  part's  done. 

Dem.  I  do  not  think  <»f  dying,     [metrius, 

Pet.  Tis  possible  we  may  live;  but,  De- 

Witb  what  strange  legs,  and  arms,  and  eyes, 

and  noses. 
Let  carpenters  and  copper-smiths  consider. 
Jf  I  can  keep  my  heart  whole,  and  my  wind- 

That  I  may  drink  yet  like  a  soldier 

Dem.  Come,  let's  have  better  thoughts; 
mine's  on  your  armour. 


Pet.  Mine's  in  ypur  purs^  sir^  let's  go  try 
the  wager !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  four  companions  (halters 
about  their  neck$),  Bonduca,  her  Dough-- 
terSf  and  Nennius  following. 

Bond.  Come,  hang  'em  presently. 
JVe/i.  What  made  your,  rogueships 
Harrying  ••  for  victuals  here  ?  are  we  youy 

friends  ? 
Or  do  yon  come  for  spies  ?  Tell  roe  directly, 
W^ould  you  not  willingly  be  hang'd   now  ? 
Don't  ye  long  for't  ? 
Judas*  What  say  yc  ?  shall  wb  hang  in  this 
vein  ?  Hang  we  must. 
And  'tis  as  good  to  dispatch  it  merrily. 
As  pull  as  arse  like  du^s  to't. 

1  Sold.  Any  way. 
So  it  be  handsome. 

3  Sold.  1  had  as  lieve  'twere  toothsome  too : 
But  all  agree,  and  I'll  not  stick  out^  boys  ^, 

4  Sold.  Let  us  hang  pleasantly. 
Judas.  Then  pleasantly  be't: 

Captain,  ll^  truth  is,  we  had  as  lieve  hang 
With  meat  in  our  mouths,  as  ask  your  par- 
don empty. 
Bond.  These  are  brave  hungers. 
What  say  you  (o  a  leg  of  beef  now,  sirrah  ? 
Judas.  Bring  me  acquainted  witli  it,  and 

I'll  tell  ye. 
Bond,  Torment  'em,  wei)cbes,(I  must  buck) 
then  hang  'em.  [Exit, 

Judas.  We  humbly  thank  your  Grace  I 
1  Dau^h,  The  rogues  laugh  at  us.  {now  f 
52  Daugh.  Sirrah,  what  think  you  of  a  wench 
Judus.  A  wench,  lady  ? 
I  do  beseech  your  ladysliip,  retire ; 
I'll  tell  you  presently:  You  see  the  time'a 
short;  [science. 

One  crash,  even  to  the  settling  of  my  con* 
Nen.  Why,  ib't  no  more  but  up,  boys  ? 
Judas.  Yes,  ride  too,  captain  ; 
Will  you  but  see  my  seat? 

1  Daugh.  Ye  shall  be  set,  sir. 
Upon  a  jade  shall  shake  ye. 

Judas,  Sheets,  good  madam, 
Will  do  it  ten  times  better. 

1  Dmigh.  Whips,  good  soldier. 

Which  you  shall  taste  before  you  hang,   |o^ 

mortify  you; 
'Tis  pity  you  should  die  thus  desperate. 

2  Daueh.  These  are  the  merry  Uomans,^ 

the  brave  madcaps : 
'Tis  ten  to  one  well  cool  your  resolutions. 
Bring  out  the  whips. 


*•  Ropet,  gallows,  and  overdo  all  dangers.^  Thjs.  verse  and  the  sense  here  both  seem  to  la«». 
hour:  I  hope  I  have  supplied  the  one,  and  remedied  the  other.  *■  To  overdo  a  danger^  is  ai\ 
expression  I  do  not  remember,  but '  to  troerlook  one^  common.        Sj/mpson. 

oympson  reads,*  ropcSf  galloios's,  and  overlook  all  danger.'  To  ^overdo  all  dana;er'  is  to 
'  run  more  rismies  than  the  occasion  requires.'    We  see  no  need  of  altering  the  old  tcit. 

«»  Harrying!]  To  harrj/  is  to  plunder  or  oppress.        Johnson. 

3»  I'll  not  outf  bvi/s.]  Hero  seems  to  be  a  deficiency  in  the  expression,  which,  by  the  insert 
Jion  of  a  monosyllable,  I  hopt*  I  hay©  made  up,        Si^jnjjson, 
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[Act  2.  Scene  S. 


Judas.  'Would  your  good  ladysliips 
Would  cxcrcis*^  *em  too ! 

4  Sold.  Surely,  ladies". 
We'll  shew  you  a  stiHupe  patience. 

Nrn.  ll^iig  'em,  rascals ! 
l'hcy*il  talk  thus  on  tht^  wheel. 

Enter  Caratach. 

Car.  Now,  what's  the  matter? 
What  are   these  fellows?  what's  the  crime 

committed. 
That  they  wear  necklaces? 

Nen.  i'licyVe  Human  rogues, 
Taken  a-foragint;. 

Cur,  Isthat  all,  Nennius? 

Judas.  'Would  I  were  fairly  hang'd!  This 

'    is  the  devil, 
The  kill-cow  Caratach. 

Car.  And  yuu  woul^  hang'em? 

Nen.  Are  they  not  enemies? 

1  Siiid.   My  brctrh  makes  buttons. 

1  Daugh.  Are  they  nut  our  turmoiitors? 
Car.  Tormentors?  flea-traps! 

Pluck  off  your  halters,  fellows. 

Nen .  Tak e  heed ,  C arat  ach ; 
Taint  not  your  wisdom. 

Car.  Wisdom,  Nennius?  [honours,. 

Why,  %vho  shall  fight  against  us,  make  our 
And  give  a  gloriuus  day  into  our  hands. 
If  we  dispatch  our  foes  thus?    What's  their 

offence  ? 
Stealing  a  loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  hunger? 
A  piece  of  greasy  bacon",  or  a  pudding? 
Do   these  deserve  the  gallows?    They  are 
hungry,  [starv'd  : 

Poor  hungry  knaves,  no  meat  at  home  left, 
Art  thou  not  lmn«;ry? 

Judas.  Munstruus  hungry. 

Car.  lieluuks 
Like  Hunger's  self.     Get  'em  some  victuals, 
And  wine  to  chei  r  their  liearts;  quick  !  Hang 
up  poor  pilchers  ? 

2  Sold.  This  is  the  bravest  captain 

Nen.  Caratacli, 

ril  leave  you  tu  your  will. 
Car.  I'll  answer  all,  sir. 
2  Dauf^h.  Let's  up  and  view  his  entertain- 
ment of  'em ! 
I  am  glad  they're  shifted   any   way ;   their 

tongues  else 
Would  still  have  raurder'd  us. 

1  Daugh,  Let's  up  and  see  it !      [Exeunt, 

Enter  Hen  go. 

Car.  Sit  down,  poor  knaves!  Why,  where  s 
this  wine  and  victuals  ? 
Who  waits  there  ? 

Scrv,  [within.]  Sir,  'tis  coraii^g. 

Hengo.  Who  are  these,  uncle? 

Car.  They  are  Romai)s,  buy.    ^ 

Hengo,  Are  these  they  [look 

That  vex  mine  aunt  so? can  these  fight?  they 
Like  empty  scabbards  all,  no  mettle  in  'em ; 


Like  men  of  clouts,  set  to  keep  crows  from 
Why,  1  dare  fight  with  these.         [orchards : 

Car. '  That's  my  good  chicken  ! — 
And  ijow  d'ye?  how  d'ye  feel  your  stomachs? 

Judas.   W(»ndrous  apt,  sir ; 
As  shall  appear  when  time  M\s. 

Car.  That's  well ;  down  with't. 
A  little  grace  will serAC  your  turns.  Eat  softly! 
You'll  choke,  ye  knaves,  else.  Give 'em  wine  ! 

Judas.  Nor  yet,  sir  ; 
We're  even  a  little  busy. 

Hengo.  Can  that  fellow 
Do  any  thing  but  eat?  Thou  fellow  ! 

Judas    Away,  boy; 
Away  ;  this  is  no  buy's  play. 

Hevgo,  By  Heaven,  uncle,  [liant. 

If  his  valour  lie  in's  teeth,  he's  the  most  va- 

Car.  1  am  glad  to  hear  you  talk,  sir. 

Hengo,  Good  uncle,  tetl  me,  [mans? 

What's  the  priceuf  a  couple  o(  cramm'd  Ro- 

Car,  Some  twenty  Britons,  boy;  these  are 
good  soldiers. 

flengo.  Do  not  the  cowards  eat  hard  too? 

Car,   No  more,  boy.  [^*^y* 

Come,  ril  sit  with  you  too.  Sit  down  by  me, 

Ji/das.  'Fray  bring  your  dish  then. 

Car.  Hearty  knaves  I  more  meat  there. 

1  Sold.    I'liat's  a  good  hearing. 

Car.  Stay  now,  and  pledge  me. 

Judas,  Tliis  little  piece,  sir. 

Cor.   By  Heaven,  square  eaters? 
Mure  meat,  I  say  I    Upon  my  conscience, 
The  pour  rogues  liave  not  eat  this  month  ! 

now  terribly 
They  charge  upon  t!)eir  victuals  !     Dare  ye 
fight  thus? 

Judas.  Believe  it,  sir,  like  devils. 

Car.   Well  said,   I'amine! 
Here's  tu  thy  generid. 

Judas.  Must  excellent  captain, 
I  will  now  pledge  tliee. 

Car.  .And  tuinonow-night,  say  to  him| 
His  hoad  is  mine. 

Judus.  1  can  assure  yon,  captain. 
He  will  not  give  it  fur  tliis  washing. 

Car.  Well  said.  [Daughters  abort, 

1  Du*tgh    Here's  a  strange  entertainment: 
Huw  the  thieves  drink  ! 

2  Daugh.  Danger  is  dry ;  they  look'd  for 
colder  liquor. 

Car.  Fill  'em  more  wine  ;  give  'era    full 
bowls.     Which  of  yuu  all  now, 
In  recompense  of  this  good,  dare  but  give  me 
A  sound  knock  in  the  buttle? 

Judus    Delicate  captain. 
To  do  thee  a  suthcient  recumpense, 
I'll  knock  thy  brains  out. 

Car.  Do  it. 

Hengo.  1  hou  dar'st  as  well 
Be  damn'd  !  thou  knock  his  braiijs  out?  thou 

skin  of  man?  • 

Uncle,  J  will  not  hear  this. 

Judus.  Tie  up  your  whelp. 


'*  Surely,  ladies.]  Seward  reads,  /  Sccurelj/,  ladies.' 


Act  i.  Scene  4.] 
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Hengo.  Thou  kill  my  ancle  ?  'Would  I  had 
hue  a  sword 
For  thy  sake,  thou  dried  dog ! 
.    Car.  What  a  mettle     . 
Tliis  little  vermin  carries ! 

Hengo.  Kill  mine  uncle? 

Cur.  He  shall  not,  child* 

Hengo.  He  cannot ;  he's  a  rogue, 
An  only  eating  roi^uc;  kill  my  sweet  uncle? 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  man  ! 

Judas.  By  this  wine,  which  I 
Will  drink  to  captain  Junius,  who  loves 
I'he  queen'b  most  excelleut  majesty's  little 

daughter 
Most  sweetly,  and  hiost  fearfiilly,  1*11  do  it, 

Hengo,  Uiicle,  I'll  ki!l  hiui  with  a  great  pin. 

Car,  No  more,  boy  I  [lows ! 

I'll  pledge  thy  captain.     To  ye  all,  good  icU 

S  Daugh.  In  love  with  me  ?  that  love  shall 
cost  your  lives  all. 
Come,  sister,  and  advise  me ;  I  have  here 
A  way  to  make  an  easy  conquest  of  *em. 
If  fortune  favour  me.      [Ejrauwf  Davghtcrt. 

C^r.  Let's  sec  you  sweat 
Tomorrow  blood  and  spirit,  boys,  this  wilie 
Tum'd  to  stern  valour. 

1  Soid,  liark  you,  Judas; 
If  he  should  hang  tis  after  all  this  ? 

Judas,  Let  him : 
1*11  hang  like  a  geutlemauj  and  a  Roman. 

Car,  Take  away  there; 
They  have  enough. 

.   Judas.  Captaui,  wie  thank  you  heartily 
For  your  good  cheer;  and  if  we  meet  tomor- 
On«  of  us  pays  for't.  [roW, 

Car.  Get  'em  guides;  their  wine 
lltts  over-master'd  *em. 

Enter  Second  Daughter  and  a  Servant, 
,    2  Daugh,  That  hungry  fellow  [this, 

With  the  red  heard  tiicre,  give  it  him,  and 
To  see  it  well  dcliver'd. 

Car,  Farewell,  knaves !  [row, 

Speak  nobly  of  us;  keep  your  words  tomor- 

Knter  a  Guide, 

And  do  sonietliing  worthy  your  meal.     Go, 
And  see  'eui  fairly  onward.  [guide  'cm. 

Judos.  Meaning  me,  bir? 

Serv,  The  same.  [you 

The  youngest  daughter  to  the  queen  entreats 
To  give  this  privately  to  captam  Junius; 
This  for  your  pains  I 

Judas.  1  resc  lier  humble  servant;     [boys. 
Commend  me  to  tliy  lady.     Keep  your  files, 

Scrv.  1  must  m!»truct  you  turtiier. 

Judas,  Keep  your  files  there ! 
Order,  sweet  friends;  faces  aboUt3*now, 

Guide.  Here,  sir; 
Here  lies  your  way. 

Judas.  Bless  the  founders,  I  say  ! 
Fairly,   good    soldiers,    fairly  Biarch  now; 
close,  boys!  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. 


Enter  Suetonius,  PetilUus,  DemetriuSy  Deciut, 

and  Macer, 

Saet,  Bid  me  be  wise,  and  keep  me  where 
I  am,      J     .  [manded? 

And  so  be  safer  not  come,  because  com- 
Was  it  not  thus? 

Macer.  It  was,  sir. 

Pet,  What  now  think  yoU ?        [tasteful? 

Suet.  Must  come  so  heinous  to  him,  so  dis* 

Pet,  Give  me  my  money. 

Detn,  I  cimfess  'tis  due,  sir^ 
And  presently  I'll  pay  it. 

Suet,  His  obedience 
So  blind  at  his  years  and  experience. 
It  cannot  find  where  to  be  tcnder'd? 

Mucer,  Sir, 
The  fegiii^ent  was  willioir,  and  advanc*d  tooj 
The  captains  at  all  points  steel'd  up ;  tlieir 
preparations  [fire. 

Full  of  resolve  and  confidence ;  youth  and 
Like  (he  fair  breaking  of  a  glorious  dfiy, 
Gilded  their  phalanx ;  when  the  angry  Pciiiut 
Stent  like  a  stormy  cloud  'twixt  them  an^ 

ouet.  And  stopt  their  resolutions,  [hopes. 

Macer.  True;  his  reason 
To  them  was  odds,  and  odds  so  infinite^ 
Discretion  durst  not  look  upon. 

Siiet.  Welli  I*enius,  [rous 

I  cannot  think  tliiee  c()wa^d  yet;  and  treache- 
I  diire  not  think ;  tl/  hast  lopt  k  limb  off  froni 

mc; 
And  let  it  be  thy  glory,  thoil  was  stul>bom. 
Thy  wisdom,  that  thoii  Icft'st  thy  general 

naked ! 
Yet,  ere  the  sUn  set,  I  shall  make  thcc  see 
All  valour  dwells  not  in  thee,  all  command. 
In  one  experience.     Thou'lt  too  late  repent 
thia,  [blessinx. 

Arid  wish  *  1  Vnust  come  up '  had  been  chy 

Pef,  Let's  force  him. 

Suet.  No,  by  no  means  j  he's  a  torrent 
We  cannot  easily  stem. 

Pet.  I  think,  a  traitor. 

Suet.  No  ill   words!  let  His  own  sliamtf 
first  revile  him. 
That  wine  I  have,  see  it,  Demetrius, 
Distributed  amongst  the  soldiers,         [done, 
To  make  'em  high  and  lusty;  when  that's 
Petillius,  give  the  word  thro',  that  theenglea 
May  presently  advance  ;  no  man  discover. 
Upon  his  lite,  the  enemies*  full  strength. 
But  make  it  of  no  value.     Decius, 
Are  your  starv'd  people  yet  come  home  r 

Dec.  I  hope  so.  [is  no  iimd 

Suet.  Keep  'em  in  rhoire  obedierice:  Thi^ 
To  chide,  I  could  be  angry  else,  and   say 
more  to  you ;  [«*harpest. 

But  come,  let's  order  a?l.     Whose  sword  iif 
And  valoiir  equal  to  his  sword  this  day. 
Shall  be  my  saint. 

Pet,  We  shall  be  holy  all  then.'  [Exekm 


Vol.  H. 


^  Faces  alout.']  See  note  ^3,  on  Scornful  Lady. 
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[Act  S.  Scene  1. 


Manet  Decius,  Enter  Judas  and  his  company. 

Judas   Captain,  Captain^  Fvc  brought  em 
The  druiikenest  slaves !  [off  apain  ; 

Dec,  Pox  confound  your  rogueships  f 
TRcall  the  general,  and  have  ye  hang'd  all. 

Judas.  'Pray  who  will  you  command  theni 

Dec.  For  you,  sirrah, 
Thiit  are  the  ringleader  to  these  devices, 
Whose  maw  is  never  cramm'd,  Til  have  an 

Judas.  A  wench,  sweet  captain,  fengiiie — 

Die.  Sweet  Judas,  even  the  forks. 
Where  you  shall  have  two  lictors  with  two 
Hammer  your  hide.  [whips 

Judas.  Captain,  good  words,  fair  words, 
Sweet  words,  good  captain;  if  you  like  not  us, 
Farewell !  we  have  employment. 

Dec.  Where  hast  thou  been  ? 

Judas.  There  where  you  dare  not  be,  with 
all  your  valour. 

Dec.  Where's  that  .^ 

Judas.  VVith  the  best  good  fellow  living. 

1  Sold.  The  king  of  all  good  fellows. 

Dec.  Who's  that? 

Judas.  Caratach.  [worthy! 

Shake  now,  and  say,  we  have  done  something 
Mark  me,  with  Caratach;  by  diis  Heaven, 
Caratach!  [Caratach ! 

Do  you  as  much  now,  n»  you  dare.    Sweet 
You  talk  of  a  good  fellow,  of  true  drinking; 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Catarach !  Besides 
the  drink,  captain,  fdings. 

The  bravest  running  banquet  of  black  pud- 
Pieces  of  glorious  beef*^ — 

Dec.  How  scap'd  ye  hanging  ?     [tlemen ; 

Judas.  Hanging's  a  dog's  death,  we  are  gen- 
And  I  say  still,  old  Caratach ! 

Dec.  Belike  then. 
You  are  tum'd  rebels  all. 

Judas.  We're  Roman  boys  all, 
And  boys  of  mettle.  I  must  do  that,  captain. 
This  day,  this  very  day 

Dec.  Away,  ye  rascal ! 

JudaSi  Fair  words,  I  say  again ! 

Dec.  What  must  you  do,  sir?         [to  do; 

Jttdas.  1  must  do  that  ray  heart-strings  yern 
But  my  word's  past. 


Dec.  What  is  it? 

Judas.  VVliy,  kill  Caratach. 
That's  all  he  ask'd  us  for  our  entertainment. 

Dec.  More  than  you'll  pay. 

Judas.  'Would  I  had  sold  myself 
Unto  the  skin  I  had  not  promised  it ! 
For  such  another  Caratach 

Dec.  Come,  fool, 
Have  you  done  your  country  service  ? 

Judas.  I've  broujjht  that 
To  captain  Junius 

Dee.  How? 

Judas.  I  think  will  do  all ; 
I  cannot  tell ;  I  think  so. 

Dec.  How!  to  Junius? 
I'll  more  enquire  of  this.     You*ll  fight  now  ? 

Judas.  Promise, 
Take  heed  of  promise,  captain  ! 

Dec,  Away,  and  rank  then. 

Judas.  But,   hark  you,  captain;  there  is 
wine  distributing, 
I  would  fain  know  what  share  I  have. 

Dec.  Be  gone ; 
You  have  too  much. 

Judus.  Captain,  no  wine,  no  fichtinc; : 
There's  one  call'd  Caratacii  that  has  winc< 

J^tc.  W' ell,  sir, 
If  vou'll  be  rul'd  now,  and  do  well 

Judus.  Do  excellent. 

Dec.  You  shall  have  wine,  or  any  thing. 

Go  iilc ;  [dormise, 

I'll  s€'e  you  have  your  share.    Drag  out  your 

And  stow  'em  somewhere,  where  they  may 

skep  handsomely ; 
They'll  hear  a  hunts-up  shortly. 

Judas.  Now  I  love  thee; 
But  no  more  forks  nor  whips ! 

Dlc.  Deserve  'em  not  thf-n. 
Up  with  your  men  ;  I'll  meet  you  presently; 
And  get*cm  sober  quickly. 

Judus.  Arm,  arm,  bullies  !  [more. 

All's  right  aguiu  and  straight ;  and,  which  is 
More  wine,  more  wine.     Awake,  ye  men  of 

Memphis. 
Be  sober  and  discreiit;  we've  much  to  do, 
boys.  [^Exeunt. 


ACT   HI. 


SCENE  i. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 


Mett.  PREPARE  there  for  the  sacrifice ! 
•■•     the  queen  comes. 

Mustek.     Enter  in  solemnity  the   Druids 
singings    tt^e  Second  Daughter  strewing 
jUmers;  thefl>Bonduca,  Caratach,  Hen- 
m'ttJ,  and  others. 

Bond.  Ye  powerful  gods  of  Britain,  hear 
our  prayers; 


Hear  us,  ye  great  rcverrgcrs ;  and  this  day 
Take  pity  from  our  swords,  doubt  from  ouf 

valours; 
Double  the  sad  remembrance  of  our  wronjis 
In  every  breast;  the  vengeance  due  to  those 
Make  infinite  and  endless !  On  our  pikes 
This  day  pale  Terror  sit,  horrors  and  ruins 
Upon  our  executions;  claps  of  tlnmder 
Hang  on  our  armed  carts;  and  'fore  our  troops 
Despair  and  Dcatli;  Shame  beyond  these 

attdud  'em  1 
Rise  from  the  dust,  ye  rclicks  of  the  dead, 
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Whoi>e  noble  deeds  our  holy  Druids  sinj^; 
Oh,  rise,  ye  valiant  bones !  let  not  base  earth 
Oppress  your  honours,  vbilst  the  pride  of 
^  Home  [stories ! 

Treads  on  your  stocks,  f^nd  wipes  out  all  your 
Nen,   Thou  great  Tirawes*^,   whom  our 

sacred  priests, 
Armed  with  dreadful  thunder,  place  on  high 
Above  the  rest  of  the  immortal  gods, 
Send  thy  coiisumijii^  hres  and  deadly  bolts, 
And  shoot  'cm  home ;  stick  in  each  Roman 

heart 
A  fear  (it  for  confusion ;  blast  their  spirits. 
Dwell   in    em  to   destruction ;    thro'  their 

phalanx 
Strike,  as  thou  strik'st  a  proud  tree;  shake 

their  bodies, 
Make  their  strengths  totter,  anc|  their  top- 
less 34  fortunes 
Unroot,  and  reel  to  ruin ! 

1  Dav^h.  Oh,  thou  i;od, 
Thou  feared  god,  it' ever  to  thy  justice 
Jtisulling  wrongs,  and  ravishments  of  women, 
(Women  deriv'd  from  thee)  their  shamesu, 

the  suiTerings 
Of  those  that  daily  fillM  thy  sacrifice     [me! 
With  virgin  inceuhe,  have  access,  now  hear 
Mow  snatch  thy  thunder  up,  now  on  these 

Romans, 
Dejjpisers  of  thy  power,  of  us  dcfacers, 
lleveniie  thyselr';  take  to  tfiy  killing  unj!er, 
To  make  thy  great  work    full,  thy  justice 

spoken, 
An  uticr  rootinj  from  tiiis  blessed  isie 
Of  i\  bat  Home  is  or  has  been  ! 

JSiiud.  (iive  more  incense  ! 
1  he  iiodsure  deal'and  droway,  no  happy  ftamf 
Kij»tN  to  viMsv  our  lhoui;hts.     Pou^on. 

'2  Daii^h.  See,  I liav'n, 
And  »li   you  pov\*rM   thut  guide  us,  sec  and 

sIlHMiO, 

We  kneel  so  long  for  pity.     O'er  your  altars. 


Since  'tis  no  light  oblation  that  you  k>ok  for. 
No  incensek)(fering,  will  I  hang  mine  eyes ; 
And  as  I  wci^r  these  stones  with  hourly  weep- 

So  wilj  I  melt  your  powers  into  compassion. 
This  tear  for  ^rosutagps  ray  brave  father^ 
(Yc  gods,  now  think  on  Roine  !)  this  for  iqy 

mother. 
And  all  her  miseries;  yet  se^,  und  save  us  ! 
But  now  ye  must  be  open-ey'd.    See,  Heaven, 
Oh,  see  thy  showVs  stol'n  from  thee;  our 

dishonours,        [A  smoke  from  the  altar. 
Oh,  sister,  our  dishonours !  Can  ye  be  gods^ 
And  these  sins  smother'd? 
Bond.  The  fire  takes. 
Car.  It  does  so, 
But  no  flame  rises.  Cease  your  fretful  pray- 

crs, 
Your  whinings,  and  your  taiue  petitions ; 
The  gods  love  courage  arm'd  with  confidence, 
And  prayers  fit  to  pull  them  down :  Weak 

teujs 
And  troubled  hearts,  the  didl  twins  of  cold 

spirits, 
They  sit  and  smile  aL  Hear  how  I  salute  'em: 
Divine  Andate^,  thou  who  hold'st  the  reins 
Of  furious  battles,  and  disorder*d  war. 
And   proudly   roll'st    thy    swarty    chariot- 
wheels 
Over  tlie  heaps  of  wounds  and  carcasses, 
Sailing  thro'  seas  of  blood ;  tliou  sure-stcerd*; 

sternness. 
Give  us  this  day  good  hearts,  good  enemies, 
Good  blows  o*  both  sides,  wounds  tbnc  fear 

or  flight  [fingers 

Can  claim  no  share  iu ;  steel  us.  hoth  with 
And  warlike  executions  fit  thy  viewing;   ' 
Let  Ronae  put  on  her  best  slrongth,  and  thy 

Britani, 
Thy  little  Britain,  but  as  y\f^At  in  fortune. 
Meet  her  us  strong  as  /ic,  as  proud,  as^ 

duringf 


•'s  Thou  i/reat  Tiranes.]  Thus  wrote  our  Authors,  tliough  the  ant^uarians  of  lo^tter  days 
have  not  iDliowerl  liieir  example. 

M\.  ^amaies,  in  his  Britannia  Antiqua  Tllustmta,  calls  this  pxl  Taramis ;  Toland  in  his 
Remains,  Taramis  or  Tajvnis ;  but  Mr.  Baxter  allows  neither  tl/  one  nor  the  other.  *  Jupi- 

*  ter  Tonans  veio  sive  Ttjnatus  Lucano  Tc/r£(;/i«  Galloium  li>t,ua  dicitur.    hiam  vitiosum 

*  ( ssc   Tdramis,  Britannoruiii  hodierna  lingua  clarissimo   cs^  argumento,  cui  Tonitrua  di- 

*  euniiir  Tuianni,  nt  sit  siiiiiiilari  numero  Turau*  Vid,  GU/fsar.  Antiq.  Britannic,  in  voc 
Tanurus.  From  no  great  a  choice  of  names  as  I  have  her^ served  up,  the  reader  may  take 
which  piea^-s  Inni  best.         Sj/mpwfi. 

i*  T'itir  topk  ss  /o/7w/irri.J  Tins  epithet  is  by  no  moans  -^jreeable  to  the  context ;  probably 
we  should  re.ad  snnicHS.  ^^ 

^'VUttir  sfi antes  \  Sympson  ninl  Si'wnrd,  *  T/fC  shamea* 

'*  Divine  Andate.]  The  real  name  of  tiiis  goddesf>,  says  Mr.  Baxter  from  X^philin,  is 
not  Andate  but  Androsfn ;  ai»(l  so  1  have  ventured  to  alter  the  text.         Sj/mpton. 

Whether  the  real  name  of  tht  goddess  was  Andatu  or  AndruttUy  there  can  be  little  doubt 
but  that  the  Authors  wrote  Audible  ;  and  therefore  it  is  scarce  warrantable  to  alter  it.  We 
cannot  but  observe,  that  Mr.  Glover,  who  wrote  a  tragedy  on  this  story,  ipllows  thit  Au* 
tiiors  iu  their  name  of  the  goddess,  act  i.  scene  1. 

*  May  stern  ^/i<y«/e,  war's  victorious  goddess, 

*  Atiain  resign  me  to  your  impious  rage, 

'  if  eVr  1  blu(my  su&'ring:i  from  remembrance/  B.. 
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And  then  look  on,  thou  red-e/d  god  ^ ;  who 

does  best, 
Reward  with  honour;  who  despair  makes  fly, 
Unarm  for  ever,  and  brand  with  infamy ! 
Grant  tins,  divine  Andate!  'ti^  but  just;ice; 
And  my  first  blow  thus  on  thy  holy  altar 
I  sacrinc^  unto  thee.  [Aflame  orUes. 

Bond.  .It  flames  out.  [Aftixick. 

Car.  Now  sing,  ye  Druids.  [Song. 

Bond.  It  is  out  again. 
Car,  ir  has  giv'n  us  leave  to  fight  yet;  we 
ask  no  more ; 
The  rest  hangs  in  our  resolutions : 
lempt  him  no  more. 
'  Binid.  I  would  know  further,  cousin. 
Car,  His  hidden  meaning  dwells  in  our 
endeavours,  '  [soldier. 

Our  valours  are  our  best  gods.     Cliear  the 
And  lot  him  ea^t. 
Mes,  He's  at  it,  sir. 
Car.  Avfray  then ; 
When  he  has  done,  let's  march.   Come,  fear 
not,  lady ;  [heirc. 

This  day  the  Roman  gains  np  more  ground 
But  what  his  body  lies  in. 
^  Bond,  Now  I'm  confident. 

[Exeunt.  Recorders. 
■  .    ■    ■      '' 
SCENE  IL 

Enter  Junius,  Curius^  and  Decius. 

Dff.  We  dare  not  hazard  it;   beside  our 
■  lives, 
It  forfeits  all  our  understandings. 

Jun.  Ovntlemen, 
Can  ye  forsake  me  in  so  just  a  service, 
A  service  for  the  commonwealth,  for  honour  ? 
Read  but  the  V?tter;  you  may  love  too. 

Dec.  Read  i^, 
If  there  be  any  safety  in  the  circumstance, 
Or  likelihood  'tis  love,  we  will  not  fail  you  i 
Ijiead  it,  pood  Coriuy^ 

Cur.  Willingly. 

Jan.  Now'  mark  it. 


Cur.  [reading.]  Health  to  thy  heart,  ray 

honour'd  Junius, 
And  all  thy  love  requited  '  I  ani  thine. 
Thine  evcrlastintrly;  thy  love  has  won  me; 
And  let  it  breed  no  doubt,  onr  new  acquaint- 
ance 
Compels  this  ;  'tis  the  gods*  decree  to  bless  us^ 
The  times  are  dangerous  to  meet,  yet  fail  not; 
By  all  the  love  thou'bear*st  me  I  conjure  thee, 
.Without  distrust  of  danger,  to  come  to  me ! 
For  I  have  purpos'd  a  delivery 
Both  of  myself  and  fortune  this  bless'd  dav 
Into  thy  hands,  if  thou  think'st  good.    To. 

'shew  thee 
How  infinite  my  love  is,  ev'n  my  mother 
Shall  be  thy  prisoner,  the  day  yours  without 

hazard ; 
For  I  beheld  your  danger  like  a  lover, 
A  just  affecter  of  thy  faith:  Thy  goodness, 
[  know,  will  use  us  nobly  ;  and  our  niarria«c. 
If  not  redeem  ^.  vet  lessen  Rome's  ambition  : 
Fm  weary  of  these  miseries.  Use  my  niuthir 
(If  you  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  honour ; 
And  let  this  disobedience  to  my  parent 
Be  laid  on  love,  not  me.     Brmg  with  thee, 

Junius, 
Spirits  refeolv'd  to  fetch  me  off,  the  noblest, 
Forty  will  serve  the  turn,  just  at  the  joining 
Of  both   the   battles;    we   will   be   weakly 

guarded,  [ihce 

And  for  a  guide,  within  this  hour,  shall  reach 
A  faithful  friend  of  mine.     The  gods,    uiy 

JiiUius,  fBonvica. 

Keep  thee,  and  mc  to  serve  thee  !  Young 

Cur.  This  letter  carries  much  belief,  an? 

most  objections 
Answered  3?^  wc  must  have  doubted. 

Dec.  Is  that  fellow 
Conic  to  you  for  a  guide  yet? 
Jun.  Yes. 

Dec.  And  examined?  [tiires,  yrt^ 

Jun.  Far  mote  than  that ;  he  l^is  felt  tor- 
He  vows  he  knows  no  more  thari  this  truth. 
Dec.  Strange!      . ., 


37  Thou  red-erf d  God.]  As  the  Greeks  use  0m<,  and  tlie  Latins  Deus,  both  for  god-  and 
goddess;  so  our  Poets  hert>  have  taken  the  samt^.  liberty,  and  cafl  Andrasta  red-ct^'d  God, 
Uiough  she  was  really  a  goddess.         Symplon. 
*  Redeem.]  Probably  we  shguld  read,  reclaim.    In  this  place,  redeem  is  hardly  sense. 

3t and  most  objections 

Answer'dy  ue  must  have  doubted.]  This  is  not  grammar,  without  being  made  an  imper* 
feet  sentence :  But  I  believe  the  original  ran  thus  : 

and  those  objections 


or. 


'  Answers,  wcLinust  have  doubted.' 
*  ■  and  those 


*  Objections  ansvers,  which  we  must  have  doubted/ 
Tlie  former  makes  the  following  verse:i  most  complete.         Seward^ 

:  Perhaps  we  should  read, 

'  This  letter  carries  much  belief,  and  most 
'Objections  unswer'd,  ehe  we  must  have  doubted.' 

The  simplest  mode  of  correction  lb  by  inserting  the  word  that,  which  was  probably  dfopt 

%t  press,  ,  ^ 

^  This  letter  carries  much  belief,  and  most 

*  Objections  answer'd  tfuit  we  must  have  doubted  ;' 
arris  understood,  according  to  the  elliptical  style  of  our  Authors. 
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Cur.  If  she  mean  what  she  writes,  as't      AndMowstoalltheunder-worW,  all  nations, 

may  be  probable.  The  sea^  and  unfrequented  drsarts  ;  wnkeiit 

Twill  be  the  happiest  'vantage  we  can  lean  to.      The  ruin'd  monuments ;  and  there  where  no- 


-     Jun.  r\\  pawn  my  soul  she  means  truth. 

Dec.  Think  an  hour  more ; 
Then  if  your  confidence  grow  stronger  on  you, 
We'll  set  in  with  you. 

Jyti.  Nobly  done !  T  thank  ye. 
Ye  know  the  time. 

Cur.  We  will  be  either  ready 
To  give  you  prescutcounsel,  orjoin  with  you. 

JfUnter  Suetoniu^  PetiUius,  Demetrius,  and 

Macer. 

Jun.  No  more,  as  ye  are  gentlemen.    The 
ueneral  f  [for  us. 

Suet.  Draw  out  apace;  the  enemy  waits 
Are  ye  all  ready  ^ 

Jun.  All  our  troops  attend,  sir. 

Suet.  Vm  glad  to  fjear  yau  say  so,  Junius; 
I  hopeyouVe  di?possess*d. 

Jun.  J  hope  so  too,  sir.  [j^^  "^^  • 

Suet.  Continue  so..  And,  gentlemen,  to 
']fo  bid  you  fight  is  needless;  ye  are  Romans, 
The  name  will  fight  itseJf :  To  tell  ye  who 
You  go  to  fiirlit  against,  his  power,  and  nature, 
J^ut  loss  of  time  ;  ye  know  it***,  know  it  poor. 
And  oft  have  iiiudc  it  so  :  To  tell  ye  further, 
Ills  body  shcvvs  more  dreadful  than  it  has 

done, 
To  fiini  that  fears  less  possible  to  d*;al  with. 
Is  but  to  stick  more  honour  on  your  notions, 
Load  yc  with  virtuous  namcs^  and  to  your 

memories 
Ti?  never-dying  Time  and  Fortune  constant. 
Go  on  in  fidl  assurance  !  draw  your  ^words 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  justice; 
The  gods  of  Rome  fight  for  ye  ;  loud  Fame 

calls  ye, 
pitch 'd  on  the   topless  Apennines,   where 
the  snow  dwells. 


thinv 
But  etnnval  death  and  sleep  is,  infhrms  again 
The  dead  bones  with  your  virtues.     Go  on, 

1  si\y:  [i:reat 

Valiant  and  wise  rule  Ileav'n,  and  all  the 
Aspects!  attend  *em,  do  but  blow  upon 
This  enemy,  who  but  that  we  want  foes. 
Cannot  deserve  that  name;  and  like  a  mist, 
A  lazy  foff,  before  your  burning  valours 
You'll  find  him  tly  to  nothing.  This  is  all, 
We've  swords,  and  are  the  sons  of  antient 

RomflVis,  [quer  i 

Heirs  to  their  endless  valours ;  fight  and  con- 
Der.  Dem.  It  is  Mdup. 
Pet.  That  man  thit  loves  not  this  day, 
And  hugs  not  in  his  arms  the  noble  danger, 
May  he  die  fameU  ss  and  forgot ! 

Suet.  Sufficient !  [thunder  • 

Up  to  your  troops,  and  let  your  drums  bent 
March  close  and  sudden,  like  a  tempest:  All 

executions  [March. 

Done  without  sparkling*'  of  the  body ;  keep 

your  phalanx  [war*}. 

Sure  lin'd,and  piec'd  togetlicr,  your  pikes  for- 
And  so  march  like  a  movinsj  fort.    Ere  this 

dav  run. 
We  shall  have  ground  to  add  to  Rome,  well- 
won.  •  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  iir. 

Knt^r  Caratjuch  and  NenniuiL 

Nen.  The  Roman  is  advancM ;  from  yond* 
hilPs  brow 
We  may  behold  him,  Caratach.     [A  march. 
Car.  Let's  thither; 

[Drums,  zrithin  at  one  place  afar  off, 
I  see  the  dust  tly.     Now  I  see  the  body. 


♦•  Yet  kum)  it.]  Mr.  Theobald,  Mr.  Seward,  and.  myself,  all  concurred  in  this  slight 
alteration  of  the  text:  Not  that  I  should  have  taken  notice  of  so  small  a  matter,  but  out  of 
a  desire  that  the  world  should  know  tlie  very  minutest  thinj^  that  Mr.  Theobald  had  done  m. 
his  intended  edition  of  our  Authors.         Sympfon. 

Very  kind  to  Mr.  TheobaJd*s  memory  indeed!  and  very  honourable  to  themselves  !  since 
the  word  ye  is  not  an  *  alteration  of  the  text,'  but  the  lecticm  of  the  old  book>.     For  an  ac-. 
count  of  other  falsehoods  in  the  annotations  on  this  play,  see  p.  431. 
<•  '     ■  loud  fame  calls  ye. 

Pitched  on  the  topless  Apenninf,  and  blows 

To  all  the  under  world,  all  nations. 

The  seas,  and  unfrequented  desarts,  where  the  snow  dwells; 

Wakens  the  rutn*d  monuments,  and  there 

Where  nothing  but  eternal  death  and  sleep  is, 

Informs  again  the  dead  bones.     With  your  virtues, 

(to  on,  I  say  :   Valiant  and  wise,  rule  Heuv'n, 

And  all  the  great  aapects  attend  *em.     Do  but  blow 

Upon  this  enemy,  who,  but  that  we  want  Joes,  6cc.]  So  run  the  former  erlltions. — The 
words  *  where  tlie  snow  dwells*  seem  by  some  accident  to  have  got  out  of  their  place,  'i'heir 
transposition,  the  new  arrangement  of  the  verses,  and  punctuation,  we  hope  will  be  allowed 
to  throw  UL'W  beauties  on  the  passage.  The  abolition  of  the  period  after  the  words  *  dead 
bones '  is  also  recommended  by  Mr.  Seward  in  his  Preface. 

^Sparkling.]  i.  e.  scatteriitg.  See  note  "  on  The  Loyal  Subject;  and  note*  or.  Tlie 
Xlumor-jus  Lieutenant. 
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Observe  'em,  Nennius;  by  Ueaven,  a  hand- 
some body, 
And/  ot'a  few,  strongly  and  wisely  jointed  ! 
Suetonius  is  a  M)ldier. 
Nen,  As  I  take  it, 
That's  he  that  gallops  by  the  regiments, 
Viewing  their  preparations. 

Car.  Very  likely ;  fbravely 

He  shews  uo  less  than  general.     See  how 
The   body    moves,    and   in  tlie  bead  how 

proudly 
The  captains  stick  like,  plumes;  he  comes 
apace  on.  [(enant 

Good  Nennius,  go,  and  bid  my  stout  lieu- 
Bring  on  the  first  square  body  to  oi^pose'em, 
And,  as  he  charges,  open  to  enclose  'em  ; 
The  queen  move  next  with  hers,  and  wheel 
about,  '      [vanguard  ! 

To  gain  their  bucks,  in  which  I'll   lead  the 
AVc  shall  have  bloody  crowns  this  day,  I  see 

by't. 
Baste  tliee,  good  Nennius;  I'll  follow  in- 
stantly. [Exit  Nennius. 
{low  close  they  march,  as  if  they  grow  to- 
gether, [JV/anA. 
No  place  but  lin'd  alike,  sure  from  oppres- 
sion ! 
They  will  not  change  this  figure;  we  must 

charge  'em. 

And  char<;e  'cm  home  at  both  ends,  van  nx)d 

rear ;     [Dt^ms  in  unothrr  pltice  afar  off. 

Tliey  never  totter  else.     I  hear  our  musick. 

And  must  attend  it :  Hold,  good  sword,  but 

this  day,  [after 

And  bite  hard  where  I  homid  thee  \  and  here- 

rU  make  a  rclick  of  thee,  for  young  soldiers 

To  cuuie  like  pilgrims  to,  and  kiss  for  ron- 

quebts.  [£"^ 

SCENK  IV, 

Enter  JuniuSy  Cujius,  and  Dcdus. 

Jun.  Now  is  the  time:   ^he  fellow  stays. 

Dec.  What  think  ye? 

Cur.  I  think  'tis  true. 

Juu.  Alas,  if 'twere  a  question, 
If  any  doubt  or  hazard  fell  into't^ 
|)yc  think  mine  own  discretion  soself-ljlind, 
My  care  of  ye  so  naked,  to  run  headlong? 

X)ec,  Let's  take  Petiilius  with  us  ! 

Jun.  By  no  means :  [ous, 

He's  never  wise  hut  to  himself,  nor  courte- 
]^ut  where  the  eiid's  his  own  :  We're  struug 

enough,  ' 

If  not  too  many.     Behind  yonder  hill^ 
The  fellow  tells  me,     she  attend s>  weak 

guarded. 
Her  mother  and  her  sister. 

Cur.  1  would  venture. 


Jun,  We  shall  not  strike  five  b{gws  for*L 
Weigh  the  good. 
The  (general  good  may  come. 
Dec.  Away  !  I'll  with  ye; 

But  with  what  doubt 

Jun.  lear not ;  my  soul  for  all ! 

[Edcunt.  Alarmiy  drums  and  trvmpeti 
in  several  places  oj'ar  off^  as  ai  n 
main  battle, 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Drusius  and  Fenius  above. 
Drus,  Here  you  may  see  'em  all,  sir ;  from. 
The  country  shews  ofl'  level.  [this  hill. 

Fen.  Gods  defend  me, 
What  multitudes  they  arc,  what  infinites ! 
The  Roman  power  shews  like  a  little  star 
Hedg'd  wiihadoubic  halS^s. — No^  the  knell 
riiii;s:  [J/)uds/ivuis. 

Hark,  how  they  shout  to  th'  battle!  how  the 

air 
Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  apieces,  Drusius j 
With  the  huge-voliicd  clamours  ! 

Dnts.  Now  they  charge 
(Oh,  pod^  !)  of  all  sides,  fearfully. 

Fen.  Little  Home, 
Stand  hut  this  growing  Hydra  one  short  hour. 
And  thou  hast  out-duue  Hercules ! 

Drus.  The  dust 
Hides  *em;  we  cannot  see  what  follows. 

Fen.  They're  gone, 
Gone,svvallow'd,  Drusius;  this  eternal  5ua 
Sh?\ll  never  see  *eu»  nmi  eh  more. 

Drus.  Oh,  turn  this  way, 
And  see  a  model  of  the  held  !  some  forty. 
Against  four  hundred  I 

Fen.  Well  t'oniilit,  hravely  follow'd  ! 
Oh,  nobly  churg'd  ai;»iin,  clutrgM  hou>e.  too  ! 

Drusius, 
They  seem  to  carry  it.  Now  thev  charge  all ; 

[Ltwd  shouts. 
Close,  clo«e,  I  say  !  ihry  follow  it.  Ye  piti^. 
Cat!  ther«   ho  mere  m   men?  more   damn; 

spirits  ? 
Still  they  make  jiood  their  fortunes.     Now 

thev  re  "one  too. 
For  ever  gone  !  see,  Drusius,  at  th»  ir  hacks 
A  fearful  amhush  rises.     Farewell,  valours, 
•Excellent  valours!  oh.   Home,   wliere's  thy 
Drus.  They're  gone  indeed,  sir.  [wisdom  ^ 
Fen.  J.ook  out  toward  the  arm v; 
I'm  heavy  with  these  slaui^hters. 

Drus.  '1 »!»  the  same  still, 
Cover'd  with  dust  and  fury. 

Enter  the  tno  Daughters^  with  Juniu&j  Cu* 
riuSy  Dccius,  Soldiers^  and  Str7>uHls. 
3  Dauiih.  Brmg  'cm  in  ; 
Tie  'em,  and  then  unarm  'cm. 
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little  stur 


Hedged  with  a  double  hollow.]  Thus  the  octavo  of  1711 :  The  folio  of  1679  has  holla,  that 
of  1647  halloa  i  which  last  led  me  to  conjecture  the  real  word  was  Aa/rr,  a  weii-known  term 
in  astronomy,  and  to  my  great  pleasure  I  found  afterward,  Mr.  Theobald  had  placed  this 
Tery  cprrection  in  his  margin.        Stfmpsm, 
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1  Dattgh.  Valiant  Romans^ 
YeVe  welcome  to  your  loves! 

^Daugh.  Your  death,  fools ! 

Dec,  We  deserve  Vra ; 
And,  women,  do  your  worst. 

1  Daugh,  Ye  need  not  be?  it. 

S  Daugh.  Which  is  kind  Junius? 

Serv.  This. 

*2  Daugh.  Are  you  my  sweetheart? 
It  look*$  ill  on*t !  How  long  is't,  pretty  sOul, 
Since  you  and  I  first  lov*d?  Had  we  not  rea- 
To  dote  extremely  upon  one  another?     [son 
How  does  my  lover    This  is  not  he ;  my 
Could  prate  finely,  sing  a  love-song,  [chicken 

Jun.  Moubier 

^  Daugh.  Oh,  now  it  courts! 

Jun.  Ariu'd  with  nmre  malice 
TliRu  he  that  i^ot  thoe  has,  the  devil. 

V  Daugh.  Good ! 
Proceed,  sweet  chick. 

Jun,  I  hate  thee;  that's  my  last. 

9.  Daugh.  Nay,  an  you  love  me,  fxjrward ! 
— No?  Come,  si-jter, 
Let*s  prick  our  answers  on  our  arrows*  points, 
And  make  'em  laugh  a  little.    Ye  damn'd  le- 
chers, 
Ye  proud  improvident  fools,  hare  we  now 
cau»ht  ycr  [creatures. 

Are  ye  i*  th*  noose  ?  Since  yeVe  such  loving 
We'll  he  your  Cupids :  Do  ye  see  these  arrows? 
We'll  send  them  to  your  wanton  livers,  goats. 

1  Daugh.  Oh,   how  I'll  trample  on  your 
hearts,  ye  viliain*J,  [sins ! 

Ambitious  salt-itch  slaves,  Rf)me*8  master- 
The  mouiitain-rams  tupt  your  hot  mothers. 

2  Duu^h.  Doijs,  [suck  I 
To  whose  brave  founders  a  salt  whore  gave 
Thieves,  honour's  hangmen,  do  ye  grin?  Per- 
dition 

Take  me  for  ever,  if  in  my  fell  anger** 
I  do  not  out-do  all  example. 

Enter  Caratach. 

Cat,  Where,  [ter! 

Where  are  these  ladies?  Ye  keep  noble quar- 
Your  mother  tiiinksyou  dead  or  taken,  upon 
which  [faces 

She  will  not  move  her  battle. — Sure  these 
I  have  beheld  and  known;  they're  Roman 
How  came  they  here  ?  [leaders  ! 

2  Daugh.  A  trick,  sir,  that  we  us'd; 
A  certain  policy  conducted  'em 


Unco  our  snare:  We've  done  you  no  small 

serviceu 
These  us'd  as  we  intend,  we  are  for  th* battle. 

Car,  As  you  intend  ?  l^aken  by  treachery  ? 

1  Daugh.  ls*t  not  allow'd  ? 

Car.  Those  tliat  should  gild  our  eonquest. 
Make  lip  a  battle  worthy  of  our  winning, 
Catch'd  up  by  craft  ? 

fi  Datigh.  By  any  means  that*s  lawful. 

Car.  A  woman's  wisdom  in  our  triumphs.^ 
Out !  [swonis 

Out,  out,  ye  sluts <*,  ye  follies!  From  our 
Filch  our  revenges  basely  ? — Arm  again,  gen- 
Soldiers,  I  charge  ye  help  *em.        [tlemeu ! 

S  Daugh.  By  Heaven,  Uncle, 
We  will  have  vengeance  for  our  rapes ! 

Car.  By  Heaven,  [Dispatch  there ! 

Ye  should  have  kept  yotir  legs  close  then. 

1  Daugh.  1  will  not  off  thus  ! 

Car.  He  that  stirs  to  execute,  [me. 

Or  she,  tho'  it  be  yourselves,  by  him  that  eot 
Shall  quickly  feel  mine  anger!  One  great  day 

given  us,  [basely, 

Not  to  be  snatch'd  out  of  our  hands  but 
AiJQ  must  we  shame  the  gods  from  whence 

we  have  it,  [first, 

With  setting  snares  for  soldiers?  I'll  run  away 
Be  hooted  at,  and  children  call  me  coward, 
Before  I  set  up  stales  for  victories^. 
Give  'em  their  swords. 

2  D^iugh.  Oh.  Gods ! 
Car.  Bear  off  the  women 

Unto  tlieir  mother ! 

2  Daugh.  One  shot,  gentle  uncle ! 
Car.  One  cut  hei  fiddle-striug !  Bear  'em 
off,  1  say. 
•   1  Daugh.  The  devil  take  this  fortune  !      '' 
Car.  I^arn  to  spin,     [ExeMnt  Daughtcrt. 
And  fcurse  your  knotted  hemp ! — Go,  gentle- 
men. 
Safely  go  off,  up  to  your  troops;  be  wiser; 
I'here  thank  me   like  tall  soldiers  •  I  shall 
seek  ye.  [Eieurit, 

Cur.  A  noble  worth! 
Dec,  Well,  Junius? 
Jun.  Tray  ye,  no  more  ! 
Cur.  He  blushes ;  do  not  load  hiral, 
Dec,  Where's  your  love  now  } 

[Drums  loud  again, 
Jun.  Puff!  there  it  flics.    Come,  let's  re 
dec^  our  follies. 
[Exeuni  Junius,  Curius,  and  Deciui, 


*4  ^fy  sel f-an^er.]  Fell,  as  I  have  corrected  the  text,  and  as  Mr.  Seward  likewise  reads^ 
is  undoubtedly  the  genuine  lection.         Si/mpson. 

Sympson  may  be  credited  in  the  assertion  that  fell  is  *  undoubtedly  the  genuine  lection,' 
though  not  in  the  other,  that  he  has  *  corrected  the  text ;'  since  the  first  folio  reiids/eil,  not 
self/— la  the  same  style^  he  tells  us,  that  he  and  Seward  joined  in  ibaking  Suetonius  (p.  432) 
speak  of  Mlonour's  golden /ace,' instead  of/cfe,  when  the  first  folio  exhibits  ^Uce /—And 
also,  that  *  the  other  copies'  make  Caratach  say  to  Hengo,  (p.  433)  *  The  fortune's  mine/ 
and  he  and  Seward  *  agreed  in  correcting  the  place/  by  altering  the  to  thj/  ;  though  the  first 
fulio  reads  thy! 

♦5  Out,  ye  sluts.']  We  have  added  the  word  out  here,  which  we  have  no  doubt  w«  dropt 
by  the  compositor  or  transcriber. 

^  Set  up  scales^or  victories.]  Amended  in  1750. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  5, 


Drvs.  Atvake,  sir;  yet  tlie  Ronian  boily's 
I  see  V'u I  clear  again.  [whofe; 

Pen,  Whole?  'tis  not  possible; 
Dru!»iii8,  tiiey  must  be  lost. 

Drus.  By  ileav*ii,  they're  whole,  sir. 
And  ill  brave  doing;  see,  they  wheel  about 
To  gain  more  ground. 

Fm.  But  see  there,  Di-usius,  see. 
See  ttiat  huge  battle  moiing  fVoni  the  liioun- 

tains! 
Their  gilt  coats  shine  like  dragons'  soiiles, 

their  march 

Like  a  rough  tumbling  storm ;  see  'cm,  and 

view  *em,  .    [J6ok, 

And  then  see  llome  no  more.    Say  they  fail, 

Look  wlipre  the  armed  carts  stand;  a  new 


arm)' 


.1 


[murdering 
Look  l)ow  tiiey  hang  like  falling  rockni  as 
Death  rides  in  triumph,  Drusius,  feil  Destruc- 
tion 
Lushes  his  fiery  horse,  and  round  about  him 
His  many  thousand  ways  to  let  out  douls. 
^iovc  nic  again  when  they  charge,  wheji  the 
moimtaiii  [ax'trees 

>iclts  under  their  hot  wheels,  and  from  their 
Huge  clnps  of  thunder  plough  Uie  ground 

before  'em ! 
Till  tltefi,  ril  dream  what  Rome  was. 

Enter  Suetonius,  FetUlius,  Demetrhs,  and 

■    Macer. 

.    Suet.  Oh,  bravely  fought ! 
ilonour  *till  now  ne  er  shewed  her  gulden  face 
I*tir  6eld  :  Like  lions,  gentlemen,  youVe  held 
Your  heads  up   this  day.     Where's  young 
Curius  and  Decius?  [Junius, 

Pet.  Gone  to  Heav'ii,  I  think,  sir. 

Suet,  Their  worths  go  with  *em !    Bfeathc 
a  while.     How  do  yc? 

Pet.  VVell ;  some  few  scurvy  wounds ;  my 
heart's  whole  yet.  [ground ! 

Dtm.  'Would  tliey  would  give  ui  more 

Suet,  Give ?  ^^eMl  have  it.  [devil. 

Pet,  Have  it,  and  hold  it  too,  despite  the 

Enter  Junius^  Decius,  and  Curius: 

Jun,  Lead  up  td  the  head,  and  line  sure ! 
The  queen's  battle 
Begins  to  charge  like  wildlire.     Whcre*s  the 
general  ? 
Suet.  Oh,  tliey  are  living  yet.    Come,  iny 
brave  soldiers,  [Live, 

Come,  let  itie  pour  Rome*^  blessing  on  ye : . 
Live,  and  lead  armies  all!  Ye  bieed  hard. 

Jun.  Best; 
We  shall  appear  the  sterner  to  the  foe. 
T)ec.  More  wounds,  more  honour. 
Pet.  Lo5»c  no  time. 
Suet,  Away  then ; 
And  stand  this  dhock,  ycVe  stood  the  World* 


Pet.  We'll  grow  to^t. 
Is  not  this  better  now  than  lowsy  loving  i 
Jun.  I  am  myself,  Petillius. 
Pet.  lis  I  love  thee*?.  [Ejeunt  Romans. 

Enter  Bvndaca,  CaratacJi,  Daughters,  and 

^cnnins. 

Car,  Charge  'cm  i'  th'  flanks!  Ob,  you 
have  play'd  the  fool, 
The  fool  extremely,  the  mad  fool ! 
Ikmd.  Why,  cousin?  .   . 
Car,  The  woman  fool !  Why  did  you  give 
tlie  wi>rd  I  people. 

Unto  the   carts  to  charge   down,   and   our 
In  gross  before  the  enemy  ?  We  pay  for't ; 
Oiir  owii  swords  cut  our  throats?  Why,  pox 

on't ! 
Why  do  you  offer  to  command  ?  The  devil. 
The  devil,  and  his  dnm  loo !  who  bid  you 
Meddle  in  men's  affairs .' 
Bond,  I'll  help  all. 

Cur.  Home,  [Exeunt  Quern,  S^c. 

Home  and  spin,  woman,  spin,  go  spin !  you 

trifle. 
Open  before  tliete,  orall's  roin'd  ! — How? 

[Shouts  wUhiu. 
Now  comes  the  tempest  On   ourselves,  bv 
Within.  Victoria!  [Heaveii  I 

Car,  Oh,  woman,  scurvy  woman,  beastly 
Woman ! 
[Exeunt  omnes  pttcter  Drusius    and 
Penius. 
DriiS,  Victoria,  victoria! 
J^en.  How's  that,  Drusius? 
Drus.  They  win,  they  win,  they  win  !  Oh, 
locik,  look,  look,  sir, 
For  HeavVs  silke,  look!    The  Britons  flv, 
tilt  Britons  fly !  Victoria ! 

Enter  SuctotkibSy  Sofdiers,  and  Captains. 

Su4:t.  Soft,  Soft,  pursue  it  soft,  excellent 
soldiers ! 

Close,  mv  brave  felloWs,  hohbiirable  Romans! 

Oh,  cool  thy  mettle,  Junius ;  they  are  ours. 

The  world  cannot  redeem  'em :  6tcrn  Petil- 
lius, 

Govern  the  conquest  nobly.  Soft,  good 
soldiers!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Daughters^  and  Britons. 

Bond.  Shame  !  whither  fly  ye,  ye  unlucky 

Britons  ? 
Will  yecreep  into  your  mothers'  wombs  again  ? 

Back,  cowards! 
Hares,  fearful  hares^  doves  in  your  angers ! 

leave  me  ?  [dren, 

Leave  your  queen  desolate  ?  her  hapless  chil- 

Ehter  Caratach  and  Hengo. 
To  Roman  rape  again,  and  fury  ? 


^  Tis  I  loTt  thee."]  So  the  former  copies.  Mr.  SewarJ  and  myself  agreed  in  filling  up  the 
dcHriency  of  the  sense  by  the  insertion  of  noio  into  the  present  text.         Sj/mpson. 

They  read,  *Tis  now  I  love  thee  ;'  but  the  former  copies  are  right,  as  Petillius  means  ta 
oppose  fiis  love  to  thutof  Boavica. 


Act  4.  Scene  l.J 
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Car,  Flyj  ye  buzzards ! 
Ye*ve.  wings  enough,  ye  fear !  Get  tliee  gone, 
woman,  [Loud  s/ioiit  Mhin, 

ShaiiQe  tread  upon  thy  heels !  All's  lost,  all's 

lost!  Hark, 
Hark  how  the  Romans  ring  our  knells ! 

lExeunt  Bond,  tjfc, 
.    Hengo.  Good  uncle, 
Let  iiic  £;o  tpo. 

Car,  No,  boy;  thy  fi*rtuhe*s  mine; 
I  must  not  leave  tliee.     Get  behind  me; 
shake  not ; 

Enter  Petilllut^  Junius,  ancl  Deciui, 
I'll  brbech  you,  if  you  do,  boy. — Come,  brave 
All  is  not  lost  yet.  [R«jnians  I 

Jun.  Novv  I'll  thank  thee,  Carntach. 

[Fig/tt.  Drums, 
Car,  Tliou  art  a   soldiery    strike   home, 
home !  have  at  yoii !  ,     [anvil. 

Fen.  His  blows  fall  like  huge  sledges  on  an 
Dec.  Tm  weary. 
Fet,  So  am  I. 

Car.  Send  more  swords  to  me. 
Jun.  Let's  sit  and  rest.  [5*7  down,, 

Drus.  What  chink  you  now  ? 
Feh.  Oh,  Drusius, 
IVc  lost  mine  honour,  lost  ifiy  name,  lost  ftll 
Tijat  WHS  my  light :  Tiiese  are  true  Uomans, 
and  I 


A  Briton  coward,  abase  coward!  Guide  me 
Where  nothing  is  but  desolation. 
That  I  may  never  more  behold  the  face 
Of  man,  or  mankind  know  nic!  Oh,  blind 
Hast  thou  abus'd  me  thus !  [FhrtuHe, 

Drus.  Good  sir,  be  comforted;  [hdme; 
It  was  your  wisdom  rul'd  you.  'Pray  you  go 
Your  day  is  yet  to  come,  when  this  great 

fortune 
Shall  be  K'Ut  foil  unto  it.  [Retreat, 

Fen.  Fool;  fool,  coward  I 

[Exeunt  Fenius  and  Drusius. 

Enter  Suetonius,  DetnetHus,  Soldiers,  drum 
*  and  colours. 

Suet,  Draw  in,  draw  in! — Well  hate  yoii 

fought,  and  worthy  [wounds  * 

RomeSi   noble  recompense.     Look  to  your 

The  ground  is  cold  and  hurtful.     The  proud 

<4"'-*®"  [teni 

Has  got  a  fort;  ntid  there.  s|)e. and  hcrdangli- 
Defy  us  once  again:  Tomorrow  morning 
We'll  seek  her  out^  add  make  her  kn(»w  out 

fortunes  [ilonoiir; 

Stop  at  no  stubborn  walls.     Cpnie,  sons  of 
True  Virtue's  b^s,  thus  hatcb'd  with  Britain 

blood. 
Let's  march  to  rest,  and  set  in  gules  like  suns. 
Beat  k  ^ft  march,  and  each  one  ease  hi^ 

nciglibliurs!  [Exeunt* 


ACT  IV, 


SCfeNE  t. 

Enter  Fetillius,  Junius,  Decius,  and  Deme- 
trius, singing. 
Pet.  OMOOTH  was  his  cheek, 

*^   Dec,  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 
Jun.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing! 
Dem.  Junius  was  this  captain's  name, 

A  lad  for  a  lass's  viewing. 
Fet.  Full  black  his  eye^  and  plump  his  thigh, 
D(c,  Made  up  for  love's  pursuing. 
Dem,  Smooth  was  his  cheek, 
Fet,  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 
Jun,  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooui|;J 

Fet.  Oh,  my  vck'd  thief,  art.thoU  come 
home  aeain? 
Are  thy  brains  perfect? 
Jun,  Sound  as  bells. 


Fet.  Thy  back-worm 
Quiet,  and  cast  liih  sting,  boy? 
Jun,  Duad,  IVtillius, 

Dedd  to  all  folly,  and  now  my  anger  only ^ 

Fet,  Why.  that's  wdl  said;  hang  Cupid  ancj 

his  qni\-er,  [sainlJ 

A   drunken  brawling  boy !     Thy  honuur'd 

Be  thy  ten  siiillintis,  Junius;  there's  the  money, 

And  there's  tht  wiire  *  square  dealing:  This 

bill  sweats  thee  [buttock'd ; 

Like  a  nesh  nwg^^  and  makes  tliee  look  pin- 

The  other  runs  thee  whining  iip  and  down 

Dke  ti  pig  in  a  storm,  tills  th^  b^ains  full  of 

ballads,  [body 

And  shews  thee  like  a  long  Lent;  thy  brave 

Turii'd  to  a  tail  of  green  Hsh  without  butter, 

Dec,  When  thou  lov*st  next,  love  a  good 

cup  of  wine, 


4*  Like  a  nesh  nag.^  Nesh,  \,  e;  tender,  delicate,  from  the  A.  S.  ncsc,  mollis,  deiiculns: 
'St/mpson. 


So  in  Chaucer's  Court  of  Love,  =      .'.    . 

*  Thau  flatiry  bespake  and  said  iwi^,' 

*  Se  bt)  she  «ioth  <»n  patiiis  faire  and  fete, 

*  It  doth  rijilit  well,  xvliat  pretty  man  is  this, 

*  That  roniith  here?  now  truly  drink  ne  iu(  tc 

*  N<  dc  1  not  have,  niuit;  hcrif  for  joy  doth  bete 
*  Him  to  luholde,  so  is  he  godely  freshe, 

'  it  beii;tt!i  fur  love  bis  hnte  ii  teiidre  aiid  nesshe* 
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A  mistress  for  a  ki  ng !  she  leaps  to  kiss  thee. 
Her  red  aud  white's  her  own,  she  makes  ^ood 
blond,  [help, 

Takes  none  nway ;  what  she  heats  sleep  can 
Without  a  groping  surgeon. 

Jun,  I  am  counsci'd; 
And  henceforth,  when  I  dote  again 

Dcm,  Take  heed ; 
Y*had  almost  paid  for*!. 

Pet,  Love  no  more  great  ladies ; 
Thou  can^st  not  step  amiss  then ;  there's  no 

delight  in  'cm: 
All's  in  the  whistHng,  of  their  snatcht-up  silks; 
They're  only  made  for  handsome  view,  not 

handling; 
Their  bodies  of  so  weak  and  wash  a  temper, 
A  rough-pac'd  bed   will  shake  tliem  all  to 
pieces;  [souls ; 

A  tough  hen  pulls  their  teeth  out,  tires  their 
Plena  rimarwn  sunt^  they're  full  of  rennet. 
And  take  the  skin  off  where  theyVe  tasted : 

Shun  'era ; 
They  live  in  culisses,  like  rotten  cocks, 
Stew'd  to  a  tenderness  that  holds  no  tack; 
Give  me  a  thing  I  may  crush. 

Jun,  Thou  speak 'st  truly  r  x 
Tl)c  wars  shall  be  my  mibtress  now. 

Pet.  Well  chosen! 
For  she's  a  bouncing  lass ;  she'll  kiss  thee  at 

night,  boy. 
And  break  thy  pate  i'  th'  morning. 

Jun.  Yesterday 
I  found  those  favours  infinite. 

Dem.  Wench  good  enough, 
But  tliat  she  talks  too  loud. 

Pet,  She  talks  to  th'  purpose, 
Which  never  woman  did  yet.    She'll  hold 

grappling. 
And  he  that  lays  on  best  is  her  best  servant ; 
All  other  loves  are  mere  catching  of  dottrels, 
Stretching  of  legs  out  only,  and  trim  laziness. 
Here  comes  tlie  general. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Curius,  and  Muccr, 

Suet.  I'm  glad  I've  found  ye : 
Are  those  come  in   yet  that  pursued  1}old 
Caratach  ? 

Pet,  Not  yrt,  sir,  for  I  think  they  mean 

to  lodge  him ;  [dani^crous. 

Take  hitn  I  know  they  dare  not,  'twill  be 

Suet.  Then  haste,  Pctillius,  haste  to  Penius: 
I  fear  the  strong  conceit  of  what  disgrace 
H*  has  pull'd  upon  himself,  will  be  his  ruin; 
1  fear  his  soldiers'  fury  too:  Haste  presently ; 
J  would  not  lose  him  fur  all  Britain.     Give 
him,  Petillius 

Pet.  That  that  shall  choke  him.      [Aiide. 

Suet.  All  the  noble  counsel. 
His  fault  forgiven  tuo,  his  place,  his  honour — 


Pet.  For  me,  I  tliiuk,  as  handsome—* 

[ABide. 

Suet.  All  the  comfort ; 
And  tell  the  soldier,  'twas  on  our  command 
He  drew  not  to  the  battle. 

Pet.  I  conceive,  sir. 
And  will  do  that  shall  cure  all. 

Suet.  Bring  him  with  you  [him ; 

Before  the  queen's  fort,  and  his  forces  with 
There  yon  shall  find  us  following  of  our  con* 
Make  haste !  [quest. 

Pet.  The  best  I  may.    •  [Exit. 

Suet.  And,  noble  gentlemen, 
Up  to  your  companies !  we'll  presently  [done 
Upon  the  queen's  pursuit.     There's  nothing 
'Till  she  be  sciz'd;  withuuther,  nothing  won. 

[Exeunt.     Short  Jlouruih, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Hengo. 
Car.  How  does  my  boy  ? 
Hengo.  J  would  do  well ;  my  heart's  well ; 
I  df)  not  fear. 

Qir.  My  good  hoy  ! 
Hefigo.   I  know,  unch*. 
We  must  all  die ;  my  little  brother  died, 
J  s:iwhim  dio,  and  he  died  smiling;  sure 
There's  no  great  pain  in't,  uncle.     But  'pray 

tell  me. 
Whither  must  we  go  when  we're  dead  ? 

Car.  Strange  questions  !  —         [sv^  cctness 
Why,  to   the  blessed'st   place,  buy— Evtr- 
Aod  happiness  dwells  there. 
Hengo.  Will  ynu  come  to  me  ? 
Car.  Yes,  my  sweet  hoy. 
Hengo.  Mine  aunt  too,  and  my  cousins? 
Car.  All,  my  good  child. 
Uetigo.  No  Romans,  uncle? 
Car.  No,  boy.  [there. 

Hengo.  I  should  be   loath   to  meet  them 
Car.  No  ill  men, 
That  li\e  by  violence,  and  strong  oppression, 
Conie  thither;  'tis   for  those  the  gods  love, 
good  men. 
Htngo.  Wliy,  then,  I  care  not  when  I  go, 
for  surely 
T  am  persuaded  they  love  me :  I  never 
Blaspiiem'd  'em,  uncle,  nor  transgress'd  my 
I  always  said  my  prayers.  [parents  «; 

Car.  Thou  shalt  go  then. 
Indeed  thou  shalt. 

Hengo.  When  they  please. 
Car.  That's  my  good  buy  ! 
Art  thou  not  weary,  liengo? 

Hengo.  Weary,  uncle?  [armour, 

I've  heard  you  say  you've  march'd  all  day  in 
Car.  1  have,  boy. 
Hengo.  Am  not  I  your  kinsman? 


«9  Transgress'd  mi/  parents.]  The  sense  here  is  clear,  though  the  phrase  be  unusual :  How- 
ever, we  find  it  occur  again  in  Women  Pleas'd,  act  iii.  sc.  1.  Belviderc  says  to  her  mother 
the  Duchess, 

* You  are  too  roval  to  me, 

*  To  me  that  have  so  foolishly  transgressed  i/quJ        Sampson. 
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Car.  Yes.  [you 

Hcngo.  And  am  not  I  as  fully  allied  unto 
III  those  brave  things,  as  blood  r 

Car.  ThoU  art  too  tender. 

Hen  go.  To  go  upon  my  legs  ?  they  were 
made  to  bear  me.  [son, 

J  can  play  twenty  mile  a-day;  I  see  no  rea- 
But,  to  preserve  my  country  and  myself, 
]  should  march  forty. 

Car.  What  woaldst  thou  be  living 
To  wear  a  man's  strength  ? 

Heugo,  Why,  a  Caratach, 
A  Uoman-hater,  a  scourge  sent  from  Heaven 
To  whip  these  proud  thieves  from  our  king- 
dom.    Hark ,  \^Drum, 
Hark,  uncle,  haik  !  I  hear  a  drum. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  people  to  the  door, 
Judas.  Beat  softly, 
Softly,  I  say ;  theyVe  here.  W^ho  dare  charge? 

1  Sold.  He 
That  dares  be  knocked  o*  th*  head :  Til  not 
cpnie  near  him. 
Judas.  Retire  again,  and  watch  then.  How 
he  stares ! 
ir  has  eyes  would  kill  a  dragon.     Mark  the 

boy  well ; 
If  we  could  take  or  kill  him— A  pox  on  ye. 
How  iierceye  look  !  See,  how  he  broods  the 

boy ! 

The  devil  dwells  in's  scabbard.  Back,  I  say ! 

Apace,  apace !  h'  has  found  us.  {They  retire. 

Car.  Vio  ye  hunt  us? 

llengu.  Uncle,  good  uncle,  see  I  the  thin 

sturv'd  rascal,  [thickets : 

The  eating  Roman,  see  where  he  thrids  the 

Kill  him,  dear  uncle,  kill  him !  one  good  blow 

To  knock  his  brains  into  his  breech;  strike's 

head  off. 
That  I  may  piss  in's  face. 

Car.  Do  ye  make  us  foxes  ? 
Here,  hold  my  charging-staff,  and  keep  the 

place,  boy ! 
I  am  at  bay,  and  like  a  bull  FU  bear  roe. 
Stand,  stand,  ye  rogues,  ye  squirrels!  [Ejit. 

^Hengo.  Now  he  pays  Vm; 
Oh,  tiiat  I  had  a  man's  strength  ! 

Enter  JudaSy  ^c, 

Judas.  Here's  the  boy; 
Mine  own,  I  thank  my  fortune. 

Hengo.  Uncle,  uncle ! 
Famine  ^°  is  fall'n  upon  me,  uncle. 

Judas.  Come,  sir. 
Yield  willingly,  (your  uncle's  out  of  hearing) 
Fll  tickle  your  young  tail  else. 

Hengo.  I  defy  thee. 
Thou  mock-mude  man  of  mat !  Charge  home, 
sirrah ! 
''  Jiang  thee,  base  slave,  thou  shak'st. 

Judas,  Upon  iny  conscience,        [bravely. 
The  boy  will  beat  me !  how  it  looks,  how 


How  confident  the  worm  is!  a^scab*d  boy 
'To  handle  me  thus !  Yield,  or  I  cut  thy  head 
off. 
Hengo,   Thou  dar'st  not  cut  my  finger; 

here  'tis,  touch  it. 
Judas.  The  boy  speaks  sword  and  buckler] 
'Prithee  yield,  boy ; 
Come,  here's  an  apple,  yield. 

Hengo.  By  Heav'n,  he  fears  me ! 
I'll  give  you  sharper  language :  When,  ye 
When  come  ye  up  ?  [coward, 

Judas.  If  he  should  beat  me 

Hen.  When,  sir? 
I  long  to  kill  thee !  Come,t}tou  canst  not  Vape 

roe; 
I've  twenty  ways  to  charge  the€,twenty  deaths 
Attend  my  bloody  staff. 

Judas.  Sure  'tis  the  devil, 
A  dwarf  devil  in  a  doublet! 

Hengo.  I  have  kill'd 
A  capcain,  sin*ah,  a  brave  captain,  and  whea 
I've  done,  [charge 

I've  kick'd  him  thus.    Look  here ;  see  how  I 
This  staff! 

Judas.  Most  certain  this  boy  will  cut  my 
throat  yet. 

Enter  two  Soldiers  running, 

I  S(fld.  Flee,  flee !  he  kills  us. 
3  Sold.  He  comes,  he  comes ! 
Judas.  I'he  devil  take  the  hindmost  I 

[Exeunt  JudaSf  SfC, 
Hengo,  Run,  run,  ye  rogues,  ye  precious 
ro;;ucs,  ye  rank  rogues ! 
A  comes,  a  conies,  a  comes,  a  comes !  that*^ 

he,  boys ! 
What  a  brave  ci*y  they  make  [ 

Enter  Caratachy  with  a  head. 

Car.  How  does  my  chicken  ? 

Hengo.  'Faith,  uncle,  grown  a  soldier,  a 
great  soldier ; 
For,  by  the  virtue  of  your  charging-staff, 
And  a  strange  fighting  face  I  put  upon't,^ 
Fve  out-brav'd  Hunger. 

Car,  That's  my  boy,  my  sweet  boy  ! 
Here,  h<.  re's  a  Roman's  head  for  thee^ 

Hengo.  Good  provision ! 
Before  I  starve,  my  sweet-fac*d  gj^ntleman, 
I'll  try  your  favour. 

Car.  A  right  complete  soldier  ? 
Come,  chicken,  let's  go.  seek  some  place  of 
strength  [in; 

(The  country's  full  of  scouts)  to  rest  a  while 
Thou  wilt  not  else  \4i  able  to  endure 
The  journey  to  my  country.  Fruits  and  water 
Must  be  your  food  a  while,  boy. 

Hengo.  Anythi^ig; 
I  can  tat  moss,  nay,  I  can  live  on  anger. 
To  vex  these  Romans.  Let's  be  wary,  uncle. 

Car,  I  warrant  thee;  come  cheerfully. 

Hengo,  And  boldly !  [Exeunt, 


^  Famine.']  Metro  ing  Judas,  whom  he.  before  calls  the  thin  starved  rascalj  and  afterwards^ 
Hunger, 

3  K  2 
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Pen.  I  would  thou  hadst,  Petillius! 
J  would  find  someihing  to  forbake  the  world 
with  [quake 

Worthy  the  man  that  dies :  ^  kind  of  earth- 
Thro'  ail  stern  valours  but  mine  own. 

Pet.  1  feel  now 
A  kind  of  trembling  in  me. 

Pen.  Keep  it  still; 
As  thou  iuv'st  virtue,  keep  it. 

Pet.  And,  brave  captani, 
The  great  and  honour'd  Peuius !  ■   — 

Pen.  That  aj;ain ! 
Oh,  how  it  heightens  me!  again, PetiUius ! 

Pet.  Most  excellent  connuander! - 

Pen.  Those  were  mine, 
Mine,  only  mine! 

Pet.  They  are  still. 

Pen.  Then,  to  keep  'cm 
For  ever  falling  more,  have  at  ye !  Heavens, 
Ye  everlasting  powers,  rm  yuurs:  The  work 
is  done,  [Kilh  himse/f. 

That  neither  fire,  nor  ape,  nor  melting  envy  *3, 
8hall  ever  conquer.  Carry  my  last  words 
To  th*  great  genVnl :  Kiss  his  hands,  and  say. 
My  soul  I  give  to  lleav'n,  my  fault  to  justice, 
Which  I  have  done  upon  myself;  my  virtue, 
If  ever  there  was  any  in  poor  Penius, 
Made  more,  and  happier,  light  on  him!  (I 

faint) 
And  where  there  is  a  foe,  I  with  him  fortune. 
I  die :  Lie  ligljtly  on  my  ashes  ^,  gentle  eartlj ! 

[Dks. 

Pet.  And  on  my  sin!  Farewell, great  Pe- 
nius ! 
The  soldier  is  in  fury;  now  Pm  glad 

^Koise  within. 
Tis  dorfe  before  he  comes.  Tlni»  way  for  me, 
The  way  of  toil ;  for  thee,  the  way  of  houour ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Drusius  and  ReguluSy  with  Soldiers. 

Sold.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him! 

Drus.  What  will  ye  do.^ 

Peg.  Good  soldiers,  honest  soldiers 


Sold.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him ! 
I)rus.  Kill  us  first;  we  command  too. 
Reg.  Valiant  soldiers. 
Consider  but  whose  life  ye  seek. — Oh,  Dru- 
.     sius,  [say. 

Bid.  him  be  gone ;  ho  dies  else.— Shall  Rome 
Ye  most  approved  soldiers,  her  dear  children 
Devoured  the  fathers  of  the  fights }  shall  rage 
And  stubborn  fury  guide  those  swords  td 

slaughter. 
To  slaughter  of  their  own,  to  civil  ruin  } 
Drvs.  Oh,    let  'em  in;    all's  done,   all's 

ended,  Regulus;  [diers, 

Penius  has  found  his  last  eclipse.  Come,  sol- 
Come,and  behold  your  miseries ;  come  brave- 
Full  of  your  mutinousand  bloody  angers,  fly. 
And  here  bestow  your  darts.  Oh,  only  iio- 
Oh,  father  of  the  wars !  [nian» 

Reg.  Why  stand  ^e  stupid?  [now 

Where  be  your  kiUmg  furies?  whose  sword 
Shall  first  be  sheath 'd  in  Penius  ?  Do  ye  weepj 
Howl  out,  ye  wretches,  ye  have  cause;  howl 

ever!  [lour 

VVho  shall  now  lead  ye  fortunate?  whose  va- 
Preserve  ve  to  the  glory  of  your  country? 
Who  shaft  inarch  out  before  ye,   crty'd  and 

courted 
By  all  the  mistresses  of  war,  rare,  counsel, 
^uick-ey'd  experience,  and  victory  twin'd  to 

him? 
VVho  shall  beget  ye  deeds  beyond  inheritance 
To  speak  your  names,  and  keep  your  honours 

living. 
When  children  fail,  and  Time,  that  takes 

alt  with  iiim. 
Build  houses  for  ye  to  oblivion  ? 

Drus.  Oh,   ye  poor  dcsp'rate    fools,    uo. 

more  now  soldiers. 
Go  home,  and  hang  your  arms  up;  let  rust 

rot  'em ;  [ers  ! 

And  humble. your  stern  valours  to  soft  pray-* 
For  ye  have  sunk  tlie  frame  of  all  your  vir- 
tues; [ever. 
The  sun  that  warm'd  your  bloods  is  set  for 


'3  Melting  envi/.]  This  epithet  seems  a  little  stiff  and  obscure.  It  was  a  custom  of  the 
Romans  to  deface  the  marble,  and  melt  down  the  brazen  statues  of  those  who  were  become 
detestable  to  them ;  and  to  the  melting  of  these  brazen  o^ies  this  epithet  must  refer.     Seaurd. 

We  do  not  etiter  into  Seward's  explauation  of  this  epithet.  The  Poets  seem  to  mean  to 
refer  to  Ovid's, 

■  «  guod  nee  Javis  ira,  nee  ignis, 

JVipc  poieritjerrum,  nee  edax  abolere  vetustos. 

*<  Lie  lightly  on  my  askes^  gentle  earth.]  In  the  beautiful  Ode  to  the  Memory  of  Col. 
George  ViUiers,  drowned  in  the  river  Piava,  in  the  county  of  Friuli,  1703,  tlie  autlior,, 
Mr.  Prior,  seems  to  have  been  indebted  to  this  line  for  the  thought  in  the  following; 

*  Lay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  a  grave ; 

*  (The  only  honour  he  can  now  receive) 

'  And  fragfaot  mould  upon  his  body  throw ; 

*  And  plant  the  warrior  laurel  o'er  his  brow  : 

*  Light  lie  the  earth ;  and  flourish  green  the  bough/ 
So  also  Mr.  Pope,  in  the  Elegy  to  the  Memory  of  an  Unfortunate  Lady  : 

*  What  tho*  no  sacred  earth  allow  thee  room, 

*  Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  thy  tomb, 

*  Yet  shall  thy  grave  with  rising  flow'rs  be  drest, 

*  And  the  greco  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breas(.*      '  R. 
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111  kiss  thy  honour'd  chefek.    Farewell,  gi^at 

Peoiusy 
Thou  thunder-bolty  farewell  I — ^Take  up  the 

body: 
Tomorrow  mourning  ss  to  the  camp  convey  it, 
There  to  receive  due  ceremonies.    That  eye 
That  blinds  himself  with  weeping,  gets  most 

glory.  [Exeunt  with  a  dead  inarch, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Suetonivs,  Junius,  Decitis,  Demetrius, 
Curius,  and  Soldiers :  Bonduca,  two  Daugh' 
terSy  and  Nennius  above.  Drum  and  colours 

.  Suei,  Bring  up  the  catapults,  and  shake 

the  wall ; 
We  will  not  be  out-brav'd  thus. 

Nen.  Shake  the  earth,  [rams, 

Ye  cannot  shake  our  souls.     Bring  up  your 

.  And  with  their  armed  heads  make  the   fort 

totter, 
Ye  do  but  rock  us  into  death.       [£r*7  Nen. 

Jan.  See,  sir. 
See  the  Icenian  queen  in  all  her  glory,   [ing. 
From  the  strong  battlements  proudly  appear^ 
As  if  stie  meant  to  u;ive  us  lashes  1 
.    Dec,  Yield,  queen. 

Bond.  I'rn   unacquainted   with    that  lan- 
guaiic,  Roman.  [mercy; 

Suet,  Yield,  honoured  lady,  and  expect  our 
We  lore  thy  nobleness.  [-'^-f*'  Decius. 

Bond.  I  thank  ye !  ye  say  well ; 
But  mercy  and  love  are  sins  in  Rome  and  hell. 

Suet.  You  cannot  'scape  our  strength ;  you 
roust  yield,  lady; 
You  must  adore  and  fear  the  power  of  Rome. 

Bond.  If  Rome  be  earthly,  why  should  any 
knee 
With  bending  adoration  worship  her? 
She's  vicious;  and,  your  partial  selves  confess, 
Aspires  the  heii;ht  of  all  impiety ; 
Tlierefure  'tis  fitter  I  should  reverence 
The  thatched  houses  where  the  Britons  dwell 
In  careless  mirth  ;  where  the  bless'd  house- 
hold gods 
See  nought  but  chaste  and  simple  purity, 
^fis  not  hiijh  po^cr  tliat  makes  a  place  divine, 
^ior  that  the  men  from  gods  derive  their  line; 
But  sacred  tljoughts,  in  holy  bosoms  stor'd, 
Make  people  noble,  and  the  place  ador'd. 

Suet.  Boat  the  wall  deeper  ! 

Bond.  Beat  it  to  the  centre. 
We  will  not  sink  one  thought. 

Suet.  I'll  make  ye. 

Bond,  No. 

2  Dough.  Oh,  mother,  these  are  fearful 
hours;  speak  gently 

Enter  PetilliuSy  who  whispers  Suetonius. 

To  these  fierce  men,  they  will  afford  ye  pity. 

Bond*  Pity?    Thou  fearful  girl,   'tis   for 

those  wretches  [less  ? 

*ri)at  misery  makes  tame.   Wouldst  thou  live 


Wast  not  thou  born  a  princess?  Can  ray 

blood, 
And  thy  brave  father's  spirit,  suffer  in  theo 
So  base  a  separation  from  thyself. 
As  mercy  from  these  tyrants?  Thou  lov'st 
lust  sure,  [beauty 

And  lonv*st  to   prostitute  thy    youth   and 
To  conmion  slaves  for  bread.     Say  they  had 
The  devil  a  relenting  conscience,       [mercy, 
The  lives  of  kin«»s  rest  in  their  diadems, 
Which  to  their  bodies  lively  souls  do  give. 
And,  ceasing  to  be  kings,  they  cease  to  live. 
Shew  such  another  fear,  and,  by  the  Gods, 
rU  fling  thee  to  their  fury. 
Suet.  He  is  dead  thenr  [sir, 

Pet.  I  think  so  certainly ;  yet  all  my  meanS| 

Even  to  the  hazard  of  my  life 

Suet.  No  more: 
We  must  not  seem  to  moura  here. 

Enter  Decius, 

Dec.  There's  a  breach  made ; 
Is  it  your  will  we  charge,  sir? 

Suet.  Once  more,  mercy, 
Mercy  to  all  that  yield  ! 

Bond.  1  scor;i  to  answer ; 
Speak  to  him,  t;irl,  and  hear  thy  sister. 

1  Daugh.  General,  [me# 

Hear  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upon 
Directly  in  my  face,  my  woman's  face, 
Whose  only  beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  ye; 
See  with  thy  narrowest  eyes,  thy  sharpest 

wishes. 
Into  my  soul,  and  see  what  there  inhabits; 
See  if  one  fear,  one  shadow  of  a  terror. 
One  paleness  dare  appear  but  from  my  anger, 
To  lay  hold  (Ai  your  mercies.     No,  ye  fools, 
Poor  forrune's  fools,  we  were  not  born  for 

triumphs. 
To  follow  your  gay  sports,  and  fill  your  slaves 
With  hoots  and  acclamations. 

Pet.  Brave  behaviour! 

1  Davgh.  The  children  of  as  great  as  Rome^ 

as  noble,  [envy, 

Our  names  before  her,  and  our  deeds  her 

Must  we  gild  o'er  your  conquest,  make  your 

state, 
That  is  not  fairly  strong,  but  fort»mate?  [ye^ 
No,  no,  ye  Romans,  we  have  ways  to  scape 
To  niakeye  poor  again,  indeed  our  prisoners, 
And  stick  our  triumphs  full. 

Pet.  'Sdeath,  I  shall  love  her. 

1  Daugh,  To  torture  ye  with  suffering,  like 
our  slaves; 
To  make  ye  curse  our  patience,  wish  the 

world 
Were  lost  again,  to  win  us  only,  and  esteem 
The  end  of  all  ambitions. 

JBanrf.  Do  ye  wonder  ?  [tune; 

We'll  make  our  monuments  in  spite  of  for- 

In  spite  of  all  your  eagles'  wings,  we'll  work 

A  pitch  above  ye;  and  from  our  height  we'll 

stoop 


^  Tamorrou  morning.]  The  variation  io  the  text  is  recommended  io  the  edition  of  1750. 
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[Act  4.  Scene  4. 


As  fearless  of  your  bloody  soars,  and  ftjrt'ii- 
As  if  \vc  prey'd  on  hcartlc&s  doves.       [imtc, 

Suet.  Strange  stiffness ! 
Deriiis,  tio  cliar^  tl»e  breach.  [Exit  Decius. 

Bond.  Chariie  it  home,  lioman  ;      fnius? 
We  shall  deceive  thee  else.     \Vlicre*s  Neu- 

Enter  NcnniuK. 

Nen.  llipyVe  made  u  iniglity  breach. 
Bond.  Stick  in  tliy  body, 
And  make  it  }20od  hut  half  an  hour. 
Nan.  I'll  do  it.  ,  . 

1  Paifgh.  And  then  be  sure  to  die. 
Nen.  It  shall  go  liard  else.,      i 

Bond,  rarowell,  with  all  itiy  heart !    We 
ithixW  meet  yonder, 
Where  tew  of  these  nmst  come. 

Nen.  G*mIs  take  thee,  lady  !       [Erit  Nen. 
Bond,  liring  )ip  the  swords,  and  poison. 

F.nter  one  with  iwt>rd»  and  a  great  cup. 

i2  D(iu*:k.  Oh,  my  fortune! 

Bond:  Ilow,  how,  ye  whore?  fyou; 

'2  Daufih.  Go<»d  m'otlicr,  nothing  to  otftud 
*,    Bond.  Here,  weiich. 
Behold  us,  Romans ! 

Suet.  Mercy  yet.   , 
.  Br;w</.  No  talkini;!  [pi-dvers, 

Pnff!  there  i;oes  all  your  pity  Coine,  short 
And  let'^ dispatch  the  business!  You  begin; 
Shriuk  noti  i'H  see  you  do't. 

2  Dau^h.  (1|^  gentle  mother! 

Oh,  Romans!  oh,  my  heart!  I  darfc  Hot. 

Suet.  Woman,  woiliau^ 
Unnatiiral  woman  ! 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  persuade  her,  Romans ! 
Alas,  Tm   young,  and   would  live;     Noble 

mothj^r,  i     ' 

Cao  ye  kill  that  ye  gave  life?  Arc  itiy  years 
Fit  fbr  destruction  ? 

Suet.  Yield,  and  he  a  queen  still, 
A  mother,  and  a  friend. 

Bond    Ye  talk!— Come,  hold  it^ 
Aud  put  it  hotne. 

1  Dauiih.  I'y,  sister,  fv ! 
What  would  you  live  to  he? 

Bond.  A  whore  still? 

'2  Duu^h.  Mercy  I 

Suet.  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  womiin  ! 

'2  Daugh,  Mercy,  mother ! 
Ol),  whither  will  you  sctid  me?  I  was  once 
Your  darling,  your  di.'li^ht. 

Bond.  Oh,  i;od!> !  fear  in  my  family  ? 
Do  it,  and  nobly. 

*i  Dovgfi.  Oh,  do  not  frown  then. 

1  Daugh.  I)o  it,  worthy  sifter;         [j^u. 
Tis  nothing;  'tis  a  pleasure:  Wt*ll  go  wfth 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  if  I  knew  but  whither  ! 
1  Daugh    To  thif  blessed  ; 

Where  we  shall  meet  our  father 

S,'ut.  Woman! 

Bond.  Talk  not. 

1  Daugh.  Wlicre  nothinj:  but  true  joy  is — 

Bond.  That's  a  uood  wench  ! 
Mii/e  own  sweet  ^irl!  put  it  clotw  to  the^. 


2  Davgh.  Oh,  .  . 

Comfortine  still,  for  Tlrav'n's  sake. 

1  Daugh,  Where  eternal 

Our  youths  arc,  aud  our  beauties;  where  no 

wars  come, 
Nor  lustful  sUves  to  ravish  us. 

2  Daugh,  That  steels  me ; 

A  long  farewell  to  this  world !  [Dit$. 

Bond.  Good;  I'll  help  thee. 

1  Daugh.  The  next  is  mine.     Shew  me  a 
Roman  lady  .      fnour; 

In  all  your  stories,  dare  cio  this  for  her  ho- 
They  arc  cowards,  eai  coals  like  compeird 
Ybnr great  saint,  Lucrcce,  [cats; 

Died  not  for  honour;  Tarquin  tupther  well, 
And,  mad  she  could  not  hold  him,  bled. 

Pet.   By  Heaven, 
1  am  in  love!  I'd  give  an  hundred  pound  now 
But  to  lie  with  this  woman's  behaviour.  Oh^ 
the  devil ! 

1  Duugh.  Ye  shall  see  me  example :  All 
your  Roinc^ 
If  I  were  proud  and  lov*d  ambition. 
If  I  Were  lustful^  nil  your  ways  of  pleasure, 
If  I  were  greedy,  all  the  wealth  ye  conqufer— 

Bond.  Make  haste. 

1  Daugh.  1  will. — Could  not  entice  to  live. 
But  two  short  liours,  this  frailty.  Would  ye 

Ivarn 
Itow  to  die  bravely,  Romans,  to  flSni;  off 
I'liis  case  of  flesh,  lose  all  vour  cares  for  ever? 
Live  as  we  have  done,  well,  and  fear  tbe  gods: 
Hunt  honour,  and   not  nations,  with  yout 
^.       swords ;  [high ; 

Keep  vour  minds  humble,  your  devotions 
So  :>lulil  ye  learn  the  nohlest  part,  to  die. 

[DifM. 

Bond.  I  come,  wench.— To  ye  all,   Fate'i 
haliguien,  you 
Thiil  ea^e  the  aged  destinies,  and  cut 
The  threads  of  kingdoms  as  they  draw  *em ! 
here,  [Cajsar 

Here  m  a  draught  would  ask  no  less  than 
To  pledge  il  for  the  glory's  sake ! 

Cur.  (in-at  lady  ! 

Suet.  Make  np  tour  own  conditions. 

Bond.  So  we  will. 

Suet.  Stay ! 

Dent.  Sftiy ! 

Suet,  Ik  un>  thing. 

Bond,  A  Si»i»)l,  Suetonius, .  >^ 

Whet)  thoit  slialt  fear,  and  i\\^  like  a  slave. 
Ye  fools,  [coiiqoer'di 

Ye  should  have  tied  up  death  first,  wlien  ye 
Ye. sweat  for  us  in  vain  else  :  See  him  here, 
li6*s  Ours  still,  and  our  frirfjd;  laughs  at 

your  pities; 
And  we  command  hfm  with  as  easy  reins 
.As  do  our  enemies. — J  feel  the  poison. — 
Poor  vanqinsh*d  Romans,  with  what  mutcb-- 

less  tortures 
Could  I  now  rack  ye!  But  I  pity  ye. 
Desiring  to  die  quiet:  Nay,  so  much 
I  hale  to  prosecute  my  victory. 
That  I  w  ill  give  yc  counsel  ere  I  di«: 


Act  5.  Scene  1.] 
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If  you   will  keep  your  laws   and  empire 

Place  in  your  Roauui  flesh  a  Britoa  soul. 

[Dies. 
Enter  Decius, 

Suet,  Desperate  and  strange ! 
pec.  Tis  won,  sir,  and  the  Britons 
AU  put  to  th*  sword. 


.  Suet,  Give  her  fair  funera) ; 
She  was  truly  noble,  and  a  queen. 

Pet,  Pox  take  it, 
A  love-maiige  grown  upon  me  ?  Whata  spirit ! 

Jun,  I'm  glad  of  this !  IVe  found  you. 

Pet,  In  my  belly, 
Oh,  how  it  tumbles ! 

Jun.  YegoodgodS)  Ithailkye!  [!tre^iUn 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  t. 

lOaratach  upon  a  rock,  and  Hengo  Ijj^  him 

sleeping. 

tar.  'pHUS  we  afflicted  Britons  climb  for 

"*•      safeties, 
And  to  avoid  ourdangersise^kdestnictions; 
Thus  we  awake  to  sorrows.  Oh,  thou  wonlan, 
Thou  agent  for  ndversitic^  what  cones 
This  day  beMng  to  thy  improvidence! 
To  Britaine,  by  thy  means,  what  sad  niilld>ns 
Of  widows*  weeping  eyei !  The  strong  miin's 

valour 
Thou  hast  betrayM  to  fury,  the  child's  fortune 
T6  feal",  and  want  of  friends ;  whose  pieties 
Might  wipe  his  mournings  off,  and  budd  his 

sorrows 
A  house  of  rest  by  his  blessed  ancestors': 
The  virgins  thou  hast  robb*d  of  all  their 
wishes  fsongs, 

Kfteted  their  blowing  hopes,  turned  theii* 
Their  mirthful  marfia(;c-songs,  to  funerals;  • 
The   land    th'  hast   left   a   wilderness  oF 

wretches. — 
The  boy  begins  to  stii- ;  thy  safety  madc^ 
Would  my  soul  were  in  Heav'u ! 

Hengo.  Oh,  noble  uncle, 
Look  out,;  I  dream'd  we  were  betray'd. 

Car.  No  harm^  boy ; 

[A  soft  dead  march  tpithin, 
Tis  but  thy  emptiness  thiit  breeds  these  fan- 
Thon  shalt  have  meat  anon.  fcies: 

Hengo,  A  little,  uncle,  [those^ 

And   I  sh.ill  hold  out  bravely.; — What  are 
(Look,  uncle,  look  !;  those  multitudes  that 

march  there  ? 
They  corae  upon  us  stealing  by. 

C5ir.  Isee  'em; 
And  prithee  be  not  fearful. 
,    Hengo,  Now  you  hate  me; 
'Would  I  were  dead  ! 

Car,  Thou  know'st  I  love  thee  dearly. 

Hengo.  Did  I  e'er  shrink  yet, uncle?  Were 
I  a  man  now, 
I  should  be  angry  with  yoii. 

Enter  Drusius,  ReguluSy  and  Soldiers,  with 
Peniu$*M  hearse,  drufns  and  colours'. 
Car.  My  sweet  chicken  ! — 
See,  they  have  reach'd  us;  and,  a^  it  seem^^ 
tliev  bear 
Vol.  il.  8 


Some  soldier's  body,  by  their  solemn  gestures , 
And  sad  solemnities;  it  well  appears  too 
To  be  of  eminence.^-Most  wordiy  soldiers. 
Let  rane  entreat  your  knowledge  to  inform  me 
What  noble  body  that  is  which  you  bear 
With  such  a  sad  and  ceremonioos  grief. 
As  if  ye  meant  to  wooe  the  world  and  Nature 
To  be  iii  Iqve  i^ith  deAth?  Most  honourable 
ficcUent  Romans,  by  iamr  ancient  valours. 
As  ye  love  fame,  resolve  me ! 

Sold.  Tis  the  bikly 
Of  the  great  captain  Penias;  by  himself 
Made  cold  and  spiritless. 
.   Car.  Oh,  stay,  ye  Romans, 
Bv  the  religion  which  ye  owe  those  gods 
That  lead  ye  on  to  victories  I  by  those  elorres 
Whidk  made  even  pride  a  irihue  in  ye ! 

Dmi.  Stay; 
What's  thy  will;  CHratach  I 
.  Cur.  Set  down  the  body;  . 
The  body  of  the  noblest  of  all  Romans ; 
As  ye  expect  an  offering  at  your  graves 
From  your  friends*  sorrows,   set  it  dowit 

awhile, 
That  with  your  griefs  an  enemy  may  miiigie; 
(A  noble  eneniy,  that  loves  a  soldier) 
And  lend  a  tear  to  Virtue !  Ev'il  your  foes, 
Voiii:  wild  foes,  as  youcall'd  uSyareyetstor'd 

With  fair  afiectioils,  oiir  heirts  fresh*  our 
spirits,  [dies, 

Tho'  sometime  stubborn,  yet  when  Virtue 

Soft  and  relenting  as  a  virgintt  prayeiv  i    ' 

Oh,  set  it  down  ! 

Drus,  Set  down  the  body,  soldiers.. 
Car.  Thou  hallow'd  relidc,  thou  rich  dia^ 
moud 

Cut  with  thine  o^n  duSt;  ihdu  for  whoso 
widie  fame 

The  world  appears  too  iiarrow,  man's  alt 
thoughts, 

Had  they  all  tohgues,  too  silent;  thuii  t  bow 

To  thy  most  hbnour'd  ashes !  Thb'dn  i^nemy; 

Yet  fiiend  to  all  thy  worths,  sleep  peaceably; 

Happiness  crown  thy  soul,  and  in  thy  earth 

Some  laurel  fix  his  seat,  ther^  gh)w  Imd  flou^ 
risH, 

And  make  thy  gfate  kn  everlasting  triumph ! 

Farewell  all  glbi-ioiis  wars,  now  thou  art  gone; 

And  hbuest  arms,  adieu !  All  noble  battles; 

Maintain'd  in  thirst  of  honour,  not  of  blood; 

Farewell  for  ever ! 
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f  Act  5.  Scf^ne  i- . 


Bengd,  Was  this  Roman,  unde. 
So  goon  a  man  ?        ' 

Car,  ThoQ  nererknew'st  thj  father. 

Hengo.  He  died  Tore  I  was  bom. 

Car.  This  worthy  Roman 
^as  such  another  piecfe  of  endless  honoaf, 
Such  §  brave  soul  dwelt  in  him ;  their  pro- 
portions 
And  faces  were  not  much  unlike,  boy.    Ex- 
cellent nature ! 
See  how  it  works  into  his  eyes !  mine  own  boy ! 

Hengo.  The  multitudes  of  these  men,  and 

th«ir  fortunes,  [goodness — 

Cotild  never  make  me  fear  yet;  one  man's 

Cur.  Oh,  now  thou  pleasest  me;  weep  still, 
my  child. 
As  if  thou  saw'st  fne  dead  I  with  such  a  flux 
Orilood  of  sorrow,  still  tliou  pleasest  me. 
And,  worthy  soldiers,  'pray  receive  these 

pledges, 
The^  hatchments  of  our  griefs,  and  grace  us 

so  much 
To  plaoe  *enl  on  his  hearse.  Now,  if  ye  please. 
Bear  off  the  noble  burden ;  raiSb  his  pile 
High  as  Olympus,  making  Heav'n  to  wonder 
To  see  a  star  upon  earth  out-shining  theirs : 
And  ever4olrea,  ever-living  be 
Thy  honour*d  and  most  sacred  memory! 

brus.  Thou  hast  done  honestly,  good  Ca- 

ratach^  [Romans 

And  when  thou  diest,  a  thousand  virtuous 

Shall  sing  thy  soal  to  Heaven.     Now  march 

on,  soldTiers.      [Exeunt.  A  dead  march. 

Car.  Now  dry  thine  eyes,  my  boy. 

Hengo,  Are  they  all  gone f 
I  could  have  wept  thisJiour  yet. 

Car,  Come>  take  cheer. 
And  raise  thy  spirit,  child ;  if  but  this  day 
Thou  canst  bear  out  thy  faintness,  the  nij^ht 
rU  fashion  our  escape.  [commg 

Hengo.  Tray  fear  not  me; 
Indeed  I'm  very  hearty. 

Cor.  Be  so  still ; 
His  mischiefs  lessen,  that  controls  his  ill. 

[Ejceunt. 

S|pENE  II. 

Enter  Petilliut, 

pd.  What  do  I  ail,  i'  th*  name  of  Heav'n  ? 

I  did  but  see  her,  [strongly, 

And  see  her  die;  she  stinks  by  this  time 
Abominably  stmks.    She  was  a  woman, 
A  thing  I  never  car'd  for ;  but  to  die  so. 
So  confidently,  bravely,-  strongly — Oh,  the 

devil,  [strangely, 

I  have  the  hots !  by  Heaven,  she  scom'd  us 


All  we  could  do,  or  durst  do ;  threaten'd  (is 
With  soch  a  nobfe  anger,  and  so  goverti'd 
V^ith  such  a  fiery  spirit — The  plain  hots'* ! 
A  pox  upon  the  W)ts,  the  love-bots !  Hang  me. 
Hang  me  ev'n  out  o*  th  way,  directly  hang  mt* ! 
ph,  penny  pipers,  and  most  painful  pennch§ 
Of  bountiful  new  ballads,  what  a  subject^ 
What  a  sweet  subject  tbr  your  silver  Sounds, 
Is  ctept  upon  ye  *7  \ 

Enter  Junius. 
Jun.  Here  is  he;  have  at  him  I       [Sings. 
She  set  the  sword  unto  her  breast^ 

Great  pity  it  was  to  see. 
That  three  drops  of  her  life- warm  blood 
^  Run  trickling  down  her  knee. 

Art  thou  there,  bonny  boy  ?  And  i  faith  how 
I       dost  thou  ? 

!    Pet.  Well,  gramercy ;  how  dost  thou  ?  H'as 
]       found  me. 

Scented  me  out ;  the  shame  the  devil  ow'd  me, 
ir  as  kept  his  day  with.     And  what  news, 
Jumus? 

;   Jun.  It  was  an  old  tale  ten  thousand  times 
told. 
Of  a  young  lady  was  turn'd  into  mould, 
Her  life  it  was  lovely,  her  death  it  was 

'  bold. 

• 

;   Pet.  A  cruel  rogue!  now  he  has  drawn 
1       pursuit  on  me**. 

He  hunts  me  like  a  devil.    No  more  sinjrinjj  ? 
Th*  hast  got  a  cold :  Come,  let's  go  drink 
I       some  sack,  boy. 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Pet.  Why  dost  thou  laugh  ? 
What  mare  s  nest  hast  tliou  found ? 

Vun.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  cannot  laugh  alone  i  Dccius !  Demetrius ! 
Curiiis  !  oh, my  sides!  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
The  strangest  jest ! 

Pet.  'Prithee  no  more. 

Jun.  The  admirablest  fotiling ! 

Pet.  Thou  art  the  prettiest  fellow  ! 

Jun.  Sirs! 

Pet.  Why,  Junius ! 
'Prithee  away,  sweet  Junius? 

Jun.  Let  me  sing  then. 

Pet,  Whoa,  here's  a  stir  now  !  Sing  a  soii^ 
o' sixpence! 
By  Heaven,  if— 'prithee — pot  on't,  Junius ! 

Jun.  I  must  eitlier  sing  or  lau<;ii. 

Pet,  And  what's  your  reason  ? 

Jun,  What's  that  to  you? 

Pet,  And  I  mubt  whistle. 

Jun.  Do  so. 
Oh,  I  hear  *em  coming. 


^  Bots.  See  note  ^  on  The  Humourous  Lieutenant. 


^  Crept  upon  ye.]  Sympson calls  this  nonsense,  and  reads,  *  crept  upon  ME;' '  for,'  says  he, 
'^love  was  not  crept  upon  themy  but  himse^J    Petillius  means,  *  Wliat  a  sweet  subject  is 


fallen 


in  ifour  way 


P' 


^  W  a$  dravn  pursde  iron  me.]  What  strange  stuff  is  this?  By  a  small  change  of  letters 
tod  a  comma,  I  hope  I  have  restored  this  place  to  its  ancient  purity.        Sevard, 
First  folio  says,  '  now  h'  has  drawn  pursue  on  me/ 


/. 


ll  « 


.Mt 


Act  5.  Scene  «.]  JHE  TRAGEDY  OF  BQNDUCA. 

>  .     f"     -     ■    -  I 

Pe^.  I'vealiuleJiMisiiies^.  •  ou      • 

Jim..  T^  bbalt  not  go,  believe  it:  What  J 

a  gentleman  j 

pr  thy  sweet  conversation  ?  ' 

Pet,  Captain  Junius,  j 

Sweet  captain,  let  me  go  with  all  celerity ! 

Things  arc  not  always  one;  and  do  notqae»-^' 

tioQ,  [ditties, 

■Nor  jeer,  nor  gibe :  None  of  your  doleful 

Nor  your  sweet  conversation ;  you  will  Hnd 

I  qiay  be  anger*d.  [then 

'Ju9.  By  no  means,  Pedllius ; 
Anger  a  man  that  never  knew  paision  ? 
Tis  roost  impossible :  A  noble  captain, 
A  wise  and  generous  gentleman  ? 
"'  Pet,  Tom  Puppy, 
^ave  this  way  to  abuse  me :  I  have  found 
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ydn,  [you. 

iPut,  for  your  mother's  sake,  I  wi)l  forgive 
Your  subtile  understandiug  way  discover, 
As  you  think,  some  trim  toy  to  make  you 

merry,  .  [to't; 

Some  straw  to  tickle  you;  but  do  not  trust 
YouVe  a  young  man,  and  may  do  well;  be 
Carry  yourself  discreetly.  [sojbeir, 


.  Enter  Deciuff  Demctriu$,  and  Curhu, 

Jun,  Yes,  forsooth. 

J}em.  liow  does  the  brave  Petillius? 

Jun,  Monstrous  merry. 
We  two  were  talking  what- a  kind  ^f  thing, 
\  wi^s  when  1  was  in  love  '^  what  a  strange 

monster 
«For  little  boys  and  girls  to  wonder  at; 
How  like  a  fool  1  look'd ! 
'  Dec,  So  they  do  ail, 
Ijkc  great  dull  slavering  fools. 

Jun.  Petillius  saw  too. 

Pet.  Na  more  of  this;  'tis  scurvy;  pi|ace ! 

Jun.  How  nastily. 
Indeed  how  beastly,  all  I. did  became  me ! 
How  I  forgot  to.  blow  my  nose!  'Inhere  he 

stands. 
An  honest  and  a  wise  man;  if  himself 
(I  dare  avouch  it  boldly,  lor  I  know  itj 
hbould  lind  himself  in  love— 

Pet.  I'n\  angry. 

Jun.  Surely 
His  wise  self  would  hang  his  beastly  self; 
His  understanding  self  so  mawl  bis  ass  self — 

£>€€.  He's  bound  to  do  it;  for  he  knows 
*  tlie  follies, 
The  poverties,  and  baseness,  that  belongs  to*t; 
H'  has  read  upon  the  reformations  long. 

Pet.  He  has  so. 

Jun,  'Tis  true,  and  hemustdo't:  Nor  is 
it  fit  indeed 
Any  such  coward 

Pet.  You'll  leave  prating? 

Jun.  Should  dare 
Come  near  tl»e  regiments^, especially 
Those  curious  puppies  (for  believe  there  are 
such)  [whelps. 

That  only  love  behaviours  ;  Those  arc  dog- 


Dwindle  away  because  a  mwntm  i}es  well; 
Commit  with  passions  only;  fornicate 
^  With  the  free  spidt  merely.  ^  You,  Petillius, 
Fof  you  have  long  observ'd  the  %yorld— 

Pet.  Dost  thou  hear?      . 
Ill  beat  thee  damnably  witliin  these  three 
hours!  [Jack-daws  f 

Go  pray ;  may  be  I'll  kill  thee.    Farewell, 
Dec.  What  a  strange  thing  he'se^own  !•• 

[Exit  Pet. 

Jun.  I'm  glad  he  19  so; 
Anil  stiange^  he  shaU  be  before  I  leave  him. 

Cvr,  I»^  possible  her  mere  death— ^ 

Jun.  X  observ*4  him. 
And  found  him  taken,  in6nitely  takeoj^ 
With  lier  bravery ;  I  have  followed- him, 
Andaeen  him  kiss  hi|  sword  smce,  cciAik^his 

;   scabbard^  [treai ; 

Call  dicing  dainty  dear,  her  brave  mind  mis- 
Castlng.a  thousand  ways  to  give  iho^  forms. 
That  b^  might  lie  with  'em,  and  get  old  ar- 
mours. •  '.  •   * 
He  bad  got  meo'  th'  hip  once;  it  shall  go 

hardj  friends, 
But  he  sbedl  find  his  owi\  coin. 


.    .  Enter  Macer. 
Dec.  How  now,  Macer  ? 
Is  Judas  yet  come,  yi? 

J^ter  Judas. 

Macer.  Ye%  and  has  lost 
Most  of  his  men  too.    Here  he  i^         ' 

Cur.  :Whatnews?;      ...  [vlares! 

Jud,  I've  lodg'd  him ;  ronse  him,  he  that 

Dem.  Wheec,  Judas?' 

Judas.  On  a  steep  rock  i*  th*  woodflF,  the> 
boy  too  with  him;  [gentlemen. 

And  there  lio swears  be'll'keep  his  Christmas, 
\But^  W  will  «come  away  with  full  conditions, 
Biravely,  and  like  a  liriton.    He  paid  part 
oi  us:  -   '      [p«rt^ 

Yet  I  think  we  fought  bravely:  For  mine  owu 
I' was  four  several  times  at  half-^word  witli 

him,  '  .       [i«». 

Twice  stood  hispartizan ;  hut 'the  plain,  (jeuth 
He's  a  mere  devil,  and  no  man.    i'-th^  end, 
he  swing'd  us,  '  [witciicraft ; 

And  swing'd  us  soundly  too;  lip  fights  by 
Yet  for  all  diat  I  saw  hnu.lodi;*d. 

-Jfm^  Take  more  men,  [aldti^. 

And  scout  him  round.    M:^;cr,  march  you 
What  victuals  has  he  ?•    • 

Judas.  Not  apiece  pf  biscuit, 
Not  «o  much  as  will  stop*  a  tooth,  nor  water 
More  than  th^  make  themselves:  T4)ey  lie 
Just  like  a  brace  of  bear^whelps,  close,  and 

crafty^  ,     .       .^      .      , 

Socking  tlieir  fingers  for  their  food. 

I>».  Cut  off  then        i-  * 

Alt  hope  of  that  way;  take-suflSfcient  forces. 

Jtfa.  But  use  no  foul  play,  on  your  lives ! 

thatmaa  '     ^'      [hinei. 

That  doe^  him  mischief  by  deceit,  I'll  kill 

3  L  2 
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[Act  5.  Scene  9« 


Maeer,  He  shall  have  fair  play ;  he  de- 
serves it 
Judttt,  Hark  ye! 
What  should  I  do  there  then  I  You  are  brave 


captains, 


[virtue ; 


Most  valiant  men:  Go  up  yourselves;  use 
See  what  will  come  on*t ;  pray  the  gentleman 
To  come  down,  and  be  ta^en.     Ye  all  know 
him,  fhim, 

I  think  yeVe  felt  him  too :  There  ye  shall  find 
His  sword  by's  side,  plums  of  a  pound  weight 

by  him. 

Will  make  your  chops  ache:  Yqull  find  it  a 

moi-e  labour  [nest. 

To  win  him  living,  than  climbin|  of  a  ck-ow's 

Dee,  Away,  and  compass  bim ;  we  shall 

come  up  [close. 

I'm  sure  witoin  these  two  hours.  Watch  him 

Maeer.  He  shall  dee  thro'  tlie  air,  if  he 

escape  us. 
Jun,  What's  this  loud  lamentation  ? 

[Sad  noise  with  in. 
Maeer.  The  dead  body  [sir. 

Of  the  great  Peniusis  new  con^e  to  th*  camp, 
Dem.  Dead? 

Maeer,  By  himself,  they  say. 
Jun,  I  fear*d  that  fortune. 
Cur.  Peace  guide  him  up  to  Heaven  ! 
Jun,  Away,  good  Maeer.        * 

[Exeunt  Maeer,  and  Judas. 

Enter  Suetonius^  Drusius,  Regulus,  and 

Petillius. 
Suet.  If  thou  be*st  guiltv. 
Some  sullen  plague,  tnou  hat*st  most,  light; 

upon  thee ! 
The  rc(;iment  return  on  Junius ; 
He  well  deserves  it. 
Pet.  So ! 

Suet,  Draw  out  tli^e  campanies, 
(Yours,  Dccius,  Junius,  and  tl).do,  Petillius) 
And  make  up  instantly  to  Caratach ; 
He's  in  the  wood  before  ye :  Wc  shall  follow, 
After  due  ceremony  done  to  t^*  dead. 
The  noble  dead.    Come,  let's  go  burn  the 
body.  [Ereunt  all  but  Petillius. 

Pet,  The  regiment  giv'n  from  me?  dis- 
graced openl)'  ? 
In  lore  too  with  a  trifie  to  abuse  me  ? 
Amerry  v'orld,a  fine  world  I  serv'd  seven  years 
To  be  an  9ss  o'  both  sides?  sweet  Petillius, 
YouVe  brought  your  hogs  to  a  fine  market ! 

You  are  wise,  sir. 
Your  honourable  hrnin-pan  full  of  crotchets. 
An  understanding  gentleman;  your  projects 
Cast  with  assurance  ever  !  Wouldstuot  thou 
Be  bang*d  about  the  pate,  Petillius?  [now 
Answer  to  that,  sweet  soldier!  surely,  surely, 
I  think  you  would ;  pull'd  by  the  nose,  kick'd  ? 
Hang  thee,  [dom 

Thou  art  the  arrant'st  rascal !.  Trust  thy  wis- 
With  any  thing  of  weight  ?.  (lie  wind  with 
feathers !  [govern  ? 

Out,  you  blind  puppy !  you  command  ?  you 


Dig  for  a  groat  a-day,  or  serve  a  swine-herd. 
Too  noble  for  thy  nature  too ! — I  must  up; ' 
But  what  I  shall  do  there,  let  time  discover. 

[Eiit. 

SCENE  IH. 

Enter  Maeer  and  Judas,  with  meat  and  a. 

bottle. 

Mac^.  Han^  it  p'  th'  side  o*  th'  rock,  as 
tho'  the  Bntons 
Stole  hither  to  relieve  him:  Who  first  venture^ 
To  fetch  it  off,i  is  ours.     I  cannot  see  bim.  . 
Judas.  He  lies  close  in  a  hole  a^ove,  I  know 
it,  ,  fhe. 

Gnawihg  upon  his  anger.    Ha !  no ;  'tis  not 
Maeer.  Tis  but  the  shaking  of  the  boiigh^. 
Judas,  Pox  shake  'em  ! 
I'm  sure  they  shake  me  soundly. — ^There! 
Maeer,  lis  nothing.  [tempest 

Judas.  Make  no  nois^  ;  if  he  stir,  a  deadly 
Of  huge  stoi^es  falls  upoirg.    'lis  done  \ 
away,  close !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Carataeh, 

Car.  Sleep  still,  sleep  sweetjiy,  child  ;  'tis 

all  thou  feed'st  on  f 
No  gentie  Briu:>n  near,  no  valiant  charity, 
To  bring  thee  food  ?  Poor  knave,  thouVt  sick, 

extreme  sick,  [goodness 

Almost  grown  wild  for  meat ;  and  yet  thy 
Will  not  confess,  nor  shew  it.  All  the  woods 
Are  double  lin'd  v^ith  soldiers ;  no  way  left  us 
To  make  a  noble  'scape.  I'll  sit  down  by  thee. 
And,  when  thou  wak'st,  either  get  meat  to 

save  thee, 
Or  lose  my  life  i' th' purchase ;  good  Gods 

comfort  th^e ! 

Enter  Junius,  Deeius,  Petillius,  and  Guide. 

Guide.  You  are  not  far  off  now,  sir. 

Jun.  Draw  the  companies 
The  closest  way  tliro'  the  woods;  we'll  keep 
on  this  way. 

Guide.  J  will,  sir:   Half  a  furlong  more 

you'll  come  [side ; 

Within  the  sight  o'  th'  rock.  Keep  on  the  leh 

You'll  bediscover'd  else:  I'll  lodge  your  com- 

In  the  wild  vines  bevoiid  ye.  [panics 

Dee.  Do  you  mark  him  ? 

Jun.  Yes,  and  am  sorry  for  him. 

Pet.  Junius, 
'Pray  let  nic  speak  two  words  with  you. 

Jun.  Walk  afore; 
I'll  overtake  you  straight. 

Dec.  I  will.  [Exit. 

Jun.  Now, captain? 

Pet,  You  have  oft  told  me,  you  have  lov'd 
me,  Junius. 

Jun.  Most  siire  I  to{d  you  truth  then. 

Pet.  And  that  love 
Should  not  deny  me  any  honest  thing. 

Jun.  It  shall  not. 

Pet,  Dare  you  swear  it  ? 


4ct.S.  Scene  3.] 
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J  have  forgot  all  psissapcs  between  as 
l*bat  have  been  ill,  forgivca  toa;  forget  yons*. 

Jun.  What  would  tliis  man  have  ? — By  the 
Gods,  I  do,  sir, 
80  it  be  fit  to  grant  you. 

Pet.  Tis  most  honest. 

Jun.  W»iy,  then  TU  4b  it. 

Pet.  Kill  mc. 

Jun,  How! 

Tet,  Tray  kill  roe. 

Jun,  Kill  you? 

Pe<.  Ay,  kill mQ quickly,  suddenly; 
Now  kill  ine. 

Jun,  On  whi^  reason  ?  You  amaze  me  ! 

Pet.  If  you  do  love  me,  kill  me;  asl^  rae 
I  would  be  kill'd,  and  by  you.        [not  why: 

Jun,  Mercy  op  me ! 
What  ails  this  man  ?  Pctillius ! 

Pet.  'Pray  you  dispatch  me; 
You  are  not  safe  whilst  I  live ;  I  am  dangerous, 
Troubled  extremely,  ev'u  to  mischief',  Junius, 
An  enemy  to  all  good  men.     Fear  not;;  'tis 
I  shall  kiil  you  else.  [justice; 

Jun,  Tell  mc  but  the  cause,^ 
And  1  will  do  it. 

Pet,  Vm^  disgrac*d,  my  service 
Slighted  and  unrewarded  by  the  genera^, 
hrly  hopes  left  wild  and  naked ;  besidej^these, 
I'm  grown  ridiculous,  an  ass,  a  folly, 
I  dare  not  tr^st  myself  with :.  'Prithee,  kill  me ! 

Jun.  All  these  m^y  be  rede^m*cl  as  ea^My 
As  you  would  heal  your  finger. 
■   Pet,  Nay ^ 

Jun,  Stay,  1*11  do  it ;  [tilliiis, 

You  shall  not  need  your  anger.  But  first,  Pe- 
You  shall  unarm  yourself;  I  dare  not  trust 
A  man  so  bent  to  mischief. 

Pet,  There's  my  sword. 
And  do  it  handsomely. 

Jun.  Yes,  I  will  kill  you,  fyou 

Believe  that  certain ;  but  first  I'll  lay  before 
1'he  most  extreme  fool  you  have  pUy'd  in 

this^ 
The  honour  purpos*d  for  you,  the  great  ho-. 
The  general  intended  you.  [nour 

Pet.  liow? 

Jun.  And  then  Til  kiil  you. 
Because  you  shall  die  miserable.  Know,  sir. 
The  regiment  was  giv'n  me,  hut  'till  time 
Caird  you  to  do  some  worthy  deed,  might  stop 
The  people's  ili  thoughts  of  you  for  lord  Pe- 
nius,  [to  you, 

I  mean  his  dei^th.  How  soon  this  time's  come 
And  hasted  by  Suetonius!  Go,  says  he, 
Junius  and  Decius,  and  go  thou,  Petillius, 
(Distinctly,  thou,  PetiUius)  and  draw  up, 
To  take  stout  Caratach;  there's  the  deed 

purpos'd, 
A  deed  to  take  off  all  faults,  of  all  natures  : 
And  thoUy  PetiUius^  mark  it !  there's  the  ho- 
And  that  done,  all  made  even.  [nour; 

Pet,  Stay ! 


Jun,  No,  I'll  kill  you. 
He  knew  ttiee  absolute,  and  full  in  soldier^ 
Daring  beyon'd  all  dangers,  found  thee  out 
According  to  tlie  boldness  oi  thy  spirit, 
A  subject,  such  a  subject 

Pet.  Hark  youy  Junius! 
I  will  liv^  nomt. 

Jun.  By  no  means. — Woo'd  thy  wortb. 
Held  thee  by  the  chin  up,  as  thou  sunk'st, 
and  sliew*d  thee  [ready. 

How  Honour  held  her  arms  out.  ,Come,make 
Since  you  will  die  an  ass. 

Pet.  Thou  tvilt  not  kill  me? 

Jun.  By  Heaven,  but  I  will,  sir.   1*11  have 
no  man  dangerous 
Live  to  destroy  me  afterward.   Besides,  yoa 
have  gotten  [^^yn 

Honour  enough ;  let  young  men  rise  now. 
i  do  perceive  too  by  the  general,  (which  is 
One  main  cause  you  siiall  die,  howe'er  he 

carry  it) 
Such  a  strong  doting  on  you,  that  I  fear 
You  shall  command  in.  chief;  how  are  we  paid 
Come,  if  you'll  pray,  dispatch  it.         [then  ? 

Pet,  Is  there  no  way  I 

Juju,   Not  any  way  to  live* 

Pet,  I  will  do  ajiy  thing, 
Bedeem  myself  at  any  price:  Grood  Junius, 
Let  me  but  die  upon  the  rock,  but  utter 
My  life  up  like  a  soldier ! 

Jun,  Yo)f  will  seek  tlieu 
To  oul-do  every  man. 

Pet,  Believe  it,  Junius, 
You  shall  go  stroke  by  stroke  with  roe. 

Jun.  You'll  leave  off  too, 
As  you  are  noble,  and  a  soldier, 
For  ever  these  mad  fancies. 

Pet.  Dare  you  trust  me  ? 
By  all  that's  good  and  honest 

Jun.  There's  your  sword  thep.; 
And  now,  come  on  a  new  man :  Virtue  siuidc 
thee!  [Ktvunt. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Hengo,  on  the  roth. 

Car.  Courage,  my  boy  I  1  have  found  meat : 

.    Look,  Ueni^o^  [the*-, 

Look  where  some  blessed  Briton,  to  preserve 
Has  hung  a  little  food  and  di  ink :  Cheer  up, 
Do  not  forsuke  me  now  !  [buy; 

Hengo.  Uh,  uncle,  uncle, 
I  feel  1  cannot  stay  long;  vet  I'll  fetch  it. 
To  keep  your  noble  life.     tJiicle,. I'm  heart- 
And  would  live.  .        [whole. 

Car.  Thou  shalt,  long  I  hope. 

Heng,  But  my  head,  uncle ! 
Metliiuks  the  rock  goes  round. 

EnUr  Alacer  and  Judas, 

Mucer.  Mark  'era  well,  Judas. 
Judat.  Peace,  as  you  love  your  life ! 
Hengo.  Do  not  you  hear 
The  nofsc  of  bells  ? 


^  Forgot  you.]  Amended  in  1750, 
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Gir.  Of  bells,  b6v  ?  Tis  thy  ftocy; 
Alas;  thy  body's  full  of  wind. 

Hengo.  Methinks,  sir,  ^ 

They  ring  a  sUimge  Sad  knell,' a  preparation; 

To  some  near  funefal  of  state :  Nay,  weep: 

not,  "  rsooner.* 

Mine  own  swert  uncle !    you  will  kill  liie 

Car.  Oh,  my  poor  chicken !  '  '    . 

Hengo,  Fy,  faint-heaf ted  ^iidle !  -    J 

Come,  tie  me  in  your  belt;  a^d  let  me  down.i 

Car.  ril  go  myself,  boy. 

Hengo,  No,  as  you  love  liie,  unde ! 
I  will  not  eat  it,  if  I  do  not  fetch  it ;  i 

The  dangier  only  I  desire;  'pray  tie  me.        ' 

Car.  I  iKiH,  and  all  my  care  hayg  o*er  th^!  j 
CoiDe,  child,  *'  j 

My  valiant  child  i 

ifewjgo.  Let  ifae  down  apace,  iinde. 

And  you  shall  sfee  how  like  a  daw  rilwhip  itj 
From  aiUheir  policies;  for 'tis  most  certain  \ 
A  Roman  train :  And  you  mustholdine  suife 
too,  [uncle. 

You'll  spoil  all  else.  IVhen  I  have  brought  it, 

Well  be  as  merry 

Car.  Go,  i'  th'  name  of  HeavVi,  boy  ! 
Hengo.  Quick,  quick,  uncle !  I  have  it. — . 
Car.  What  ail'st  thou?  J^^'l 

[Jiidat  ihoiHt  Hengo.  I 

Hengo.  Oh,  my  best  uncle,  I  am  6hlin  !   I 

Car.  I  see  you,  •  • 

[Cor.  kills  Judui^iiha  $t<me.\ 

And  Heav'n  direct  my  hand !— Destruction   i 


Go  with  thy  coward  soul! — How  dost  thou,| 
h,  villain,  potky  villain  I  [boy  ?^  I 

Hengo.  Oh,  unde,  uncle. 


Oh,  how  it  pricks  me  (am  I  preser\''d  for  thiji^?)  ; 
Extremely  pricks  me !  '  •  | 

Car.  Coward,  rascal  coward ! 
Dogs  e^t  thy  flesh !  '  i 

Hejigo.  Oh,  I  bleed  bai-d;  I  faint  too;; 
■  out  upon*t,  '  I 

How  sick  I  am !— The  lean  rogue,  uncle ! 

Car.  Look,  boy; 
IVe  laid  him  sure'  cnous;h. 

Hengo.  Have  you  knbck'd  his  brains  Out  ? 
Car.  I  warrant  thee  for  stirring  ^bre: 

Cheer  up,  child. 

Hengo.  Hold  my  sides  hard  ;  sto^,  stop ; 

oh,  wretched  fortune. 

Must  wc  part  thus?.  Still  I  grow- sicker,  uncle. 

Car.  Heaven  look  upon  this  noble  child ! 

Hengo.  I  once  hop'd  [Romans 

I  should  h»e  liv'd  to  have  met  these  bloody 

At  my  sword's  point,  to  have  reveng'd  my 

father. 
To  have  beaten  'em.    Oh,  hold  rtic  hard  I 
But,  uncle —  • 

Car.  Thou  shaltlive  still  I  hope,  hoy.  Shall 

I  draw  it  ? 

Hengo.  You  draw  away  my  soul  then ;  I 

would  live 

A  little  longer,  (spare  me.  Heavens !)  but  only 

To  thank  you  for  your  tender  love  !  Good 

Good  noble  uncle^  weep  not  I  [miclc. 


TI|E  TRAGEDY  OF  BO^DUCA.  '  (Ac^  5!  &ene  $, 

Car.  Ob;  my  cfiickesu 
M^r  dear  boy/  what  shul  I  fdse  ? 

Hengo.  Why/afchild, 
Tha(  must  ha\*i^   died  nowiever;  liad  thif 

'scap'd  me, 
Fevor  or  famine— « — t  was  born  to  die,  sir. 

Car.  But  thus  liublown j'  my  boy  ? 

Hengo.  I  go  the  straighter  [yoi» 

My  journey  to  the  gyds.    Sure  I  shall  know 
When  you  come,  unde? 

Car.  Yes,  boy. 
-  -  Hengo.  'And  I  hope  [nesi 

We  shall  enjoy  together  tl\pt  great  ble«ied-t 
routold'thieot. 

Car.  Most  certain,  chjtd. 

Hehgo.  I  grow  cold ;    ' 
Mine  eyes  are  going.    * 

Car.  Lift 'em  up! 

Hengo.  Fray  for  nie ; 
And,  noble  unqle,  when  my  bon<^s  are  a^ihes,^ 
Think  of  your  little  nephew  {  M^rcy  I 

Car.  Mercy!  l 

You  blessed  angelt^^e  hin^ ! 

Hengo.  Km  tAef  litir 
Farewell,  farewell!.  [Diei^ 

Car.  Farewell  (^e  hopes  af  Bi^tain  ! 
Thou  royal  gtaft^  farewell  ^r  ever! — Time 

and  Death,  , 

Ye've  done  y<pur  worst.    Fortpne,  now  sce> 

ndw  proudly  [I^^» 

P!\ick  6ft  thy  veil,  and  view  thy  triumph : 

Loo^  what  th'  hast  brought  t^is  land  to.  Oh, 

fair  flower, 
flow  lovely  yet  t,hy  ruins  shew,  how  sweetly 
Ev'n  di^e'atn  embraces  tlicc!   The  peace  uf 

Heavj^n, 
The  fellowsiiip  of  all  great  souls,  be  with  thee?- 

Enter  Petiltius  and  Junius  on  the  rock. 

Ha!  Dare  ye,  Romans?  Y^  shall  win  me 

bravely.  ' 

ThouVtminel  [Tight, 

Jan.  Mot  yet,  sir. 
Cor.  Breathe  ye,  ye  poor  Romans, 
And  come  up  all,    with  ull  your  aiicieat 

valours; 
Like  a  hou^h  wind  111  shake  your  souls,  and. 
send  'em — 


Enter  Suetonitif,  and  all  tlxJliman  Capiat  ins. 

Suet.  Yield  thee,  bold  (^aratach  I  By  nil  the 
As  I  am  a  soUiicr,  as  I  envy  thee,  [gods, 
I'll  use  thee  iS^e  tiiysclf,  the  valiant  Briton. 

Pet.  Brave  isoldicr,  yidd,  thou  stock  of 
arms  and  honour, 
Thou  tiller  of  ihte  World.with  fame  and  glory ! 

Jun,  Mo$t  worthy  lit^Vi,  well  wooe  thee, 
be  thy  prisoners.  /  [nour, 

Suet.  Excellent  Britoi^^domebut  that  ho- 
That  inore  to  me  than  conquests,  that  true 
To  be  my  friend !  [happiness, 

Ca^.  Oh,  Romans,  see  what  hf.re  is ! 
Had  this  b<iy  liv'd [sake. 

Suet.  For  Pume's   sake,  for  thy  iwqrd's 
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As  thou  desir'st  to  build  thy  virtues  greater! 
By  all  that's  excellent  in  man,  and  honest — 

Car,  I  do  believe.    YeVe  faiad  me  a  brave 
foe ;  [ness, 

Make  me  a  noble  friend,  and  from  your  good- 
Give  this  boy  honourable  earth  to  lie  in ! 

Suet.  He  shall  have  fitting  fuueral. 

Car.  I  yield  then ; 
Not  to  yuur  blows,  but  vour  brave  courtesies. 

Pet.  Thus  we  conduct  tben~to  the  arms 
of  peace 
The  wonder  of  the  world ! 

Suet.  I'hus  I  embrace  thee;  ^     [JVotcrifA. 
And  let  it  be  no  flattVy  that  I  tell  thee, 
Thou  art  the  only  soldier  ! 

Car,  How  to  thank  ye. 


I  must  hereafter  find  iy)6h  your  usage. 
1  am  for  Rome? 

Sutt.  You  must. 

Car,  Then  Rome  shall  know 
The  man  that  makes  her  spring  of  glory  grow. 

Suet.  Petillius^you  have  shewn  much  worth 
this  day,  [again  ; 

Redeem'd  much  error;  you  have  my  love 
Preserve  it.    Junius,  with  you  I  make  him 
Equal  in  the  regiment. 

*Jun.  The  eider  and  the  nobler; 
I  will  give  place,  sir. 

Suet.  You  shew  a  friend's  soul,  [tongue, 
March  on,  and  thro'  the  camp,'  m  every 
The  virtues  of  great  Caratach  be  sung ! 

[Exeunt. 


THE 

KNIGHT  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE. 


.    — -^ — •  (iuod  ti 

Judicium  tuhtile,  videtuiii  artibut  illud 
Ad  librotj^  ud  h^tc  Mutarum  dona  vocarei : 
Bitot  urn  in  crauo  j}irnrtt  aert  natum. 

Hprat.  ill  Epist.  ad  Oct,  Aug. 


Tiu:i  Play  was  first  printed  in  quarto,  in  the  year  1613.  The  title-page,  edit.  1(W,  ascribes 
it  to  both  Authors :  The  preface  and  the  prologue,  however,  attribute  it  to  one  only, 
JLinghaine  says,  it  was  in  vogue  some  .years  since,  being  revived  at  the  King's  House, 
and  a  new  prologue,  instead  of  the  old  one  in  prose,  spoken  by  Mrs.  Ellen  Guin.  He 
hkewibe  conjectures,  that  tlic  idea  of  brio|;ing  tiie  Citizen  and  his  Wife  upon  tlie  stage 
WHS  in  imitation  of  Ben  Jonbon*s  Staple  of  News.  Wc  do  not  know  of  any  revival  of  it 
biiice  the  lime  Langbaine  mentions  above. 


TO  THE  READERS  OF  THIS  CpMEDY. 

Gentlemen,  the  world  is  so  nice  in  these  our  times,  that  for  apparel  there  i^  no  fashion; 
for  musick  (which  is  a  rare  art,  though  now  slighted)  no  instrument;  for  diet,  none  but  the 
French  quelque  chose  that  are  delicate ;  and  for  plays,  no.  invention  but  that  which  now  run- 
ncih  an  invective  way,  touching  some  particular  persons,  or  else  it  is  contemned  before  it  is 
thoroughly  understood.  This  is  all  that  I  have  to  say.  That  the  Author  had  no  intent  to 
vvrong  any  one  in  this  Comedy;  but,  as  a  merry  passage,  here  and  there  interlaced  it  witli^ 
Ui^iighr,  which  he  hopes  vvill  please  all,  and  be  hurtful  to  uoue. 


PROLOGUE. 

Where  the  bee  can  suck  no  honey,  she  leaves  her  sting  beliind ;  and  where  the  bear  can- 
not find  origanum  to  heal  his  grief,  he  blastcth  all  other  leaves  with  his  breath.  We  fear,  it 
is  like  ti>  fare  so  with  us;  that  bccing  yuu  cannot  draw  from  our  lal>ours  sweet  content,  you 
leave  behind  you  a  sour  inistike,  and  with  open  reproach  blainc^oor  good  meaniutf,  because 
you  cannot  reap  tlie  wonted  mirth.  Our  intent  was  at  this  time  to  move  inward  delight,  not 
outward  lightness;  and  to  hreeJ  (if  it  might  be)  soft  smiling,  not  loud  laughing ;  knowing 
it,  to  the  wise,  to  be  a  great  pleaaure  to  hear  counsel  mixed  with  wit,  as,  to  the  foolish, 
to  have  sport  mingled  with  rudeness.  They  were  banished  the  theatre  of  Athens,  and  fix>in 
Koine  hissed,  that  brou<;ht  parasites  on  Uie  »^ge  witii  apish  actions,  or  ibols  with  uncivil 
habits,  or  courtezans  with  immodest  words.  VVe  have  ciidt  avourcd  to  be  as  far  from  un- 
seemly speeches,  to  make  your  car»  gluw^  as  we  hope  you  will  be  free  from  unkind  reports, 
or  mi;»t;ikin<i  the  author's  intention,  who  never  aimed  at  any  one  particular  in  this  play,  to 
make  our  cheeks  biu»h.  And  thus  I  leave  it,  and  thee  to  thine  own  censure,  to  like  or  dis- 
like.    yaU  >. 

*■  And  tkut  I  leave  it f  &c.]  These  words  seem  more  addressed  to  the  reader  llian  spectator, 
to  whom  this  Address  rather  wo.uid  apply  as  an  epilv^ue. 

Vol.  n.  3  M  ' 


TUE  KNIGHT  UF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Speaker  df  th«  Prolngut. 

Citiven. 

Ralph,  hU  Appreutice,  tlie  Knight  of  the 

Burning  Pcslle. 
Meucuant,  FalhtTofLiicr. 
jAbPr.H,  Ail  Apprtulict.  [£t(i 

AlA>TEn  lIUUrilREY,    a  fooHth    Suitor 
Ol.l>  Mehuvtuougiit,  Fallicr  i^jM/ieroi 

AlicAatL  ^t/iougAI. 

Michael,, /iiruurtte   &ia   of  Mrt.   jUcrry- 
TlM,  acting  m  Sauire  I  ,     a  ,  , 


Thrct  tvppoud  Knights. 

ScrsPiiiit. 

,Snldiu>. 


WtFE  to  Ihe  Citizen. 

Ll"CE,  helttpcil  of  and  loving  Jaipcr. 

Mks.  Mehhytiiougut. 

WoiiiBU  tnptivt. 


Enter  Hi^ake*  t^  the  FreU'gnt. 


Enter  Cilaen. 

Cil.  Hold  your  peace,  EOlHiman  buy  '■ 

I'rol.  Wlint  do  jou  mean,  sir? 

Cit.  Tliiit  you  linre  nu  good  meaning: 
This  seven  icars  (here  liatli  been  plays  at 
this  house,  1  have  obMrr'd  it,  you  have  9I1II 
^inls  at  citizens;  and  now  you  call  your 
play,  '  The  London  MerchunL'  Do«n  wiiii 
your  title,  boy,  dovn  wUh  your  title  ! 

J'nU.  Arcyouamenibcrurtlie  Qobtccity? 

Pnil.  And  a  frertOBn  ? 

Cit,  Yea,  and  a  grocer. 

Froi.  So,  grocer;  then,  by  jour  sweet  fa- 
vour, »c  intend  no  abuse  to  the  city. 

Cit.  No,  sir?  yes,  sir;  if  you  were  not 
resolv'd  U)  ptay  the  JiiLks,  what  need  you 
ituHy  for  new  i-ubjects.  pur|i0kcly  to  abuse 
your  LiJters?  Why  could  not  you  be  con- 
tciiied,  as  well  as  othrr*,  w-lh  ihc  IrgeRd  of 
Whiitiniiton,  or  the  Life  and  Death  of  Sir 
l1ioniu4  Grcsliain?  «ilh  tlip  buildin»  of  Ibe 
Koyni  Exchange?  or  the  atcny  of  (iiiecii 
Eleanor,  with  the  reuring  of  London-Bridge 
upon  Hool-sacksP 

J'ral,  Vou  seem  to  lie  an  understanding 
Itinn;  iviiat  would  jou  have  ua  du,  sir? 

Cil,  Why,  present  soinctiilug  nulably-  in 
honour  vf  tlie  cuninions  ofilic  city. 

Pml.  Why,  what  do  you  say  to  the  life 
and  Death  of  fat  Drake,  or  tlic  liepairing 
of  Fleet  Prii'ics? 


Cit.  t  do  not  like  thfit ;  but  t  will  have  » 
citizen,  and  lie  pliall  he  of  iiiv  own  trade. 

I'rol.  Oh,  you  should  liaCe  told  us  your 
mind  a  month  since;  our  phiy  is  rtady  tu 


'.   What  will  yi 


L- him  do? 


(■i(.  Marrv,   I  will  have 
Wife  [Moi'l  Eln^bund,  bu-,biind! 
R.'.l,.li  [below].  Peace,  mistress! 
Wi/'e.  Hold  thy   peace,  Kdph ;   T  know 
what  1  du,  1  warrant  you.     Husband,  hus- 

Cil.  Wbnt  sav'st  ihou,  cony  ? 

Wj/e.  Let  liiiii  kill  a  Itou  »'ith  a  Pestle,  hus- 
band 1  let  him  kill  a  lion  ivitli  a  Pe;t1c ! 

Cit.  So  lie  shall;  I'll  luve  him  bill  a  lion 
with  a  Pestle.' 

Hife.  Uushand !  shall  I  come  up,  huibnitd? 

Cit.  Ay,  cony.  Uiitpli,  help  your  mistress 
this  way.  'I'ray,  gontltuieii,  make  her  a  lit- 
tle roiitii ;  I  piay  you,  sir,  leuil  me  yottr  band 
to  help  up  niy  wife  :  I  thank  yon,  sir ;  mi  ! 

Wife.  iJy  your  leave,  tftitlemeti  nil  !  I'm 
somcibiiii:  lioublesome ;  I'm  a  stranger  here; 
r  was  ncVrat  one  of  these  phiys,  ns  Ihey 
say,  before;  but  I  should  have  »ecn  Jane 
Shore'niice;  and  my  husband  hath  pny- 
nii^-d  nie  anytime  thi»  twelvemonth,  to  carry 
mi-  to  [be  Ro!d  Bcauchams  but  in  truth  he 
did  no;.    I  pray  you  bear  with  me. 

Ctl.  Itoy,  let  iny  wifi!  and  I  have  a  cuuple 
ofMuols,  and  then' begin;  and  lei  the  grovel- 
du  rare  tliinf;s. 

Fro/.  But,  sir,  we  have  never  a  hoy  to 
pkiy  iiitn;  Hvery  one  hath  a  partolreadv. 
-    H'ife.  llu^aad,  husband,  for  GmJ'D  sake. 


*  June  S/iore.]  Probably,  '  The  First  and  Scronrf  PaKs  of  Kin;  Kdwnrd  the  Fourth,  cou- 

.  '  tainins  his  merry  pastime  with  the  Tanner  of  Tatnworth,  ns  also  hi*  love  to  fair  mi^trisje 
'  SAiiiT,  her  great  promotion,  fall  and  miscrie,  and  lastly  the  lamentable  ilcaih  of  both  lier 
'  and  her  husliaiirf,  Jtc.  as  it  halh  divers  times  been  publickly  played  by  ilie  right  houuiir- 
*  able  the  eorle  ofDcrbic  ins  scivauis.'    B.  L.  quattoi.        R. 


Hie  knight  at  the  burning  PTxrts:, 


u\ 


let  Ralph  play  him :  Beshrew  me,  if  I  do  not 
think  lie  will  ^o  beyund  them  all. 

Cit.  Well  rcmcmher'd,  vvifc.  Come  up, 
Ralph!  rU  tell  you,  gentlemen;  let  them 
but  lend  him  a  suit  of  reparrel)  and  neces- 
saries, and,  bj^  fi^ad,  if  any  of  them  all  blow 
wind  in  the  tail  on  Itim,  i*U  be  hHiig'd. 

Wife.  1  pray  you,  yotjth,  let  him  hare  a 
suit  of  reparrel !  1*11  be  sworn,  gentlemen, 
my  husband  tells  you  true :  He  will  act  vou 
sometimes  at  our  house,  that  all  the  nefgli- 
bourscry  out  on  hini ;  he  will  fetch  you  up  a 
rourajjing  part  so  in  the  {garret,  that  we  arc 
all  as  fear  d  I  warrant  you^  that  we  quake 
fi^ain.  VVe*ll  fear  our  children  with  him  ;  if 
they  be  never  6o  unruly,  do  but  cry,  *  Ralph 
comes,  Jlalph  comes,'  to  them,  and  they'll 
be  as  (]uiet  as  lambs.  Hold  up  thy  head, 
Ralph ;  shew  tlie  |u;entlemen  what  thou  canst 
do  ;  speak  a  hutiiu^  part;  I  warrant  you  the 
gentlemen  will  accept  of  it. 

(Ut.  Do,  Ralph,  do. 

lia/ph.  By  Heaven,  methinks^,  it  were  an 
easy  leap  [moon, 

To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
Where  never  fathom-line  toucli'd  any  f^roond. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  from  tlie  lake 
of  boil. 

Cit,  How  say  you,  gentlemen,  is  it  not  as 
I  told  vou? 

Uife.  Nay,  gentlemen,  he  hath  play 'J  lie- 
forc,  my  husband  s:iys,  Musidorus*,  before 
the  wanlcns  of  our  company. 

Cit,  Ay\  and  he  should  have  play'd  Jcro- 
nimo  5  with  a  sFioeinaker  for  a. wager. 

Proi.  He  shall  have  a  suit  of  apparel,  if 
he  «'ill  1:0  in. 

Cit.  In,  Hai{)h,  in,  Ralph  !  nnd  set  out  the 
grocery  in  their  kind,  if  thou  Iov*»t  me. 

Wife.  I  warrant  our  Ralph  will  look  finely 
when  he*b  drcss'd. 

JPro/,  But  what  will  vou  have  it  call'd  ? 


Cit.  *  The  Grocers'  Honour.* 

Prol.  Methinks  *  The  Knight  of  the  Burn- 
ini:  I'estle '  were  better. 

Wife.  I'll  be  sworn,  husband,  tliat's  as 
gooil  a  name  us  can  be. 

Cit.  Let  it  be  so;  begiti,  begin ;  my  wife 
and  I  will -sit  down. 

Prol.   1  pray  you  do. 

Cit,  What  'lately  musick  have  you?  yott 
h^vc  shaums^? 
■    Prol,  Shaums?  No. 

Cit,  No?  I'm  a  thief  if  my  mind  did  not 
give  me  so.  Ralph  plays  n  stately  psiri,  aud 
he  must  needs  have  shaums:  ril  be  at  rho 
chare;e  of  them  myself,  rather  than  we'll  be 
without  them. 
.  ProL  So  you  are  like  to  ho. 

Cit,  Why,  and  so  I  will  be:  There's  two 
shillings;  lets  have  the  waits  of  Southwark  ! 
they  are  as  rare  fellows  as  any  are  in  J'!ng- 
InncI,  and  that  will  fetch  tliem  all  o'er  the 
water,  with  a  vengeance,  as  if  they  w<'re  mad. 

Prol.  Vou  shall  have  tliem.  Will  you  sit 
down  then  ? 

Cit.  Av.     Come,  wiffe. 

Wife,  Sit  you  merry  all,  gentlemen;  I'm 
bold  to  bit  amon}{:st  you  for  my  case. 

Prol.  From  all  diat's  near  tlie  court,  from 
all  that's  great 
Within  the  compass  of  the  city-walls. 
We  now  have  brouglit  our  scene :   Fly  far 

from  hence 
All  private  taxes,  all  immodest  phrases^, 
Whatever  may  but  shew  like  viciuns! 
For  wicked  mirtli  never  true  pleasure  brings, 
But  honest  minds  arc  plcas'd  with  honest 
things. — 

Thus  much  for  that  we  do ;  but,  fo>  Ralph's 
p«rt,  you  must  answer  for  yourself*. 

Cit,  Take  you  no  care  for  Ralph;  hell 
discharge  himself,  I  warrant  you. 

Wfe^  rt'aith,  gentlemen,  Til  give  tny  word 
for  Ralph. 


3  7y/y  Heovni,  methinl\Sy  &c.]  This  speech  (with  very  little  variation)  is  taken  from  Shake* 
sprnrr's  First  Part  of  Hmry  IV\ 

<  3//mVorM.t.]  This  Flay  was  printed  in  the  year  1598,  and  afterwards  in  1610,  1613, 
ir»'29,  and  KiOS.    The  title  to  the  edition  of  1679  is  the  followinw:  *  A  most  pleasant  Co- 

*  iiiedy  of  Muc'eduruXy  the  King's  Sonne  of  Valrntia,  and  Amadme  the  King's  Daughter 
'of  Araijon;  with  the  n>crry  conceits  of  Mouse  .'Vniplified,  with  new  additions,  as  it  wa< 

*  acted  before  the  Kind's  .Majesty  at  Whitehall,  on  Shrove-Sunday  night,-  by  his  Higlmes.'^e 

*  Serva:»t«>  usaaliy  play  in*:  at  tht  Globe.'  In  a  volume  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Garrick| 
and  which  formerly  belonged  to  King  Charles,  this  Play  is  ascribed  to  Shakespeare* 

*  Jeronim'K  5>te  tjote  '^on  The  C'hances. 

•  »SV/«/<///s.]  A\Ju?i(al  instruments  mentioned  in  Scripture^  probably  from  pf^caume,  French 
for  psahns,  to  which  they  were  accompaniments.     Some  editions  read  thawncs*  ' 

^  All  privntr  tu.vf't,  imMndnf  pfiraseiy 
Wliate'cr  ?«////  but  s/tfw — j  The  variations  were  prescribed  by  an  nnonymoas  corrcspon- 
doTit  of  Mr.  Svmi»«on. 

'  IW  Rolpfi's  pitff  vou  ffttfst  art^^er  for  j/nursf If .]  T  cmce  tho!)j;ht  that  this  latter  ^jr  was 
to  be  struck  out  n-  rcduudr.rn;  bur.  upon  e.\H«nimiiioii  wo  shall  l»nd  it  not  a  r».'d«n|dancy,  but 
a  dt?ticiiiiry,  a:iil  shij'.ihl  rr-.'l  t'lUM,  •  answer /«r*^  yourscU'.'         Si/mpsoft. 

ihii  ifid  reading  is  <.a«y,  and  correct  enou^l;  lor  common  convt-rsution. 
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Enter  Jiterchant  and  Jasper, 

Merth,  CIRRAH,  I'll  make  you  Vnow  you 

*^    are  my  *prentice. 
And  whom  my  charitable  love  redeem*d 
£vrn  from  the  fall  of  fortune ;  pave  thee  heat 
And  growth,  to  be  what  now  thou  art,  new 

east  thee ; 
Adding  the  trust  of  all  I  have,  at  home, 
In  foreign  staples,  or  upon  the  sea. 
To  thy  direction ;  tied  the  good  opinions 
Both  of  myself  and  friends  to  iliy  endeavours  ; 
So  fair  were  thy  beginnings :  But  with  these, 
As  f  remember,  you  had  never  char;re 
To  love  your  master's  daughter ;  and  even 

then 
When  I  had  found  a  wealthy  husband  for  her; 
I  take  it,  sir,  you  had  not :  But,  however, 
I'll  break  the  neck  oi  that  commission, 
And  make  you  know  you're  but  a  merchant's 

factor. 
JoMp,  Sir,  I  do  libernllv  confess  I'm  yours. 
Bound  both  by  love  and  duty  to  your  service, 
Id  which  my  labour  hath  been  all  my  pro6t; 
I  have  not  lost  in  bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  wear  your  honest  gains  upon  my  bnck ; 
Nor  have  1  given  a  pension  to  my  blood, 
Or  lavishly  in  play  consum'd  your  stocic : 
These,  and  the  miseries  that  do  attend  them, 
I  dare  with  innocence  proclaim  as  strangers 
To  all  my  temperate  actions.     Tor   your 

daughter. 
If  there  be  any  love  to  my  deser\'inj:s 
Borne  by  her  virtuous  self,  I  cannot  stop  it; 
Nor  am  I  able  to  refrain  her  wishes: 
She's  private  to  herself,  and  best  of  know- 
ledge 
Whom  she  will  make  so  hnppy  as  to  sigh  for. 
Besides,  I  cannot  think  you  mean  to  match 
Unto  a  fellow  of  so  lame  a  presence,      [her 
One  that  hath  little  left  of  nature  in  him. 
Merck,  Tis  very  well,  sir;  lean  teilyour 

wisdom 
IIow  all  tliis  shall  be  cur'd. 
Jatp.  Your  care  becomes  you. 
JUerch,  And  thus  it  shall  be,  sir:  I  here 

discharc^e  you 
Aly  house  and  service ;  take  your  liberty ; 
And  whcu  I  want  a  s<m  Til  send  for  you. 

[Eni. 
Jatp,  These  be  tlie  fair  rewards  of  tbem 

that  love. 
Oh,  you  that  live  in  freedom  never  prove 
Tlic  travel  of  a  mind  led  by  desire  ! 

Enter  Luce, 

Luce.  Why,  how  no'v,  friend ?  struck  with 

my  father's  th.ii.Jer?  [remedy 

Jasp,  Struck,  and  struck  dead,  unleiis  tlic 


Be  full  of  speed  and  virtue ;  I  am  now. 
What  I  expected  long,  no  more  your  falher*9. 

Luce,  But  mine  ? 

Jatp.  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I  am ;. 
That's  all  I  have  to  keep  me* from  the  statute. 
Yon  dare  be  constant  still  ? 

Luce.  Oh,  fear  me  not ! 
In  this  I  dare  be  better  than  a  woman. 
Nor  shall  his  anger  nor  his  offers  move  me^ 
Were  they  both  equat  to  a  prince's  power. 

Jasp,  You  know  my  rival  ? 

L^ce.  Ves,  and  love  him  dearly ; 
E'en  as  I  love  an  ague,  or  foul  weather; 
1  prithee,  Jasper,  fear  him  not ! 

Jasp.  Oh,  no; 
T  do  not  mean  to  do  him  so  much  kindnc*«*. 
But  to  our  own  desires '" :  You  know  the  plot 
We  both  agreed  on  ? 

Jjuce.  Yes,  and  will  perform 
My  pnrt  exactly. 

Jasp.  I  desire  no  more. 
Fiarewell,  antl  keep  my  heart ;  'tis  yours. 

Luce.  I  take  it; 
He  must  do  miracles,  make  me  forsake  it. 

Cit,  Fv  upon  'em,  little  infidels:  what  a 
matter's  here  now  ?  Well,  Til  be  hangd  fur 
a  halfpenny,  if  there  be  not  sonie  aKoniiim- 
tion  knavery  in  this  play.  Well ;  let  Vm  look 
to't;  Ralph  must  come,  and  if  tliere  be  any 
tricks  »-brewing 

Wife,  Ijet  Vm  brew  and  bake  too,  huf- 
band,  a  God's  name ;  Ralph  will  iiiid  all  out, 
I  warrant  you,  an  they  were  older  than  th«  y 
are.  1  pray,  my  pretty  youth,  is  Ralph  ready  ? 

JRoy.  He  will  be  presently. 

Wife,  Now  I  pray  you  make  my  rommrn- 
dations  unto  him,  and  withal,  carry  him  this 
stick  of  licorice ;  tell  him  his  mistress  sent  it 
him;  and  bid  him  bite  a  piece;  'twill  open 
his  pipes  ttm  better,  say. 

Enter  Merchant  and  M*^iter  Humphrey. 

Merch.  Come,  sir,  she's  yours;  upon  my 
faith,  she's  yours ; 
You  have  my  hand :  For  other  idle  letts, 
Between  your  hopes  and  her,  tlius  with  a  wind 
They're  scattered,  and  no  nwrc.  My  wanton 

'prentice. 
That  like  a  bladder  blew  himself  with  love, 
I  have  let  out,  and  sent  him  to  discover 
New  masters  yet  unknown. 

Hum,  I  thank  you,  sir, 
Indeed  I  thank  you,  sir  ;  and  ere  I  stir. 
It  shall  be  known,  however  you  d^  dcim^ 
I  am  of  gentle  blood,  and  gentle  seem. 

Merch.  Oh,  ^ir,  I  know  it  certain. 

Hum,  Sir,  my  friend, 
Altho*,  as  writers  say,  all  things  ha^  c  end,' 


**  But  to  cur  cn-n  de«Irr?.]  Probably  designs. 
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And  that  wc  call  a  pudding  hath  his  two, 
Oh,  let  it  not  seem  strange,  I  praj  to  you. 
If  in  this  bloody  simile  i  put  [gut. 

My  lovt',  iziore  endless  than  frail  things  or 

Wife.  Husbandj  I  prithee,  sweet  Iamb,  tell 
me  one  thing;  but  tell  me  truly. — Stayi 
youths,  I  beseech  you,  till  I  question  my 
husband. 

Cit.  What  is  it,  mouse  ?  * 

Wife.  Sirrah,  didst  thou  ever  sec  a  prettier 
child?  how  it  behn\'cs  itrnflf,  I  warRint  ye  ! 
and  speaks  and  looks,  and  perts  up  the  head ! 
I  pray  you,  brother,  with  your  favour;  were 
you  never  none  of  Mr.  Monca8ter*s  scholars  ? 

Cit.  Chicken,  I  prithee  heartily  contain 
thyself;  the  childer  are  pretty  childer;  but 
when  Ralph  comes.  Iamb 

Wife.  Ay,  when  Ilalph  comes,  cony !  Well, 
my  youth,  vou  may  proceed. 

Merch.  Well,  sir ;  you  know  my  lovo,  and 

rest,  I  hope,  [fPrS 

Assur'd  of  my  consent;  get  but  my  d;iugh- 

And  wed  her  wheu  you  please.    You  must 

be  hold. 
And  clap  in  close  unto  her ;  come,  I  know 
YouVe  language  good  enough  to  win  a  wench. 

Wife.  A  whoreson  tyrant !  bath  been  an 
did  stringer  in  his  days,  I  warrant  him ! 

Hum.  I  take  your  gentle  oflTer,  and  witluil 
Yield  love  again  for  love  reciprocal. 

Alerch,  What,  Luce!  within  there! 

Unter  Luce. 

Ltice,  Caird  you,  sir  ? 

Merch.  I  did} 
Give  entertainment  to  this  s:entlemrm } 
And  see  you  be  not  froward.    To  l»er,  sir! 
My  presence  wiH  but  be  au  eye-sore  to  you. 

[kj'it. 

Hum.  Fair  mistress  Luce,  I>ow  do  vou  ? 
are  you  well  ? 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  then  I  pray  you  tell 
How  doth  your  little  sister,  and  your  bfother? 
And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other? 

Lure.  Sir,  these  are  quickly  auswer'd. 

Hum.  So  they  are. 
Where  women  are  not  cruel.     F»ut  how  far 
Is  it  now  distant  from  the  place  we  arc-in. 
Unto  that  blessed  place,  your  fathcr*s  warren? 


Luce.  What  makes  you  tliink  of  that,  sir  .^ 

Hum,  £*en  that  face  ; 
For  stealing  rabbits  whilome  in  that  place, 
God  Cupid,  or  the   keeper,   I  know   not 
whether,  [ther, 

Unto  my  cost  and  charges  brought  you  thn 
And  there  hc^n— — » 

Luce.  Your  game,  sir? 

Hum.  Let  no  game, 
Or  any  thing  that  tendeth  to  th6  samef 
Be  ever  more  remembcr*d^  thou  fair  killer^ 
For  whom  I  sate  me  down  and  brake  my 
tiller". 

Wife.  There's  a  kind  gentleman,  T  warninC 
you;  when  will  you  do  us  mueii  for  me, 
George?  ^  [losses; 

Luce.  Beshrew  me,  sir,  Fm  sorry  for  your 
But,  as  tlie  proverb  says,  *  I  caouot cry; * 
I  would  you  had  not  seen  mc ! 

Hum.  So  would  I, 
Unless  you  had  more  maw  to  do  me  good. 

Luce.  Why,  cannot  this  strange  passion  '* 
be  withstood  ? 
Send  for  a  constable,  and  raise  the  town. 

Hum.  Oh,  no,  my  valiant  love  will  batter 
down 
Millions  of  constables,  and  put  to  flight 
Ken  that  great  watch  of  Midsumnter  day, 
at  nijshf'.  [cd  thcii; 

X.Mrc.  IJeshrew  me*  sir,  'twere  good  I  yield- 
Weak  women  cannot  Jiope,whcrc  vnliaut  mci| 
Have  no  resistance. 

Hum.  Yield  then;  I  am  full 
Of  pity,  tho*  I  say  it,  and  can  pull   . 
Out  of"  my  pockirt  thus  a  pair  of  gloves. 
Look,  Lucy,  look ;  the  dog's  tooth,  Qor  the 

cloves. 
Are  not  so  white  as  these ;  and  sweet  they  Lc, 
Ami  whupt  about  with  silk,  as  you  may  see. 
If  you  diEsire  the  price,  shoot  Irom  your  eye 
A  b(>aro  to  this  place,  and  you  shalf  espy 
F  S,  which  is  to  say,  my  sweetest  honey, 
Thoy  cost  me  three  and  two-pence,  or  no 
money. 

Luce.  Well,  sir,  I  take  them  kindly,  and 
J  thank  you : 
What  would  you  more  ? 

tjum.  Nothing. 

Luce.  Why  then,  farewell  I 


»»  Tiller.]  See  note  M  on  Philaster. 

*«  This  strange  passion.]  Sympson  says,  *  To  send  for  a  conntuhlc  and  raise  a  town,  to'ivith- 

*  stand  a  STRANGE  pussioUf  borders swmingly  near  upon  nonsense;'  he  would  therefore  read, 

*  strong  passion  :  *  IJut  we  see  no  reason  why  she  may  not  go  from  one  metaphor  to  anothk>r, 

•'  That  great  watch  of  Midsummer  dai/  at  night.]  What  js  alluded  to  hf.re  is  pr()b;)bly  the 
following  custom :  On  the  vrgrl  of  St.  John  tlie  Baptist,  it  was  formerly  usual,  after  sun- 
setting,  for  the  principal  citizens  to  make  l)Onfirc8  before  their  doors,  and  also  to  set  out 
tables  furnished  with  meat  and  drink,  of  which  they  invited  their  neighbours  and  passen* 
gers  to  partake.  At  the  saiue  time  a  marching  watch,  consistiiig  of  about  2000  men,  fur- 
nished with  lights,  iKTHMiimlatod  from  St.  Paul's  Gate  to  AULato^  and  back  again,  when 
they  broke  up.  Part  of  this  wtiteh  was  provided  at  the  expence  of  the  city  ofXoudon,  and. 
other  part  ot' the  several  parishes.  Tlie  custom  continued  until  the  tiitie  of  Henry  VHL 
whai  it  was  prohibited  by  him.  In  1548  it  was  again  revived  ;  but.be^ng  found  to  be  the 
meansof  collecting  disorderly  people  together,  and  occasioning  great  riots,  it  was  in  the 
year  1569  laid  asiclt;,  and  has  ever  since  been  discontinued.    See  Sto^r's  Survey.      A. 
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Hum.  Xor  so,  nor  so ;  for,  lady,  I  must  tell, 
Before  we  part,  tor  what  wc  met  together ; 
God  grant  me  time,  and  patience,  and  fair 
wen  the  r ! 

Luce.  Speak  and  declare  your  mind  in  terms 
^  brief.  freliof 

Hum,  I  shall ;  then  first  and  foremost,  for 
I  call  to  you,  if  that  you  can  ofTord  it; 
I  care  not  at  what  price,  for  on  my  nord,  it 
Shall  be  repaid  agam,  j»ltljo'  it  coht  me 
More  than  Til  speak  of  now;  for  love  iias 

toss*d  ific 
In  furious  blanket  like  a  tennis  ball, 
And  now. I  rise  aloft,  and  now  I  fall. 

Luce,  Alas,  good  gentleman,  alas  the  day ! 

Hum.  1  thank  you  heartily  ;  and,  as  I  say, 
Thus  do  I  still  continue  without  rest, 
J'  th*  morninj;;  like  a  man,  at  ni«;ht  a  beast, 
Roaring  and  bellowinj:  mine  own  disquiet, 
That  much  I  fear,  forsaking  of  my  diet, 
Will  bring  the  presently  to  that  quandary, 
I  shall  hid  all  adieu. 

Luce.  Now,  by  St.  Mary, 
Thnt  were  groat  pity  ! 

Hum.  So  it  were,  beshrew  me ; 
Then  ease  me,  lusty  Luce,  and  pity  shew  me. 

Luce.  Why,  sir,  you  know  my  will  is  no- 
thing worth 
Without  my  father's  grant;  get  his  consent, 
And  then  you  may  with  full  assurance  try 
me  '4.  [deny  me  ; 

Hum.  The  worshipful  your  sire   will  not 
For  1  have  ask'd  him,  and  he  hath  replied, 
•  Sweet  master  Humphrey,  Luce  shall  be  thy 
bride.*  [content. 

Luce.  Sweet  master  Humphrey,  tnen  I  am 

Hum.  And  so  am  I,  in  truth. 

Jjuce.  Yet  take  me  with  you  ; 
There  is  another  clause  niuf^t  be  anqex'd. 
And  this  it  is  :  I  swore,  and  will  perform  it, 
No  man  shall  ever  joy  mc  as  his  wife,  [turc, 
But  he  that  stoic  mc  hence :  If  you  dare  ven- 
I'm  yours  ''you  iRcd  not  fear ;  my  father  loves 
If  not,  farewell  forever!  [>^")j 

Hum.  Stny,  nymph,  stay  ; 
I  have  a  doul)le  gelding,  coloured  bay, 
Sprung  by  his  father  from  Barbarian  kind. 
Another  for  niysclf,  tho'  somewhat  blind, 
Yet  true  as  trusty  tree. 

Luce.  I'm  satislied; 
And  so  I  give  mv  hand.  Our  course  must  lie 
Tliro*  Waltham-I  orcst,  where  I  have  a  friend 
Will  entertain  us.  So  farewell, Sir  Himiphrcy, 
And  think  upon  your  business!    [EjU  Luce. 


Hum.  Tho*  I  die, 
I  am  resolved  to  venture  life-«nd  limb, 
For  one  so  young,  so  fair,  so  kind,  so  trim. 

\Exit  Hum. 

Wife.  By  my  faith  and  troth,  George,  and 
as  1  am  virtuous,  it  is  c*en  the  kindest  youn* 
man  that  ever  trod  on  shoe-leather.  Well, 
go  thy  ways;  if  thou  hast  her  not,  'tis  not  thy 
faulfji'faith. 

Cit.  I  prithee,  mouse,  be  patient!  a  shall 
have  her,  or  i'll  make  some  of  *em  smoke 
for*t. 

Wife.  That's  my  good  lamb,  Georjic.  Fy  ! 
this  stinking  tobacco'*  kills  nicn**^!  'would 
there  were  none  in  Kngland  !  Now  I  pray, 
cenilemen,  what  good  does  this  slinking  to- 
bacco do  you.?  nothini:,  I  warrant  you ;  make 
chimnics  a  your  faces! — Oh,  hu«band,  hii— 
band,  now,  now  !  there's  Ralph,  there's  llalph ! 

Enter  Ralph,  like  a  grocer  in  his  shop,  with 

two  apprentices^    reading  rainier  in   t^* 

England, 

Cit.  Peace,  fool !  let  Ralph  alorc.    Hark 

you,  Ralph  ;  do  not  f train  yourself  too  much 

at  the  first.     Peace  !  Begin,  Ralph. 

Ralph.  *  Then  Palmeiin    and  Trincus '?, 

*  snatching  their  lances  from  their  dsvarfs, 
'  and  clasping  their  helmets,  sallop'd   amain 

*  after  the  jiiant;  and  Palmerin  having  iiotlen 

*  a  sight'of  him,  came  posting  amain,  sn\  ing, 
"Stay,  traiterous  thief  I  for  thou  may<t  not 
**  so  carry  away  her,  that  is  worth  the'  grcnt* 
"  est  lord  in  the  world  ;'*and  with  these  w  ords 

*  gave  him  a  blow  on  the  shoulder,  that  he 

*  struck  him  besides  his  elephant.  And  Trine- 

*  us  comifig  to  tlie  knii^lit  rhat  had  Agricola 

*  behind  him,  set  him  soon  besides  his  horse, 

*  with  his  neck    broke  n   in  the  fall ;  so  that 

*  the  princess  uettifig  out  of  tfie  thronir,  be- 

*  twccn  jcy  and  grief  s^aid,  "  All  happy  knight, 
"  the  rnuTorof  all  svch  as  follow  arms,  now 
"  may  f  be  weil  as>ured  of  the  love  thou  bear- 
**  est  me.'*'  I  wonder  why  tlie  kinus  do  not 
raise  an  army  of  fourteen  or  fifteen  fjundred 
thousand  men,  as  big  as  the  army  that  the 
prince  of  Ponigo  broui;ht  ajiainst  Rosicler, 
and  destroy  these  giants  ;  they  do  much  hurt 
to  wandering  damsels,  that  go  in  quest  of 
their  knighis. 

Wife.  'Faith,husband,  and  Ralph  says  true; 
for  they  say  the  king  of  Portugal  cannot  sit 
at  his  meat,  but  the  giants  and  the  ettins  ** 
will  come  and  snatch  it  from  him. 


latter 


*♦  You  may  rciih  uxsurance  tti/  /wc]  The  measure  assisted  by  Sympson, 
'5  Titbacco.]    At  the  time  our  Autfiors  wrote  (we  Uarn  from  Prynne,  in  his  HistriomastiT, 
.  .3V.2.)  tobacco,  wine,  and  beer,  were  tise  usual  acconnnodatious  in  the  theatre,  as  llie  two 
itter  are  still  at  Sadler's  Wells.     Sec  also  Percy's  Kclicjucs  of  Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  i.     JR. 
*^  Kills  nuMi.]  Syuipson  reads,  *  kills  wt'.' 
*'  Then  Valmcrin  and  TrincuSyikv.^  Thi?  passajie  is  taken,  with  some  blisht  variations,  from 
'  Palmerin  D*01iva,  the  MirrOur  of  Nobilitie,  INlappc  of  Honor,  Anotamicof  Rare  Fortunes, 

*  Heroycall  President  of  Love,  Wonder  of  Oiivalrie,  and  most  accomplished  Knij^ht  in  all 

•  Porfccrions.*  4to.  1  j88.  B  L.  p.  131.         R. 

*^  Ettins.]  The  good  woman  is  hure  a  little  tautological,  as  at  other  times  ^le  is  nonsensi- 
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Cit.  Hold  thy  tongue.    On,  Ralph ! 

Ralph.  And  certainly  those  knights  are 

much  to  be  commended,  who,  neglecting 

their  pos<:essions,  wander  with  a  squire  and 

a  dwarf  through  the  desarts,  to  relieve  pour 

.  ladies. 

Wife,  Ay,  by  ray  faith  are  they,  Ralph ; 
let  *ein  say  what  they  will,  they  are  indeed 
Our  knights  neiilcct  their  possessions  well 
enough,  but  they  do  not  the  rest. 

Ralph.  There  are  no  such  courteous  and 
fair  well-spoken  knights  in  this  age*  They 
will  call  one  the  son  of  a  wfiorc,  that  Palmerin 
of  England  would  have  called /a*V  sir;  and 
one  that  Jlobicler  would  have  called  ri/i^ht 
beauteous  damsel^  they  will  call  damn  J  bitch. 

Wife,  rilbe  sworn  will  they,  Ralph;  they 
have  called  me  so  an  hundred  times,  about 
a  scurvy  pipe  of  tobacco. 

Ralph.  But  what  brave  spirit  could  be  con- 
tent to  sit  in  his  sjhop,  with  a  flapet  of  wood, 
and  a  blue  apron  before  him,  selling  Metliri- 
datam  and  dragons*  wjiter  to  visited  houses, 
that  might  pursue  feata  of  arms,  and,  through 
his  noble  atcliicvemcnts,  procure  such  a  fa- 
mous history  to  be  written  of  his  heroick 
prowess  ? 

Cit.  Well  said,  Ralph;  some  more  of  those 
words,  Ralph! 

Wife.  They  go  finely,  by  ray  troth. 

Ralph.  WFiy  should  1  not  then  pursue  this 
course,  both  for  the  credit  of  myself  and  our 
company  ?  for  amongst  all  the  worthy  books 
of  atchicvements,  I  do  not  call  to  mind  that 
1  yet  read  of  a  Grucer-Erraut:  I  will  be  the 
said  Knight. — Have  you  heard  of  any  that 
hath  wandered  unfarnit>hcd  of  his  squire  and 
dwarf?  My  elder  'prentice  Tim  sh^l  be  my 
trusty  squire,  and  little  George  my  dwarf. 
Hence,  my  blue  apron!  Yet,  in  remembrance 
of  my  former  trade,  upon  my  shield  shall  be 
pourtrayed  a  Burning  Pestle,  and  I  will  be 
called  the  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle. 

Wife.  Nay,  I  dure  swear  thou  wilt  not  for-. 
g£:t  tiiy  old  trade;  thou  wert  ever  meek. 

Rulph,  Tim  I 

Tim,  Anon. 

Ralph.  iMy  beloved  squire,  and  George 
my  dwarf,  I  charge  you  that  from  henceforth 
you  never  call  me  by  any  other  name,  but 
the  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pestle  ;  and  that  you  never  call  any 
female  by  the  name  of  a  woman  or  vvencli, 
but^a/>  lady,  if  she  have  her  desires;  if  not, 
distressed  damsel;  that  you  call  all  forests 
and  heaths  desarts,  and  all  horses,  pal  fries! 

Wife.  This  is  very  tine! — 'Faith,  do  the 
gentlemen  like  Ralph,  think  you,  husband? 


Cit.  Ay,  I  warrant  thee;  the  players 
would  give  all  the  shoes  in  their  shop  for  him. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  squire  Tim,  standout: 
Admit  this  were  a  desart,  and  over  it  a  knight- 
errant  pricking  *>,  and  I  should  bid  you  en- 
quire of  his  intents,  what  would  you  say? 

Tim.  'Sir,  my  master  sent  me  to  know 

*  whither  ybu  are  riding?* 

Ralph.  No!  thus:    *  Fair  sin!  the  Right 

*  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning 

*  Pt'«</e  commanded  me  to  enquire  upon  what 

*  adventure  you  are  bound  ;  whether  to  re- 

*  lieve  some  distressed  danjsels,  or  otherwise'? 

Cit.  Whoreson  blockhead  cannot  remem- 
ber! 

Wife,  rfaith.and  Ralph  told  him  on*t  be- 
fore ;  all  the  gentlemen  heard  him ;  did  he 
not,  gentlemen  ?  did  not  Ralph  tell  him  on't  ? 

George.  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight 
of  tlie  Burning  Pestle,  here  is  a  distressed 
damsel,  to  have  a  halfpenny-worth  of  pep- 
per. 

Wfe.  That's  a  good  hoy!  see,  the  little 
boy  can  hit  it;  by  my  truth,  it's  a  fine  child. 

Ralph.  Relieve  her,  with  all  courteous 
language.  Now  shut  up  shop;  no  more  my 
'prentice,  but  my  trusty  S(juire  and  Dwarf. 
I  must  bespeak  my  shield,  and  arming  Pestle. 

Cit.  Go  thy  ways,  Ralph!  As  I  am  a  true 
man,  thou  art  the  best  on  'em  all. 

Wife.  Ridph,  Ralph ! 

Ralph.  What  say  you,  mistress? 

Wife.  I  prithee  come  again  quickly,  sweet 
Raloii. 

Ralph.  Byc-and-bye.  [Ejcit. 

Enter  Jusper  and  Mrs.  Merrythought. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Give  thee  my  blessmg?  No,  I'll 
never  give  thee  my  blessing;  I'll  sec  thee 
hang'd  first;  it  shall  ne'er  be  said  I  gave  thee 
my  blessing:  Thou  art  thy  father's  own  sun, 
of  the  ^lood  of  tl)e  Men7tlioughls  ;  I"  may 
curse  the  time  that  e'er  1  knew  thy  father; 
he  hath  spent  all  his  own,  and  mine  too,  and 
when  I  tell  him  of  it,  he  laughs  and  dances, 
and  sings,  and  cries,  *  A  merry  heart  lives 
*  long-a.*  And  thou  art  a  waste-thrift,  and 
art  ron  away  trom  thy  master,  that  loved 
thee  well,  and  art  come  to  me;  and  I  have 
laid  up  a  little  for  my  younger  son  Michael, 
and  thou  thinkcst  to  bczzlc  that,  but  thou 
sIkiU  never  be  able  to  do  it.  Come  hither, 
Michael ;  come,  Michael;  down  on  thy  knees: 
Thuu  shalt  have  my  blessing. 

Enter  Michael. 
Mich.  I  pray  you,  mother,  pray  to  God  to 
^  bless  me ! 


cal,  (unless  I  mistake  her  meaning  in  this  place,)  for  giants  and  ettins,  or  elins,  are  giants 
and  giants,  eten  in  Saxon  signifying  so.  Sj/mpstm. 

Ettins,  quasi  heathens;  it  is  not  probable  she  thought  of  Saxon, 

•9  Prickiitg.\  i.  c.  riding,  '  A  gentle  knight  was  pricking  on  the  plain,'  is  the  first  line  of 
Spenser's  Fairy  Quceu. 
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Mrs.  Mer.  God  bicss  thee !  but  Jasper 
^ball  never  have  my  blessing ;  he  sliall  be 
hai).i;*d  tirst,  shall  he  not,  Michael  ?  bow 
sayst  thou? 

J\lich.  Yes,  forsqoth,  iQother,  and  grace 
of  God. 

Mrs.  Mer.  That's  a  good  boy ! 

W[fe.  l*laith,  it*^  a  ^iK>spokeii  child  ! 

Jwtp.  Mother,  tho*  you  forget  a   parent's 
I  must  preserve  the  duty  of  a  child,      [love, 
I  ran  not  fron)  my  master,  nor  n.turn 
To  have  your  stock  maintain  my  idleness. 

Wife.  Ungracious  child,  I  warrant  him! 
iiark,  how  he  chops  logick  with  his  mother : 
Thou  hadst  best  tell  her  she  lies;  do,  tell 
her  she  lies. 

Cit.  If  he  wene  my  son,  I  would  hang  him 
up  by  the  heels,  and  (lea  him,  and  salt  him, 
whoreson  halter^sack ! 

Jasp.  My  coming  only  is  to  beg  your  love, 
Which  I  must  ever,  rho'  I  never  gain  it; 
^nd,  howsoever  you  e*>teem  of  me. 
There  is  no  drop  of  blood  hid  in  these  veins. 
But  I  remember  well  belongs  to  you. 
That   brought  me  forth,  and  would  be  glad 

for  you 
To  rip  them  all  again,  and  let  it  out. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Tfaith,  I  had  sorrow  enough 
for  thee  (God  knows);  but  I'll  hamper  thee 
well  enough.  Get  thee  in,  thou  vagabond, 
get  thee  in,  and  learn  of  thy  brother  Miciiael. 

3/ifr,  [within^'l  Nose,  nose,  jolly  red  nose, 
And  who  gave  thee  this  jolly  red  nos^ } 

Mrs,  Mer.  Hark,  ipy  hqsband  !  he's  sing- 
ing and  hoiting;  and  I'm  fain  to  cark  and 
care,  and  all  little  enough.  Husband  !  Charles! 
Charles  Merrythought ! 

Unter  Olcf  Merrythought. 
Mir.  Nutmegs  and  ginger,  cinnamon  and 
clovea; 
And  they  gave  me  this  jolly  red  nose. 

^£rs.  Mer.  If  you  woiild  consider  your 
estate,  you  would  hav^e  little  libt  tu  siuir,  I 
wis. 

Mer.  It  should  nevrr  be  consider*d,  while 
k  were  an  estate,  if  I  thought  it  «-ould  spoil 
my  sinking. 

Mrs.  Mer,  But  how  wilt  thou  do,  Charles  ? 
thou  art  an  old  man,  and  thou  canst  not  work, 
and  thou  hastnotforty  shillings  left,  and  thou 
eatcst  good  meat,  antl  drinkest  good  drink, 
anrt  Inughest. 

Mer.  And  will  do. 

Mrs.  Mer,  But  how  wilt  tliou  come  by  it, 
Charles? 

Mer,  How  ?  Why,  how  have  I  done  hitherto 
these  forty  years?  I  never  came  int<i  my 
dining-room,  but,  at  elcveu  and  six  o'clock, 
1  found  excellent  meatand  drink  o'th'tibic; 
my  cloaths  were  never  worn  out,  but  next 
rooming  a  taylor  brought  me  a  new  suit;  and 
without'  Question  it  will  be  so  ^ver!  Use 
tnakqs  perfcctqcss;  if  all  should  fuii^  it  is  but  | 


a  little  straining  myself  extmordinary,  and 
lauizh  myself  to  death. 

Wife.  lt*s  a  foolish  old  man  tbb^  is  nothe, 
George  ? 

Cit.  Yes,  cony. 

Wife.  Give  me  a  penny  i*  tlk*  purse  while 
I  live,  George. 

Cit.  Ay,  byV  lady,  cony,  hold  thee  there  ! 

Mrs,  Mer.  Well,  Charles;  you  promis'd 
to  provide  for  Jasper,  and  I  ht|ve  laid  up  for 
Michael:  I  pray  you  pay  Jasper  his  portion; 
he's  come  Home,  and  he  shall  no(  consume 
Michael's  stock ;  he  says  his  roaster  turned 
\i\T\\  away,  but  I  promise  you  truly  I  tbiuk 
ho  ran  avvay. 

Wife.  No,  indeed,  mistress  Merrythought, 
tho*  lie  be  a  notable  gallows,  yet  I'll  assume 
you  his  master  did  turn  hin)  away,  even  in 
this  place ;  *twas,  i'faith,  within  this  half-hour, 
about  his  daughter ;  my  husband  was  by. 

Cit.  Hang  him,  rogue  !  he  serv'd  hrm  well 
enough  :  Love  his  master's  daughter?  By  my 
troih,  cony,  if  there  were  a  tliousand  boys, 
thou  wouldst  spoil  them  all,  with  taking  their 
parts;  let  his  inotlrer  alone  with  hiun. 

Wife.  Ay,  George,  but  yet  truth  is  truth. 

Mer.  Where  is  Jasper?  he's  welcomu, 
however.  Call  him  in ;  lie  shall  have  his  por» 
tion.     Is  he  merry? 

Mrs.  Mer.  Ay,  foul  chive. him,  he  is  too 
merry.    Jasper!  Michael! 

Enter  Jasper  and  Michael. 

Mer.  Welconie,  Jasper !  tho'  tliou  run'^t 
away,  welcome !  God  bless  thee !  Tis  thy 
mother's  mind  thou  shouldst  receive  thy  por- 
tion ;  thou  l!a>t  -been  abroad,  and  I  hope 
hast  learn'd  experience  enoui;h  to  govern  it; 
thou  art  of  sullicicnt  yours;  hold  thy  hand: 
One,  two,  three,  four,  Hvc,  six,  seven,  eight, 
nine,  there  is  ten  shillings  for  thee;  thrust 
thyself  into  the  world  with  that,  and  take 
some  settled  course:  If  Fortune  cross  thee, 
thon,  hast  a  retiring:  place ;  come  home  to  me; 
I  have  twenty  shillin<:s  left.  Be  a  good  hus- 
band; that  is,  wear  ordinary  cloaths,  cat  the 
hot  nie^t,  and  drink  the  best  drink  ;  be  mer- 
ry, and  give  to  the  poor,  and,  believe  me, 
tliou  hast  no  end  of  tiiy  goods. 

Jasp.  Long    ni;iy   you  live  free  from  aH 
thought  of  ill. 
And  long  have  cause  to  be  thus  merry  still ! 
But,  father 

Mer.  No  more  words,  Jasper;  get  thee 
gone! 
IHjou  hast  my  blessing;  thy  father's  spirit 

'  upon  thee ! 
Farewell,  Jaspct  I 

But  yet,  or  ere  you  part  (oh,  cruel !) 

Kiss  me,  kiss  me,  sweeting. 
Mine  own  dear  jewel ! 

So  ;  now  begone;  no  words !     [Kxit  Jasper. 
Ml  s,  Mer.  So,  Miciiael ;  now  ^c(  thee  guu^ 
too. 


Act?.] 


THE  KNIOHT  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTI*. 


447 


Mick,  Yes  forsooth,  mother;  hot  I'll  have 
my  father's  hlessing  first, 

Mrs.  Mcr.  No,  Michael ;  ^tij  no  matter 
for  his  hlessinij:;  thou  hast  my  ble^iug;  be 
ftpne.  ril  fetch  my  money  and  jewels,  and 
follow  tliec :  I'll  stay  no  longer  with  him,  1 
warrant  thee.     Truly,  Charles,  I'll  be  gone 

loo. 

Mer.  What !  you  will  not  ? 
Mr$,  Mer,  Yes  indeed  will  I. 

Mer,  Hcy-ho,  farewell.  Nan! 
I'll  never  trust  wench  more  agaip,  if  I 
can. 

Mn.  Mer,  You  shall  not  thii^k  fwhen  all 
your  own  is  gone)  to  spend  that  I  hi^ye  been 
scraping  up  for  Michael. 

Mer,  Farewell,  good  wife!  I  expect  it 
not;  all  I  have  to  tTo  in  this  world,  is  to  be 
merry ;  which  I  shall,  if  the  ground  be  not 
ta'i^eu  from  me ;  ^nd  if  it  be, 


When  earth  and  seas  from  me  are  reft. 
The  fl^ies  aloft  for  me  are  left.     [Eseunt, 

[Btnf  danctth.  MuikK 

nNIS  ACTUS  PK1M1. 

Wife,  III  be  sworn  he's  a  merry  qld  gen- 
tleman, fpr  all  that.  Hark,  har|i;,  husband, 
hark!  fiddles,  fiddles!  now  surely  they  go 
finely.  They  say  'tis  present  death  for 
these  fiddlers  (o  tune  thi  ir  rebecks**  before 
the  great  Turk's  grace;  is't  not,  George? 
But  lool(,  look  !  here's  a  youth  (fances !  now, 
good  youth,  do  a  turn  o'  th'  toe.  Sweetheart, 
i'fi^ith  I'll  have  Ralph  com^  and  do  some  of 
bis  gambols;  he'll  ride  the  wild*mare,  gen- 
tlemen, 'twould  do  your  hearts  good  to  see 
him.  I  thank  you,  kind  youth;  'pray  bid 
Ralph  come. 

Cit,  Peace,  cony !  Sirrah,  you  scurvy  boy, 
bid  the  players  send  Ralph ;  or,  by  God's 
wound6,.an  they  do  not,  I'll  tear  some  of  their 
perri  wigs  beside  their  heads;Uns  is  all  riflf-raff. 


'Rebecks,']  A  reheck  was  an  instrument  witli  three  strings,  resembling  a  modern  fiddle.  |{% 
It  is  mentioned  in  Milton's  Allegro. 


ACT  II. 


je.nter  Merchant  and  Master  Humphrey, 

Merck.    AND  how,  'tnith,  how  goes  it  now, 
•**     soi»,  Humphrey ? 
Hum,  Right  wor>hipful,  an#my  beloved 
friend 
And  fatlier  r^ar,  this  matter's  at  an  end. 

Merch.  Tis  well;   it  should  be  so:  I'm 
plad  the  jrirl 
Is  found  st»  tnictable. 

'    /£</»,  Nay,  she  must  whirl  [say, 

From'  hence,  (and  yon  must  wink  ;  for  so,  I 
Tike  storv  telh)  tomorrow  l)efore  day. 

Wife.  '(Jeore;o,dost  thou  think  iu  thy  con- 
science now  'twill  be  a  match?  tell  me  but 
what  thou  tliink'st,  sweet  rojsue  :  Thou  Seest 
die  poor  gentleman  (dear  heart!)  how  it  la- 
l»onrs  and  tlirohs,  I  warrant  you, lu  be  at  rest: 
I'll  go  move  the  father  for't. 

at.  No,  no;  I  prithee  sit  still,  hjwey- 
suckle;  thou'lt  spoil  all:  If  he  deny  him,  1*11 
brine  half-a-dozen  good  fellows  myself,  and 
in  the  shutting  of  an  evening  kuock  ijt  up,  and 
there's  an  end. 

Wife.  I'll  buss  thee  for  that,  i'faijh,  boy  I 
Weir,  George,  well,  you  ha.%e  h^en  a  wag  m 
vour  days,  i  warrant  you;  but  God  forgive 
you,  aiwJ  I  do  with  all  my  heart. 

Merch.  How  wab  it,  son  ?  you  told  me  that 
tomorrow 
before  day-break,  you  must  convey  hecheuce. 


Hum,  I  must,  I  must ;  and  thus  it  is  agreed  : 
Your  daughter  rides  upon  a  brown-bay  steed, 
I  on  a  sorrel,  which  I  bought  of  Brian, 
The  honest  host  of  the  red  roaring  Lion, 
in  Waltham  situate:  TlMm  if  you  may, 
CoQsent  '\A  seemly  sort;  lest  by  delay, 
riie  latal  Sisters  come,  and  do  the  office. 
And  then  you'll  sing  another  song. 

Merch,  Alas, 
Why  should  ycm  be  thus  fuH-ofgrirf  to  me. 
That  do  as  willing  as  youFsolf  agrt»e 
To  any  thing,  so  it  be  good*  and  fair.^-   [sure 
Then  steal  her  when  yon  wiil,if  sucUa  plea- 
Content  you  both ;  I'll  sleep  and  never  see  it. 
To  make  your  joys  more  full.  iJut  lell  me  why 
You  may  not  here  perform  yon^  marriage  } 

Wife,  i}oA\  blessing  o'  thv  soul,  old  man  { 
I'fuitii  thou  art  loath  to  part  true  hearts.  I 
see  a  has  her,  GfKirge }  and  I'm  as  glad  on't ! 
Well,  go  thy  w^^y^,  U;wiphrey,  for  a  fair- 
spoken  man ;  I  believe  thou  hast  not  thy  fellow 
within  x.\\&  wails  oi'  London ;  an  I  should  say 
the  suburbs  too,  I  should  not  lie.  Why  dost 
not  thoii  rejoice  witli  me,  George  } 

Cit>.  If  1  could  hut  see  Ralph  again,  I  were 
as  merpy  as  laine  linst,  i'fnitii. 

Hum.  The  cause  you  seem  to  ask,  I  thus 
declare :  f  sware 

(Help  me,  oli.  Muses  nine  !)  Your  daughter 
A  foolish  oath,  tlie  more  it  was  the  pity ; 
Yet  no  one  but  myself*^  witlun  tiiis  city 


^^.Yet  none  Ifiit  myself,]  The  reading  in  the  teiLt  is  Tlieobald's.  Sympson's  anonymouicoir- 
j^cspondeni proposes,  '-None  but. /my self.*- 
Vol.  U.  3  J«J 
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[Acta. 


Shall  dafc  tb  say  so,  hot  a  bold  defiance 
Shall  meet  him,  were  he  of  the  noble  science. 
And  yet  she  sware,  and  vet  why  did  she  swear? 
Truly  I  cannot  tell,  unless  it  were 
Por  her  own  ease ;  for  sure  sometimes  an  oath, 
Being  sworn  thereafter,  is  like  cordial  broth: 
And  this  it  was  she  swore,  never  to  marry, 
But  such  a  one  whose  mighty  arm  could  carry 
(As  meaning  me,  for  I  am  such  a  one)  ' 

Her  bodily  away,  thro'  stick  and  stone, ' 
Till  both  of  us  arrive,  at  her  request, 
•Some  ten  miles  off,  in  the  wild  Waltham- 
Forfest.  [fear 

Merck,  If  this  be  all,  you  shall  not  need  to 
Any  denial  in  your  love ;  proceed ; 
ril  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the  deed. 

Hvm.  Good  night,  twenty  good  nights,  and 
twenty  more. 
And  twenty  more  good  nights,  that  makes 
threescore !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mrt,  Merrythought  and  Michael, 

Mrs.  Mer,  Come,  Michael ;  art  thou  not 
-weary,  boy  ? 

Mich,  No  forsooth,  mother,  not  I, 

Mrs.  Mer.  Where  be  we  now,  child? 

Mich,  Indeed  forsooth,  mother,  I  cannot 
tell,  unless  we  be  at  Mile-End :  Is  not  all  the 
world  Mile- End,  mother? 

Mrs.  Mer,  No,  Michael,  not  all  the  world, 
hoj,;  but  I  can  assure  thee,  Michael,  Mile- 
End  is  a  goodly  matter :  There  has  been  a 
pitchficld,  my  child,  between  the  naughty 
Spaniels  and  the  Englishmen;  and  theSpaniels 
ran  away,  Michael,  and  the  Englishmen  fol- 
lowed. My  neighbour  Coxstone  was  there, 
boy,  and  kiJl'd  them  all  with  a  birdmg-piece. 

Mich,  Mother,  forsootti ! 

Mrs.  Mer,  What  says  my  white  boy  ? 

Mich.  Shall  not  my  father  go  with  us  too? 

Mrs.  Mer.  No,  Michael,  let  thy  father  go 
snick-up ;  he  shall  never  come  between  a  pair 
of  sheets  with  me  a^ain,  while  he  lives;  let 
him  stay  at  home  and  sing  for  his  supper,  boy. 
Come,  child,  sit  down,  and  1*11  shew  my  boy 
fine  knacks,  indeed:  Look  here,  Michael; 
here's  a  ring;  and  here's  a  brooch,  and  here's 
a  bracelet,  and  here's  two  rings  more,  and 
here's  money  and  gold  by  th'  eye,  my  boy ! 

Mich.  Shall  I  have  all  this,  mother? 

Mrs.  Mer.  Ay,  Michael,  thou  slialt  have 
^1,  Michael. 

Cit,  How  lik'st  thou  this,  wench? 

Wife.  1  cannot  tell ;  J  would  have  Ralph, 
George;  I'll  see  no  more  else,  indeed-la; 
and  I  pray  you  let  the  youths  understand  so 
much  by  word  of  mouth;  for  I  will  tell  you 


truly,  I'm  afraid  o'  my  boy.  Come,  come, 
George,  let's  be  merry  and  wise ;  the  child's 
a  fatherless  child,  and  say  they-  should  put 
him  into  a  strait  pairof  gaskins,  'twere  worse 
than  kuotrgrass*^,  be  would  never  grow  after 
iU 

Enter  Ralph,  Tim,  and  George, 

Cit,  Here's  Ralph,  here's  Ralph ! 
Wife.  How  do  you,  Ralph  ?  you  are  wel- 
come, Ralph,  as  I  may  say  ;  it's  a  pood  boy  ! " 
hold  up  thy  head,  and  be  not  afraid;  we  are 
thy  friends,  Ralph.  The  gentlemen  wiJl  praise 
thee,  Ralph,  if  thou  play'st  thy  part  with 
audacity.     Begin,  Ralph,  a  God's  name ! 

Bfilph.  My  trusty  Squire,  unlace  my  helm  ; 
give  me  my  tjat. 
Where  are  we,  orwhatdesart  might  this  be? 

George.  Mirror  of  knighthood,  tliis  is,  as 
I  take  it. 
The  perilous  Waltham-Down  ;  in  whose  bot- 
The  enchanted  valley.  [torn  stands 

Mrs.  Mer.  Oh,  Michael,  we  arc  betray 'd, 
we  are  betray 'd !  here  he  giauts !  ¥\y,  boy, 
fly,  boy,  fly  I 

[Exit  with  Michael,  leaving  a  caskets 

SMlph.  hfice  on  my  helm  agam !    What 

noise  is  this? 

A  gentle  lady,  flying  the  embrace  [her. 

Of  some  uncourteous  knight?  J  will  relieve 

Go,  Squire,  and  say,  the  Knight  that  wears 

this  Pestle 
In  honour  of  all  ladies,  swears  revenge 
Upon  that  recreant  coward  that  pursues  her ; 
Go  comfort  her,  and  that  same  gentle  squire 
That  bears  her  company. 

l^ini.  1  go,  brave  Knight. 

Ralph.  My  trusty  Dwarf  and  friend,  reach 
me  my  shield;  [hood; 

And  hold  it  while  1  swear,  first,  by  my  knight- 
Then  by  the  soul  of  Amadis  de  Gaul 
(My  famous  ancestor; ;  then  by  my  sword 
The  beauteous  Brionella  girt  about  me ; 
By  this  bright  burning  Pestle,  of  mine  honour 
The  living  trophy ;  and  by  all  respect    ' 
Due  to  distressed  damsels ;  here  I  vow 
Never  to  end  the  quest  of  this  fair  lady. 
And  that  forsaken  squire,  'till  by  my  valour 
I  gain  their  liberty  I  [Exit, 

George.  Heav'n  bless  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  gentlewomen! 

[Exit. 

Wife.  Ay  marry,  Ralph,  this  has  some  sa- 
vour in't;  I  would  see  the  proudest  of  them 
all  offer  to  carry  his  books  after  him.  But, 
George,  I  will  not  have  him  go  away  so  soon  ; 
I  shajl  be  sick  if  he  go  away,  that  I  shall; 


*3  Knot-grass.^ *  Get  you  gone,  you  dwarf, 

^  You  Minimus,  of  hindring  knot-grass  made.' 

Midsummer-Night's  Dream,  act  iii.  scene  2. 
Upon  which  passage  the  last  editor  observes:  *  It  appears  thsit knot-grass  was  anciently  sap- 
*  posed  to  prevent  the  growth  of  any  animal  or  child ;'  and  produces  this  passage,  and  the 
following  from  The  Coxcomb,  in  proof  of  his  observation:  '  We  want  a  boy  extremely  for 
^  tins  function^  kept  under  for  a  year  with  milk  and  knot'grats*        R, 
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call  Ralph  again,  George,  call  Ralph  again ; 
I  prithee,  sweetheart,  let  him  corae  light  be- 
fore me,  and  let's  ha'  some  drums,  and 
trumpets,  ntid  let  him  kill  all  that  comes  near 
bim,  an  thou  lov'st  me,  Gf  ort!e  ! 

Cit.  Peace  a  little,  bird!  he  shall  kill 
them  all,  an  they  were  twenty  more  on  'era 
than  there  are. 

Enter  Jasper. 

Jasp.  Now,  Fortune,  (if  thou  be'st  not 

only  ill) 
Shc%v  me  thy  better  facti,  and  bring  about 
Thy  desperate  wheel,  that  [  may  climb  at 

length, 
And  stand  ;  this  is  our  place  of  meeting, 
If  love  have  any  constancy.     Oh,  age, 
Where  only  wealthy  men  are  counted  happy  ! 
How  shall  I  please  thee,  how  deserve  thy 

smiles. 
When  I  am  only  rich  in  misery  ? 
My  fatl)er*s  blessing,  and  this  little  coini 
Is  my  inheritance ;  a  strong  revenue  ! 
From  earth  thou  art,  and  unto  earth  I  give 

thee: 
There  (»row  and  multiply,  whilst  fresher  air 
Breeds  me  a  fresher  fortune. — How  I  illusion! 


i Spies  the  casket. 


What,  hath  the  devil  coin'd  himself  before 

me? 
*Tis  metal  good  ;  it  rings  well ;  I  am  waking, 
And  taking  too,  I  hope.     Now  God*s  dear 

blessing 
Upon  his  heart  that  loft  it  here !  'tis  mine ; 
These  pearls,  I  take  it,wcre  not  left  for  swine! 

[Exit. 

Wife.  I  do  not  like  that  this  untnrifty 
youth  should  embezzle  away  the  money ;  the 
poor  gentlewoman  his  mother  will  have  a 
heavy  heart  lur  it,  God  knows. 

Cit.  Am\  rea^^on  good,  sweetheart. 

Wife.  But  let  biro  go;  ill  tell  Kalph  a  tale 
in'5  t  ar,  shall  fetch  him  a^iain  with  a  wanion, 
I  warrant  him,  if  he  be  above  ground  ;  and 
besides,  George,  here  be  a  number  of  suf- 
ficient gf-ntlemcn  can  witness,  and  myself, 
and  yonrseif,  and  the  musicians,  if  we  be 
cali'd  in  question.     But  here  comes  Ralph; 

•«  Your  squire  doth  come,  ami  with  fum  comes  the  ladj/. 

Enter  Mrs.  MeiTi/thought,  &c. 

For  and  the  squire  of  damsels  as  I  take  it. 

Ralph.  Mudam,  &c.]  Sympson  omits  the  period  at  the  end  of  the  firstline,  and  alters 
for  to  fuir  :  we  tliink  him  right  in  the  alteration  of  the  word;  but  we  must  go  further  he- 
fore  Mus  pngsasjo  is  cleared  of  corruption,  since,  by  giving  the  first  and  third  lines  to  one 
speaker,  the  third  appears  a  bald  and  needless  repetition  of  the  sense  of  the  first,  which  is 
complete  in  itself.  VVe  have  therefore  made  Ralph's  speech  begin  at  the  third  line  instead 
of  tiiR  fourth ;  and  apprehend  that  he  first  addresses  himself  both  to  Mrs.  Merrythought  and 
Michael:  Her  he  calls  Fair  I  and  him  Squire  of  Damsels/  as  he  names  him'  afterwards^ 
*  this  gentle  Squire.*  This  is  quite  in  his  character,  and  the  only  reading  that  gives  spirit^ 
or  even  tolerable  sense,  to  tlie  liiird  line ;  after  which  he  proceeds  to  comfort  theift 
•eparately. 

"^  Prcst.]  i.  e.  ready.    See  note  ■'•on  The  Wild-Goose  Chace. 

•*  /  have  but  one  horse,  on  wlUch,]  The  variation  is  Sympson*!. 
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George,  thou  shalt  hear  him  speak,  at  he 
were  an  emperal. 

Enter  Ralph  and  George. 

Ralph.  Comes  not  Sir  Squire  again  ? 
George.  Right  courteous  Knight, 
Your  Squire  doth  come,  and  with  him  comes 
the  lady. 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought,  Hfithael,  and 

Ralph.  Fair!  and  the  Squire  of  Damsels**, 
as  I  take  it ! 
Madam,  if  any  service  or  devoir 
Of  a  poor  errant  Knight  may  right  your 
wrongs,  fcour; 

Command  it ;  I  am  prest  ^^  to  give  you  sue- 
For  to  that  holy  end  I  bear  my  armour. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Alas,  sir,  I  am  a  poor  gentle^ 
woman,  and  I  have  lost  my  money  in  this 
forest.  > 

Ralph.  Desart,  you  would  say,  lady ;  and 
not  lost  f  tears. 

Whilst  I  have  sword  and  lance.  Dry  up  your 
Which  ill  befit  the  beauty  of  that  fac^, 
And  tell  the  story,  if  I  may  r^qu^st  it^ 
Of  your  disastrous  fortune. 

Mrs.  Mer,  Out,  alas !  I  left  a  thousand 
pound,  a  thousand  pound,  e*en  all  the  montSf 
1  had  laid  up  for  this  youthj  upon  the  sight 
of  your  mastership,  you  look'd  so  grim,  and, 
as  I  may  say  it,  saving  your  preseuce,|  more 
like  a  giant  than  a  mortal  man. 

Ralph.  I  am  as  you  are,  lady ;  so  are  they^ 
All  mortal.  But  why  weeps  this  gentle  squire  i 

Mrs.  Mer.  Has  he  not  cause  to  weep,  do 
you  think,  when  he  has  lost  his  inheritance  ? 

Ralph,  Young  hope  of  valour,  weep  not; 
1  am  here 
That  will  confound  thy  foe,  and  pay  it  dear- 
Upon  his  coward  head,  that  dare  deny 
Distressed  squires  and  ladies  equity. 
I  have  but  one  horse  ^,  upon  which  shall  ride 
This  lady  fair  behind  roe,  and  before   [more 
This  courteous  squire:  Fortune  will  give  us 
Upon  our  next  adventure.     Fairly  speed 
Beside  us,  Squire  and  Dwarf,  to  do  us  need ! 

[Exeunt^ 
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Cii,  Did  not  r  tell  voti,  Nell,  what  your  man 
would  do  ?  by  the  faith  of  my  body,  wench, 
for  clean  action  and  good  delivery,  they  may 
all  cast  their  caps  at  him. 

Wife.  And  so  they  may,  i' faith  j  for  I  dare 
speak  it  boldly,  the  twelve  companies  of 
liondon  cannot  match  him,  timber  for  tim- 
ber. Well,  George,  an  he  be  not  inveigled 
by  some  of  these  paltry  players,  I  ha*  much 
mar^'el ;  but,  George,  we  ha*  done  our  parts, 
if  the  boy  have  any  grace  to  be  thankful. 

Cit.  Yes,  I  warrant  you,  ducklings 

Enter  Master  Humphrey  and  Luce, 

Hut$.  Good  mistress  Luce,  however  I  In 

fault  am  [Waltham ; 

For  your  lame  horse,  you're  welcome  unto 

But  which  way  now  to  go,  or  what  to  say, 

1  know  not  truly,  'till  it  be  broad  day. 

'  Luce.  Oh,  fear  not,  master  Humphrey ;  I 

am  guide 
^or  thid  place  good  enough. 
Hum.  Then  up  and  ride  ; 
Or,  if  it  please  ydu,  walk  for  your  repose; 
Or  sit,  or,  if  vdu  t^-ill,  go  plucic  a  rose  : 
Either  of  which  shiill  be  iodiffetent. 
To  your  good  frieltd  and  Humphrey,  whose 

conserit 
Is  so  entangled  <«ver  (6  yout  will. 
As  the  poor  harmless  horse  is  to  the  mill. 
Luce.  'Faith,  an  you  say  tlie  word,  we'll 
e'en  sit  down, 
And  take  a  nap. 

Hum.  Tis  better  in  the  town,- 
tVhcre  we  may  nap  together ;  for,  believe  me. 
To  sleep  without  a  snatch  would   mickle 
grieve  mfe. 
Luce.  You're  merfy,  master  Humphrey. 
Hum.  So  I  am, 
And  have  been  ever  merry  from  my  dani. 
Lucei  Your  nurse  had  the  less  labour. 
Hum.  *Faith,  it  may  be, 
Unless  it  were  by  chance  I  did  bewray  me. 

Enter  Jasper. 

Jasp,  Luce !  dear  friend  Luce ! 

Luce.  Here,  Jasper. 

Jasp.  You  are  mine.  [fine : 

Hum.  If  it  be  so,  my  friend,  you  use  me 
What  do  you  think  I  am? 

Jasp.  An  arrant  noddy.  [body, 

Hum.  A  word  of  obloquy !  Now,  by  God's 
rU  tell  thy  master;  for  I  know  thee  well. 

Ja$p.  Nay,  an  you  be  so  forward  for  to  tell, 


Take  that,  and  that;  and  tell  hiin,  sir  J  gate  its 
And  say  I  paid  you  well.  [Beats  him. 

Hum.  Oh,  sir,  I  have  it. 
And  do  confers  the  payment.  'Pray,  be  quiet! 

Jasp.  Go,  get  j^ou  to  youf  nig;ht-cap   and 
the  di^t. 
To  cure  your  beateh  bones. 

Luce.  Alas,  poor  Humphrey! 
Get  thee  some  wholesome  broth,   with  sage 

and  cum  fry ; 
A  little  oil  of  roses,  and  a  feathef 
To  'noint  thy  back  withal. 

Hum.  When  I  came  hither, 
'Would  I  had  gone  to  Paris  with  John  Dory  '^f 

Tmcc.  Farewell,niy  pretty  Nump  I  I'm  very 
I  cannot  hear  thee  com|5any.  [«>rry 

Hum.  Fa  re  w  1 11 1 
The  devil's  dam  was  ne'er  so  bangM  in  hell^ 

[Exeunt. 

Manet  Humphrey. 

Wife,  Tliis  young  Jasper  will  prove  me 
another  things,  a  my  conscience,  an  he  may 
be  suffered.  George,  dost  not  see,  George^ 
how  a  swaggers,  and  flies  at  tlie  very  heads 
a  folks,  as  he  were  a  dragon?  Well,  if  1 
do  not  do  his  lesson  for  wronging  the  poor 
gentleman  I  am  no  true  woman.  His  friends 
rhat  brought  him  vp  might  hate  been  better 
occupied,  I  wis,  than  have  taught  him  these 
fegaries:  He*s  een  in  the  highway  to  tlie 
gallows,  God  bless  him  ! 

Cit.  You're  too  bitter,  cony ;  the  young 
man  may  do  well  enough  Tot  all  this. 

Wife.  Come  hither,  mastcnr  Humphrey ; 
has  he  hurt  you  ?  now  beshrcw  his  lingers 
^for*!!  Htre,  sweetheart,  here's  some  si  ret- n 
ginger  far  thee.  Now  beshrcw  my  heart, 
but  a  had  peppernel  in's  head,  as  big  as  a 
pullet's  egg!  Alas,  sweet  lamb,  how  tliy  tem- 
ples beat !  Take  the  peace  ou  him,  sweet- 
heart, take  the  peace  on  htw. 

Enter  Hoifi 

Cit.  No,  no ;  you  talk  like  a  foolish  wo- 
man !  ril  ha'  Ralph  fight  with  him,  and 
swinge  him  up  well-favour'dly.  Sirrah,  Boy; 
come  hither :  Let  lialph  come  in  and  figtiC 
with  Jasper. 

Wife.  Ay,  and  beat  hiin  it(?ll ;  h6's  an  un- 
happy hoy. 

Buy.  Sir,  you  must  pardon  us:  the  plot  of 
our  play  lies  contrary ;  and  'twifl  hazsird  the 
spoilii>g  of  our  pl^ty. 


^  John  Dory.]  Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  his  History  of  Music,  says,  *  Tlie  song  of  John 

*  Dory,  with  the  tune  to  it,  is  printed  in  the  Dvuteromelia,  or  the  second  pa^t  of  Mustek's 

*  Melodie,  1609.  The  legend  of  this  person  is,  that  being  a  sea-caprain,  or  perhaps  a  pirate, 
'  he  Engaged  to  the  king  of  France  to  bring  the  crew  of  an  £nglish  ship  bound  as  captives 

*  to  Paris,  and  that  accordingly  he  attenipted  to  make  prize  of  an  English  vessel,  but  was 

*  himself  taken  prisoner.     The  song  of  John  Dory,  and  the  tune  to  it,  were  a  long  time* 

*  popular  in  England :  In  the  comedy  of  The  Chances,  written  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 

*  Antonio,  a  humorous  old  man,  receives  a  wound,  which  he  will  not  suffer  to  be  dresse(# 

*  but  upon  condition  that  the  song  of  John  Dory  be  sung  the  while.'       'The  Song  is  akfV 
printed  in  Sir  John's  Appendix,  No.  27. 


Act  2.] 
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C/t.  Plot  me  no plott !  I'll  ba'  lUlph  come 
Dut;  rU  make  your  house  too  hot  for  you 
Use. 

Boy.  Wliy,  sir,  he  shall;  but  If  anj  thio^ 
fall  out  of  order,  the  genclcmen  must  pardou 
us. 

Cit.  Go  your  ways,  goodmail  Boy!  1*11 
bold  him  a  pennjr,  he  shall  have  his  belly  full 
uf  fighting  now.    Ho !  here  comes  Ralph !  no 


more : 


Enter  Ralph,  Mrs.  Mcrrythrmghty  Michael, 
Tim,  and  George. 

Ralph.  What  knight  is  that,  Sqiiire  ?  dsk 
him  if  he  keep 
The  passage,  bound  by  love  of  lady  fair. 
Or  else  but  prickant. 

Hum.  Sir,  I  am  no  knight. 
But  a  poor  gentl^msin,  that  this  snme  night 
tlad  stolen  from  me,  upOn  yonder  green. 
My  lovely  wife,  and  suifer'd  (to  be  seen 
Vet  cxtaut  On  my  shoulders)  such  a  greeting, 
That  whilst  J  live,  I  shall  think  of  thiit  ml^et- 

Wife.  Ay,  Ralph,  he  beat  him  unmerci- 
fully, Ralph  ;  an  thou  spar'st  lum,  Ralph,  I 
would  thou  wert  hanj;'d. 

Cit,  No  more,  Wife,  no  more! 

Ralph.  Where  is  the  caitiff  wretch  hath 
done  this  deed  ? 
Lady,  your  pardon  !  that  I  ttiay  proceed 
Upon  the  quest  of  this  injurious  knight. 
And   thou,  fair  Squire,  repute   me  not  the 

worse, 
In  leaving  the  great  venture  of  the  pui'^j 

Enter  Jasper  and  Luce. 

And  the  rich  casket,  *till  scniie  bcttet  Icishre. 

Hum.  Here  comes  the  broker  hath  pur- 
loin'd  my  treasure. 

Ralph.  Go,  Squire,  and  tell  him  I  am  here. 
An  errant  Knight  at  arms,  to  crave  delivery 
Of  that  fair  lady  to  her  own  knik^ht's  arms. 
If  he  deny,  bid  him  take  chi^ice  of  ground, 
And  so  defy  him. 

Tim.  From  the  Knight  tliat  bears 
The  Golden  Pestle,  I  defy  thee,  Knight; 
tJnless  thou  make  fair  restitution 
Of  that  bright  lady. 

Jasp.  Tell  the  Knight  that  sent  thee 
He  is  an  ass;  and  I  will  kefep  the  wtnch, 
And  knock  his.  head-piece. 

Ralph.  Knight,  thou  art  but  dead. 
If  tho'i  recall  not  thy  uncourteous  terms. 

Wife.  Break  his  pate,  Ralph;  break  his 
pate,  Ralph,  soundly  1 

Jasp.  Conie,  KM?ght;  I'm  ready  fof  yoU.— 
Now  your  Pestle 

[Snatchrs  away  his  Pestle. 
Shall  try  what  temper,  sir,  )Our  mortar's  of. 
With  that  he  stood  upright  in  his  stirruns, 
and  gave  the  knight  of  the  calves-skin  such  a 
knock,  that  he  forsook  his  horse,  and  down 


he  fell ;  and  then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and 
plucking  off  his  helmet 

Hum,  Nay,  an  my  noble  Kuight  be  down 
so  soon, 
Tbo*  1  can  scarcely  go,  I  needs  must  run. 

^Exeunt  Humphrey  and  Ralphs 

Wife.  Run,  Ralph,  run,  Ralph ;  run  for  thy 
life,  boy;  Jasper  comes,  Jdspe^ cijmes ! 

Jaip.  Come,  Luce,  we  Hiust  have  othef 
arras  for  you ; 
Humpht*ey,  ad<i  Golden  Pcstl^^  bdth  adieu  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Wife.  Sure  the  devil,  God  bless  us,  is  in 
this  springald !  Why,  George,  didst  ever  tec 
such  a  tire-drake  ?  t  am  afraid  my  boy's  mis* 
carried ;  if  he  be,  though  he  were  master 
Merrythought's  son  a  thousand  times,  if  therei 
be  any  law«,  in  England,  1*11  make  some  of 
them  smart  for't. 

Cit.  No,  no ;  I  have  found  out  the  mattery 
sweetheart;  Jaisper  is  enchanted ;  as  sure  as 
we  are  here,  he  is  enchanted :  He  could  no 
more  hate  stood  in  Ralph's  hands,  than  I 
can  stand  in  my  lord-ihayor's.  Til  have  a 
ring  to  discover  all  e^nchantments,'  and  Ralph 
shall  beat  him  yet:  Be  no  mOre  vei'd,  for  it 
shall  be  so. 

Enter  Ralph,  Tim,  Gearf^e,  Mrs.  Merry* 
thought,  and  Michael, 

Tf7/<?.  Oh,  husband,  here's  Rdphnigain! 
Stay,  Ralph ;  let  nic  speak  with  thee :  How 
dost  thou,  Ralph?  Art  thou  not  shrewdly 
hurt?  the  foul  great  lungies  laid  unmerci- 
fully on  thee ;  there's  some  sugdr-candy  for 
thee.  Phiceed;  thou  shdlt  have  another 
bo'it  with  him. 

Cit.  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  fencin*:- 
school,  if  he  did  not  make  a  puppy  of  him, 
and  drive  him  up  and  down  the  school,  he 
should  nc*er  come  in  my  shop  more. 

Mrs.  Met,  Truly,  master  Knight  of  die 
Burning  Pestle,  I  am  weary.  [hungry. 

Mich.  Indeed-la,  mother,  arid  Pm  very 

Ralph.  Take  comfort;  gentle  dame,  and 
your  fair  Squire  I 
Tot  iri  thi£»  desart  there  must  needs  be  plac'd 
Many  stfong    castles,    held  by    courteous 

knights; 
And  'till  1  bring  you  safe  to  one  of  those, 
I  swear  bv  this  my  order  ne'er  to  leave  )oil. 

Wife.  Well  said,  Ralph!  George,  Ralph 
was  ever  comfortable,  was  he  not? 

Cit.  Yes,  duck. 

Wfe,  I  shall  nc*cr  forget  himj  When  we 
had  lost  oUr  child,  (you  kiiow  it  wa:»  struv*d 
almost,  alone,  to  Puddle- Wharf,  and  the 
ctier^  Were  abroad  for  if,  and  there  it  had 
drown'd  itself  but  for  a  sculler,)  Ralph  wUs 
the  most  comfortablest  to  me !  Peace,  mis- 
tress, says  he,  let  it  go !  I'll  get  you  another 
as  good.  Did  he  not,  George  ?  did  he  not 
say  so? 

Cit,  YeSj  indeed  did  he,  mouse. 
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George,  I  wonld  we  had  a  mess  of  pot- 
tajje,  and  a  pot  of  drink,  Squire,  and  were 
goinj;  to-bed. 

Tim.  Why,  wc  are  at  Waltham-town*s 
end,  and  tiuit's  the  Bell  Inn. 

George.    Take  courage,   valiant  Knight, 
damsel,  and  S<]uire  I 
I  have  discover'd,  not  a  stone's  cast  off, 
An  antient  castle  held  by  the  old  knight   . 
Of  the  most  holy  ordrr  of  the  Hell, 
"Who  gives  to  ail  knights-errant  entertain: 
There  plenty  is  of  food,  and  all  prepar'd 
By  the  white  hands  of  his  own  lady  dear. 
He  hath  three  squires  that  welcome  all  his 

guests : 
The  first,  hightChamberlino'^;  who  will  sec 
Our  beds  prcpar*d, and  bring  us  snowy  sheets, 
Where  never  footman  strctch'd  his  butter'd 

hams. 
The  second,  hight  Tapstero ;  who  will  see 
Our  pots  full  filled,  and  no  froth  therein. 
The  third,  a  gentle  squire,  Ostlero  hight, 
Who"  will  our  palfries  slick  with  whisps  of 

straw, 
And  in  the  manger  put  them  oats  enough, 
And  never  grease  their  teeth  with  candle- 
snuff. 

Wife.  That  same  Dwarf 's  a  pretty  boy, 
but  the  Squire's  a  grout-nold. 

Ralph.  Knock  at  the  gates,  my  Squire, 
with  stately  lance ! 

Enter  Tapater. 

Tap.  Who's  there  ?  You're  welcome,  gen- 
tlemen !  will  you  see  a  room  ? 

George.  Right  courteous  and  valiant 
Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle,  this  is  the 
squire  Tapstero. 

Ralph.  Fair  squire  Tapstero  !  I  a  wander- 
ing Knight, 
Hight  of  the  Burning  Pestle,  in  the  quest 
Of  this  fair  lady's  casket  and  wrought  purse, 
Losing  myself  in  this  vast  wilderness. 
Am  to  this  castle  well  by  fortune  brought; 
Where  hearing  of  the  goodly  entertain 
Your  knight  of  holy  order  of  the  Bell 
Gives  to  ail  damsels,  and  all  errant  knights, 
I  thought  to  knock,  and  now  am  bold  to 
enter. 

Tap.  A  n't  please  you  see  a  chamber,  you 
are  very  welcome.  [Exeunt. 

Wife.  George,  I  would  have  something 
,done,  and  I  cannot  tell  what  it  is. 

Cit.  What  is  it,  Nell? 


Wife.  Why,  George,  shall  Ralph  beat  no« 
body  again  f  Trithce,  sweetheart,  let  him  ! 

Cit.  So  he  shall,  Nell;  and  if  I  join  with 
hiro,  we'll  knock  them  all. 

Enter  Master  Humphrey  and  Merchant, 

Wife.  Oh,  George,  here's  master  Hum- 
phrey again  now,  that  lost  mistress  Luce ; 
and  mistress  Luce's  father.  Master  Hum- 
phrey will  do  somebody's  errand,  I  warrant 
nim. 

Hum.  Father,  it's  true  in  arms  I  ne'er 
shall  clasp  her; 
For  she  is  stol'n  away  by  your  man  Jasper. 
Wife.  I  thought  he  would  tell  him. 
Merch.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  to  lose  my 
child  ! 
Now  I  begin  to  think  on  .Jasper's  words. 
Who  oft  hath  urc'd  to  me  thy  foolishness : 
Why  didst  thou  let  her  go?  thou  lov'st  her 

not. 

That  wouldst  bring  home  thy  life,  and  not 

bring  her.  *  [true; 

,    Hum.  Father,  forgive  me ;  I  shall  tell  you 

Look  on  my  shoulders,  they  are  black  and 

blue: 
Whilst  to  and  fro  fair  Luce  and  I  were  wind- 
ing, 
He  came  and  basted  me  with  a  hedge-bindinc. 
Merch.  Get  men  and  horses  straight !   we 
.will  be  there 
Within  this  hour.  You  know  the  place  a^ain  ? 
Hum.  I  know  the  place  where  he  my  loins 
did  swaddle; 
I'll  get  six  horses,  and  to  each  a  saddle. 
Merch.  Meantime,  I  will  go  talk  with  Jas- 
per's fatln  r.  [Ereunt. 
Wife.  George,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me 
now,  tJiat  master  Humphrey  has  not  mistrobS 
Luce  yet?  speak,   George,  what  wilt  thou 
lay  with  mer 

Cit.  No,  Nell ;  I  warrant  thee,  Jasper  is 
at  Puckeridge  with  her  by  this. 

'  Wife.  Nav,  George,  vou  must  consider 
mistress  Luce's  feet  are  tender;  and  besides, 
'tis  dark  ;  and  1  promise  you  truly,  I  do  not 
see  how  he  should  get  out  of  Waitham-Fo- 
rest  with  her  yet. 

Cit.  Nay,  cony,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with 
me  that  Haiph  has  her  not  yet? 

Wife.  I  will  not  lay  against  Ralph,  honey^ 
because  I  have  not  spoken  with  him.  BuC 
look,  George ;  peace !  here  comes  the  merry 
old  gentleman  again. 


*  The  first  h\»U  Chamberlain 

height  Tapstro 

squire  Ost/tro  height.]  The  correction  of  hight  for  high,  is  from  Mr.  Theobald's 

conjecture,  but  he  did  not  go  to  the  bottom  of  ihe  grievance,  for  Chamberlain  is  not  ^uau<* 
lity,  and  so  can't  stand  in  the  ver«»e.  Chamberiino  is  from  the  said  quarto  of  1613.  TupstrOf 
octavo,  TusterOf  quarto,  I  have  alter'd  to  Tapstero.  *  Ostlero  hight  *  is  from  the  first  quarto 
too.         Sympsun. 

Hight  is   no  amendment,  being  in  old  book ;  as  is  also  Chamberlino*,     The  syb&ti^ilting 
Tapstao  for  Tustero  (if  to  be  called  an  amendmeut)  is  tlie  only  one. 
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Enter  Old  Merry Ikought, 

Mer,  Wlicn  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight, 
And  all  were  fast  asleep. 
In  came  Margaret's  lirimly  ghost, 
^nd  stood  at  William's  feet'*. 

I  have  money,  and  meat,  and  drink,  before- 
hand, till  toiuorrow  at  noon ;  why  should  I 
be  sad?  Mechinks  1  have  half-a-dozen  jovial 
spirits  within  me ; '  I  am  three  merry  men  s®, 
and  three  merry  men!* — To  what  end  should 
any  man  be  sad  in  tliis  world  ?  Give  me  a  man 
that  when  he  goes  to  hanging  cries,  '  Troul 
the  black  bowl  to  me !'  and  a  woman  that 
will  sing  a  catch  in  her  travel !  I  have  seen 
a  man  come  by  my  door  with  a  serious  face, 
i  n  a  black  cloak,  without  a  hatband,  carry- 
ing his  head  as  if  he  look'd  for  pins  in  the 
street :  I  have  look'd  out  of  my  window  half- 
i-year  after,  and  have  spied  that  man's  head 
upon  London-Bridge  :  Tis  vile ;  never  trust 
a  taylor  that  does  not  sing  at  his  work  !  his 
mind  is  on  nothing  buftilchiiig. 

Wife.  Mark  this,  George  1  'tis  worth  no- 
ting: Godfrey,  my  taylor,  you  know,  never 
sings,  and  he  had  fourteen  yards  to  make  this 
gown;  and  I'll  be  sworn,  mistress  Penistone 
|he  draper's  wife  had  one  made  with  twelve. 

Mer,  Tis  mirth  that  fills  the  yeius  with 
blood. 
More  than  wine,  or  sleep,  or  food ; 
Let  each  man  keep  his  heart  at  ease, 
No  man  dies  of  that  disease. 
He  that  would  his  body  keep 
From  diseases,  must  not  weep; 
But  whoever  laughs,  and  sings, 
Never  he  his  body  brings 
Into  fevers,  gouts,  or  rheums, 
Or  lingVingiy  his  li^ngs  consumes; 
Or  meets  with  ach^s  in  the  bone. 
Or  catarrhs,  or  griping  stone: 
But  contented  lives  for  aye; 
The  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may. 

Wife.  Look,  George ;  how  say'st  thou  by 
this,  George?  Js*tnot  a  fine  old  man?  Now 
God's  blessing  a  thy  sweet  lips !  when  wilt 
thou  be  so  merry,  George?  'Faith,  thou  art 
the  frowningst  little  thing,  when  tlxou  art 
angry,  in  a  country. 

Enter  Merchant. 

Cit.  Peace,  cony  !  thou  shalt  see  him  took 
down  too,  I  warrant  thee.  Here's  Luce's  father 
come  now. 

Mer,  As  you  came  from  Walsingham, 
r  roin  the  Holy  Land, 


There  met  you  not  with  my  true  love 
By  the  way  as  you  came  **  ? 

Merck.   Oh,    master  Merrytliought,  my 

slaughter's  gone !  [gone  I 

This  mirth  becomes  you  not;  my  daughter's 

Mer.  Why,  an  if  she  be,  what  care  I  ? 
Or  let  her  come,  or  go,  or  tarry. 

Merck.  Mock  not  my  misery;  it  is  your 
sou 
(Whom  I  have  made  my  own,  when  all  for- 
sook him) 
lias  stol'n  my  only  joy,  my  child,  away. 

Mer.  He  set  her  on  a  milk-white  steed. 
And  himself  upon  a  grey; 
He  never  turn'd  his  face  again. 
But  he  bore  her  quite  aWaV. 

Merck.  Unworthy  of  the  kindness  I  bare 
shewn 
To  thee>  and  thine ;  too  late,  I  well  perceive, 
Thou  art  consenting  to  my  daughter's  loss. 

Mer.  Your  daughter  ?  what  a  stir's  here 
wi'  your  daughter  !  Let  her  go,  think  no  more 
on  her,  but  sing  loud.  If  both  my  sons  were 
on  the  gallows,  I  would  sing, 

Down,  down,  down ;  they  fall 
Down,  and  arise  they  never  shall. 

Merck.  Oh,  might  I  behold  her  once  again. 
And  she  once  more  embrace  her  aged  sire ! 

Mer.  Fy,  how  scurvily  this  goes ! 
'  And  she  once  more  embrace  her  aged  sire?* 
You'll  make  a  dog  on  her,  will  ye?  she  cares 
much  for  her  aged  sire,  I  warrant  you. 

She  cares  not  for  her  daddy,  nor 
She  cares  not  for  her  mammy,  for 

She  is,  she  is,  she  is 
My  lord  of  Lowgave's  lassy. 
Merck.  For  this  thy  scorn  I  will  pursue  that 
Of  thine  to  death.  [son 

Mer.  Do;  and  when  you  ha'  kill'd  him. 

Give  him  flowers  enow.  Palmer,  give  him 
flowers  enow ! 

Give  him  red  and  white,  and  blue,  sreen.and 
yellow. 

Merck.  I'll  fetch  my  daughter 

Aler.  I'll  hear  no  more  o*  your  daughter ; 

it  spoils  my  mirth. 

Merck.  I  say,  I'll  fetch  my  daughter. 

Mer.  Was  never  man  for  lady's  sake»% 
Down,  dowii, 
Tormented  as  I  Sir  Guy, 
De  derry  down, 
For  Lucy's  sake,  that  lady  bright, 
Down,  down. 


*9  Wken  it  was  grown,  &c.]  This  stanza  is  printed  ^n  Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetrv 
Tol.  iii.  p.  lao.  ^  ^  jf 

3*  Tkree  merry  men,  &c.]  See  p.  160  of  this  volume. 
»»  As  you  camCy  &c.J  From  a  ballad  printed  in  Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetry,  vol.  ii. 

3«  Was  never  man,  &c.]  From  the  Legend  of  Sir  Guy.   Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetrv. 
vol.  ill.  p.  102.  ^^ 
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As  ever  men  beheld  with  eye  I 
De  derry  down. 

iferch^  m  be  reveng'd,  by  Heaven ! 

[Exevnt. 

PINIS  ACTUS  SECUNDX.        [Musick. 

Wife.  How  dost  thou  like  this,  Geoi^c  ? 

Cit.  VVhy,  this  is  well,  cony;  but  if  Halph 
>vere  hot  once,  thou  shouldst  see  more. 
*    }ViJe.  The  fidlers  go  again,  husband. 

Ci^.  Ay,  Nell ;  but  this  is  scur\y  musick. 
J  gave  the  whoreson  gallows  money*  ajid  I 
think  he  has  not  got  mc  the  waits  of  South- 

^Ifl  hear  him  noi.]  Ainendcd  by  Sympsoo 


wark:  If  I  hear  '«m  not  aoon**,  Fll  twinga 
him  by  the  ears.  You  musicians,  play  Baloo>* ! 

Wife.  No,  good  George,  let's  ha*  Lacliry- 

Cit.  Why  tliis  is  it,  cony.'  Fmae ! 

Wife.  It's  aH  the  better,  Georjge.  Now, 
sweet  lamb,  ^hat  story  is  that  painted  upon 
the  cloth' )  the  confutation  of  St.  Paul  ? 

"Cit.  No,  lamb ;  that's  Ralph  and  Lucreoe. 

Wife,  lialph  and  Lucrece  ?  which  Ralpl/? 
our  Ralph  P 

Cit,  No,  mouse ;  that  was  a  Tartarian. 

Wife.  A  Tartarian?  Well,  i  would  the  fid* 
Icrs  had  done,  tha^  we  might  tee  our  Ralph 
again  I       ... 


^If  I  near  him  noi.\  AinenacG  oy  oympson., 

'<  Baloo.]   See  Percy's  Reliquei  of  Antient  Poetry,  vol.  ii.  p.  196,  Lady  Anne  BothwcU't 
Lamentation ;  ^  which  the  concluding  lines  of  each  stanza  are  these : 

'  Balom}.  mv  babe,  lie  still  and  slf^in^  \ 


'  Baitm^  my  babe,  lie  still  and  sleipe  ! 
<  It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  weepe.' 


ACT  m. 


Enter  Jasper  and  Lucf., 

Jcsp»  /^OME,  my  dear  dear !  tho*  we,  have 

^     lost  our  way,  '    [weary 

We  have  not  lost  ourselves.    Are  you  not 

V^ith  this  night's  wandring,  broken  from  your 

rest? 
And  frighted  with  the  terror  that  attends 
The  darkness  of  this  wild  unpeopled  place? 
Luce.  No,  my  best  friend;  I  cannot  either 

fear, 
Or  entertain  a  weary  tho'ieht,  whiUt  you 
(The  end  of  all  my  full  desires)  stand  by  me : 
Lpt  them  tha(  lose  their  hopes,  and  live  to 

languish 
AmoHj^t  the  :^umbcr  of  forsaken  luvcrs. 
Tell  the  long  weary  steps,  and  number  time, 
Start  at  a  shadow,  and  shrink  up  their  blood, 
Whilst  1  (possess'd  with  all  content  and  quiet) 
Thus  take  my  pretty  love,  and  thus  embrace 

him. 
Jasp.  YouVe  caught  me.  Luce,  so  fast, 

that  whilst  I  live 
I  shall  become  your  faithful  prisoner,  [down. 
And  wear  these  chains  for  ever.     Come,  sit 
And  rest  vour  bodv,  too,  too  delica^  " 
For  these  di<?turbanccs.    So!  will  you  sleep? 
Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  are; 
I  know  you  are  not  skilful  in  these  watches, 
For  women  are  no  soldiers  :  Be  nut  nice, 
But  take  It ;  sleep,  I  say. 
Luce.  I  cannot  sleep ; 
Indeed  I  cannot,   friend. 

Ju$p.  Why  then  we'll  sing, 
And  try  how  thut  will  work  upon  our  senses. 


Luce.  T'U  sing,  or  say,  or  anj  thing  bu^ 
sleep.  ' 

Jasp.  Come,  little  mermaid,  rob  me  of  my 
With  that  enchanting  voice.  [hear\ 

Jjuce.  You  mock  me,  Jasper. 

SONG. 

Jasp.   Tell  me,  dearest,  what  is  love**? 
Liicf.  'T\s  a  lightning  from  above  ; 
'TIS  an  arrow,  'tis  a  fire, 
'lis  a  boy  they  pall  Desire. 
*X\s  a  smile 
Doth  beguile 
Jaip.  TUe  poor  hearts  of  men  tlia,t  prove. 

Tell  mc  more,  ace  wompn  true  ? 
JjUce.  Sonic  love  change,  and  so  do  you. 
Jjftsp^       Arc  they  fair,  and  never  kind  ? 
Luce,      Yes,  when  men  turn  with  the  wind. 
Jasp,  Arc  they  froward  ? 

iLuce.  Ever  toward 

Those  that  love,  to  love  anew. 

Jas^.  Dissemble  ft  no  more ;  I  see  the  gO(J 
Of  heavy  sleep  lay  on  his  heavy  mace 
Upon  your  ryt-licls. 

Luce.  I  ail  I  very  heavv. 
J(isp.  Sleep,  sleep;  and  quiet  rest  crowa 
thy  sweci  tlioui5hts! 
Keep  from  her  fair  Blood  all  distcmp<*Vs  ^^ 

startinjis. 
Horrors  and  fearful  shapes!  let  all  her  dreams 
Be  joys,andcha*tc  delights,  einbraces,wishes, 
And  such  new  picasurcs'as  the  ravish'd  soul 
Gives  to  the  senses ! So;  my  charms  have  took^ 
Keep  her,  ye  powers  divine,  whilst  I  con- 
template 


s*  Tell  me,  dearest,  what  is  lore.]  This  Song,  with  a  little  variation,  is  also  in  The  Captain. 
Jj  Keep  from  her  fair  blood  distempers^  startiugs.]  Sympson,  to  assist  the  measure,  adde^ 
the  word  a//. 
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Upon  the  wealth  and  beauty  of  her  mind ! 
8he*s  only  fair,  and  constant,  only  kind« 
And  only  to  thee,  Jasper.     Oh,  my  joys ! 
Whither  will  you  transport  me  ?  let  not  full- 
ness 
Of  ray  poor  buried  liope«  come  up  together. 
And  over-charge  my  spirits;  1  a»u  weak  .' 
Some  say  (however  illj  tiie  sea  and  women 
Are  govern'd  by  the  moon ;  both  ebb  and  flow, 
Bith  full  of  chanj^cs;  yet  to  them  that  know, 
i^nd  truly  judge,  these  but  opinions  are, 
And  heresies,  to  briuij  on  pleasing  war 
Between  Our  tempers,  that  without  these  were 
Both  void  of  iifter-love,  and  present  fear; 
Which  arc  the  best  of  Cupid.  Oh,  thou  Child 
Bred  from  despair,  I  dare  not  entertain  thee, 
Having  aiove  without  the  faults  of  women. 
And  greater  iii  her  perfect  goods  than  men; 
Which  to  make  good,  and  please  myself  the 

stronger, 
Tho'  certainly  Vm  certain  of  her  lore, 
rU  try  her,  that  the  world  and  memory 
May  sing  to  after-times  her  constancy. 
Luce  !  Luce  !  awake  ! 

Luce.  Why  do  you  fright  me,  friend, 

With  those  distemper*d  looks?  what  makes 

your  sword  fyou?-^ 

Drawn   in  your  hand?  who   hath  offended 

I  prithee,  Jasper,  sleep;  thouVt  wdd  with 

watching. 

Jasp.  Come,  make  your  way  to  Heaven, 
and  bid  tiie  world. 
With  all  the  villainies  that  sticj;  upon  it, 
Farewell ;  youVe  tor  anotlicr  life. 

Tmc€.  Oil,  .Faspor, 
How  have  my  tender  years  committed  evil. 
Especially  against  the  man  I  love, 
Thus  to  be  CDppVI  untimely? 

Jasp.   Foolish  girl,  ("ter 

Can*t  thou  imagine   I  could  love  his  daugh- 
Thai  Honi;  me  from  i:iy  fortune  into  nothing? 
Disciiar^ed  me  liis  service,  shut  the  doors 
Upon  uiy  poverty,  and  scorn'd  ray  prayers^ 
Sending  me^  like  a  boat  without  a  luast. 
To  sink  or  swim  ?  Come;  by  tliis  fiand,  you 
I  must  have  life  and  blood,  to  satisfy    [die  ! 
Your  fatdt  r's  wrong. 

Wife.  Away,  George,  away!  raise  thfe 
watch  ut  Ludgate,  and  bring  a  mittimus  from 
the  justice  for  this  desperate  villain  !  Now  1 
charge  yo.i,  gentlemen,  see  the  king's  peace 
kept !  Oh,  ciiy  iieart,  what  a  varkt's  this,  to 
offer  jnanslaughter  upon  the  harmless  gentle* 
w6man ! 

Cit.  I  warrant  thte,  sweetheart,  we'll  have 
him  hampered* 

Luce.  Oh,  Jasper,  be  not  cruel ! 
If  thou  wilt  kill  me.  Sfnile,  and  i\o  it  quickly. 
And  let  not  many  deaths  appear  before  me ! 
I  am  a  woman  made  of  fear  aurl  love, 
A  weak,  weak  woman;  kill  not  with  thy  eyes! 


They  shoot  me  tliro'  and  thrd*.  Stiike  ?  Tarn 
And  dying  still  I  love  thee.  [ready ; 

En  I  cr  Merchant  y  Master  Humphrey,  and  Men, 

Merch.  Whereatiouts? 

Jo:xp.  No  more  of  this;  now  to  myselfagain. 

Hum.  There,  there  he  stands,  witli  sword, 

like  martial  knight,  [^>?ht. 

Drawn  in   his  hand ;  therefore  beware  the 

You  that  are  wise;   for,  were  I  good  Sir 

Bevis) 
I  wonld  notstny  his  doming.  By  your  leaves ^Ti 

Merch.  Sirrah,  restore  my  daughter !       <> 

Jasp.  Sirrah,  no. 

Merch.  Upon  him  then  ! 

Wife,  So;  down  with  him,  down  with  him, 
down  with  him !  cut  him  i'the  leg,  boys,  cut 
him  i*  the  leg ! 

Merch,  Come  your  ways,  mtnlon !  I'll 
provide  a  cage  for  you,  you're  grown  so  tame. 
Ilorse  her  away  ! 

Hum,  Truly,  I'm  glad  your,  forces  hare 
the  day.  [Exeunti 

Manet  Jatper. 

Jasp.  They're  gone,  and  I  am  hurt;  my 
love  is  lost, 
Never  to  get  again.    OJi,  me  unhafjpy  ! 
Bleed,  bleed  and  die. — I  cannot.    Oliy  mj 

Thou  hast  betray *d  me !  Hope,  whete  art  thou 

fled  ? 
Tell  me,  if  thou  bt'st  any  wheW  rcniaining. 
Shall  I  hut  see  my  love  again  ?  Oh,  no ! 
She  will  not  deign  to  look  upon  her  butcher. 
Nor  is  it  fit  she  should;  yet  I  must  venture; 
Oh,  Chance,  or  Fortune,  or  whate'er  thou  art^ 
That  men  adore  for  powerful,  hear  my  cry. 
And  let  me  loving  live,  or  losing  die!  [EjU* 

Wife,  Is  a  gone,  George? 

Cit.  Av,  cony. 

Wife.  Marry,  and  let  him  go,  swecttiearti 
By  the  faith  a  my  body,  a  has  put  me  into 
such  a  fright,  that  I  tremble  (as  they  say)  as 
'twere  an  aspen-leaf:  Look  a  my  little  finger^ 
George,  how  it  shakes !  Now  in  truth  every 
member  oi'  my  body  is  the  worse  for't* 

Cit.  Come,  hug  in  mine  arms, sweet  mouse) 
he  shall  not  fright  thee  any  more.  Alas,min« 
own  dear  heart,  how  it  quivers ! 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought,  Ralph,  MichatU 
Tim,  Geot-ge,  Host,  and  a  Tapster. 

Wife.  Oh,  Ralph !  how  dost  thou,  Ralph  ^ 
How  hast  thou  s.'clpt  to-night?  has  the  knight 
us'd  thee  well? 

Cit.  Pence,  Nell ,'  let  Ralph  alone  1 

Tup    Master,  the  rcckonin;r  is  net  pstld. 

Ualph,  Risht  CQurteo^s  Knight^  who,  foi* 

the  order's  sake  [^^U 

Which  thou  hast  ta'en,  hang'st  out  the  holy 


37 

and 


By  your  leaves.]  This  must  be  pronounced  as  two  syllables ;  it  is  in  the  taste  of  Chaucer 
our  old  English  Poets*:  It  is  a  license  however  our  I'oets  seldom  take,  and  I  don't  r** 


tiieinber  above  three  or  four  instances  of  it  throughout  the  edition.         SympS9Ht 
Vol,  U.  8  O 
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THE  KNIGirr  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE, 


[Act  S. 


'As  I  this  flaming  Pesllc  hear  about, 
We  render  thanks  to  your  puissant  self, 
Your  beauteous  lady,  and  your  gentle  squires, 
Vnr  thus  refreshing  of  our  wearied  limbs, 
Stiffened   with   hard  atdiicvements  in  wild 
desalt. 

Tap.  Sir,  there  is  twelve  shillings  to  pay. 

liaiph.  Thou  merry  squire Tapstero,  thanks 
to  thee 
For  comforting  our  souU  with  double  jusj ! 
And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth. 
Thou  jovial  squire,  to  follow  feats  of  arms. 
Take  heed  thou  tender  every  hulv*s  cause, 
Ev'ry  true  knight,  and  cvVy  damsel  fair! 
But  spill  the  blood  of  treacherous  Saracens, 
And  false  enchanters,  that  with  magick  spells 
Have  done  to  death  full  many  a  nohle  knight. 

Host.  Thou  valiant  Knight  of  tlic  Burning 
Pestle,  give  ear  to  me;  there  is  twelve  shil- 
lings to  pay,  and,  as  J  am  a  true  Knight,  I 
>vill  not  bate  a  penny. 

Wife,  George,  I  prithee  tell  me,  must 
Ralph  pay  twelve  shillings  now  ? 

Cit.  No,  Nell,  no;  nothing  but  the  old 
Kninht  is  merry  with  Hulph.    , 

Wife.  Oh,  is*t  nothing  else  ?  Ralph  will  be 
as  merry  as  he. 

Ralph.  Sir  Knight,  this  mirth  of  yours  be- 
comes you  well ; 
But,  to  requite  this  liberal  courtesy. 
If  any  of  your  squires  will  folh)w  arms, 
He  shall  receive  from  my  hcroick  hand, 
A  knighthood,  by  the  virtue  of  this  Pestle. 

Host,  Fair  Knighf,  I  ftlmnk  you  for  your 
noble  offer ; 
Tlierefore,  gentle  Knight,  [y^"* 

Twelve  shillings  you  nuibt  pay,  or  T  must  cap 

Wife,  Look,  George !  did  not  1  tell  thee  as 
mnch.^  the  Knight  of  the  liell  is  in  earnest. 
Ralph  shall  not  be  beholding  to  Inm  :  Give 
him  his  money,  George,  and  let  him  go  snick- 
up. 

Cit,  Cap  Ralph?  No;  hold  your  hand, 
Sir  Knight  of  the  Bell!  There's  your  money ; 
iiaveyou  any  thing  to  say  to  Ralph  now? 
Cap  Ralph  ? 

Wife,  I  would  you  should  know  it,  Ralph 
-has  friends  that  will  not  suffer  him  to  be  capt 
for  ten  times  so  much,  and  ten  times  to  the 
end  of  that.     Now  take  thy  course,  Ralph  ! 

Mrs.  Mer,  Come,  Michael;  thou  and  I 
will  go  home  to  thy  father;  he  hath  enough 
Jeft  to  keep  us  a  day  or  two,  and  we'll  set 
fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  purse  and  casket : 
Shall  we,  Michael  ? 

Mich.  Ay,  I  pray,  mother;  in  truth  my 
feet  are  full  of  chilblains  widi  travelling. 

Wife,  Taith,  and  those  chilblains  are  a 
foul  trouble.  Mistress  Merrythought,  when 
3fOur  youth  comes  home,  let  him  rub  all  the 
soles  of  his  feet,  and  his  heels,  and  his  ancles, 
with  a  mouse-skin ;  or,  if  none  of  you  can 
catch  a  mouse^  when  he  goes  to-bed  let  him 


roll  his  feet  in  the  warm  embers,  and  I  war- 
rant yon  he  shall  he  well ;  and  you  may  make 
him  put  his  finders  between  his  toes,  and 
smell  to  them ;  it's  very  sovereign  for  his  head^ 
if  he  be  costive. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Master  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle,  my  son  M  ichael  and  I  bid  you  faro- 
well  :  1  thank  your  worship  lieartily  for  your 
kindness. 

Ralph.  Farewell,  fair  lady,  and  your  ten- 
der squire ! 
If  pricking  thro'  these  dcsarts,  I  do  hear 
Of  any  traitVous  knight/ who  thro'  his  guile 
Ilath  lit  upon  y'>u'"  casket  and  your  purse, 
I  will  despoil  him  «»f  them  and  restore  them. 

Mrs.  Mer,  I  thank  your  worship. 

[  Kiit  tcith  Michael, 

Ralph.  Dwarf,  bear  my  shield;    Squire, 
elevate  u.y  hincc ; 
And  now,  farev.cll,  vou  Kniiiht  of  Holy  Bell  I   ^ 

Cit.  Ay,  ay,  Ralph,  all  is  paid. 

Ralph' i^Mi  yet,  before  I  go,  speak,  worthy 
knight, 
If  aught  you  do  of  sad  adventures  know, 
Where  errant-knight  may  thro'  his  prowess 

win 
Eternal  fame,  and  Ucv  some  gentle  sonh 
From  endless  bnruls  of  steel  anilling'rmg  pain. 

Host.  Sirrah,  go  to  Nick  the  barber,  and 
bid  him  prepare  himself,  as  1  told  you  before, 
quickly. 

Tap.  I  am  gone,  sir.  [Krii. 

llu&t.  Sir  Kjiiuhr,  this  wilderness  afford*  th 
noi.e  ■  [knight 

But  the  creat  venture,  where   full  mnny  a 
Hath  tried  his  piowess,  and  come   off  with 
shaujc;  fhfe. 

And  where  I  would  not  hive  v(»u  lo<;e  \our 
Against  no  man,  but  furious  licnd  ot  hell. 

Ralph.  Speak  on,  Sir  Knight ;  tell  what  be 
is,  and  where: 
For  here  I  vow  uj)on  my  blazing  badge, 
Never  to  blaze  a  day  in  quiotnebs;    . 
But  bread  and  water  will  I  only  eat. 
And  the  green  herb  and  rock  shall  be  my 

couch. 
Till  1  have  quell'd  that  man,  or  beast,  or  fiend. 
That  works  such  damage  to  all  errant-knights. 

Host.  Not  far  from  henee,  near  to  a  craggv 
cliff, 
At  the  north  end  of  this  distressed  town, 
There  doth  stand  a  lowly  house, 
Ruigodly  builded,  and  in  it  a  cave 
in  which  au  ugly  giant  now  tlotli  won  3% 
Yeleped  Barbaroso;  in  his  hand 
He  shakes  a  naked  lance  of  purest  steel, 
With  sleeves  turn'd  up ;  and  him  before  lie 

wears 
A  motly  garment,  to  preserve  his  cloatbs 
From  blood  of  those  knights  which  he  mas- 
sacres,- 
And  ladies  gent;  without  his  door  doth  hang 
A  copper  bason,  on  a  prickant  spear ; 


3^  Wb«.]  Old  word  for  dwell.        Sytnpson. 
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At  which  no  sooner  {reiitlcknij^hts  can  knock 
JBut  th».'  blirill  soiiiifl  tuTce  Barbaroso  hears, 
Ami  rushing  forth,  bringriin  theiTrant-knight; 
And  M'ts  tiiiu  down  in  un  enchanted  chair: 
'1  lien  wiih  an  enixinc,  wliith  lie  hath  prepared, 
^^'ilh  Korty  leotli,  hcchiws  his  courtly  crown, 
Next  makes  him  wink,   and   underneath  his 

chin 
He  plfiijts  a  brazen  piece  of  mighty  hore^**. 
And    knocks    hi^    ballet:^    round    attout   his 

cheeks; 
AVhiist  with  his  finirers,  and  an  instrument 
With  wiiich  he  snap>  hij-  hairoti,  he  doth  fill 
ilw  wretch's  ears  with  aiMo>t  indeous  noise. 
Thus  e\  (  ry  kui«j:;hl-a( [venturer  he   Joih  trim, 
And  now  no  creature  dareE=  encounit-r  him. 

Hulhh.   In  (iod's  name,  1  will  rinht  With 
him:  Kind  sir, 
0(»  bet  before  me  to  this  dismal  cave 
Where  this  hniie  niant  liaiburoso  dwells, 
And,   bv  that  virtue  that  'rave  KoMcler 
Tijut  damne(f  brood  «)f  u^ly  giants  slew. 
And  Halnierin  Frannarco  overthrew , 
]  (I'xibt  not  iuit  to  curb  tbia  traitor  foul, 
Aiuj  to  {\\v  devd  ^vwd  bis  iznilty  soul. 

Il-jst.   lkave->pnghtt  (I  ICnight,  ilms  far   J 
will  perform 
This  your  rt<]uest;  I'll  brine  yon  w'.tbin  sight 
Of  this  most  loaiiisome  place,  inhabited 
ily  a  more  loathsome  man  ;  but  dare  not  stay, 
lor  111-  main  t'orce  swoops  all  he  sees  away. 

Ralph,     haint  (Jet)ri:e!    S<'t    on;    before 
maicb,  Njuire  and  l\iiie  !  [Kxeunt. 

ny/t.  Cnoriii',  <J«iSt  thiiik  Ralph  will  con- 
f(>mi(l  the  siiant? 

Cil.  I  hold  mv  cap  to  a  farthint^  he  docs  : 
\N  liv,  N\'il,  i  .-^aw  hnn  wrestle  with  the  great 
Dnlchnian,  and  hnil  him 

Wilt.  Taith,  and  that  Dntcliman  was  a 
poodiy  man,  if  all  thiups  were  answerable  to 
his  biLiness.     And   vet  thev  s.iv  there  was  a 

•  •  • 

SciHlialiinan  ]ii;:her  than  he,  and  that  they 
two  on  a  nii^lit  met^',  and  saw  one  another 
tor  nfithiiiii;.  liut  of  all  the  si;rhls  that  ever 
Were  in  Ltjndon,  since  I  wa>  mairitd,  me- 
tfnnks  the  liiLie  child  that  was  >o  tair  grown 
about  the  members  was  the  prettiest;  that 
a:id  the  hermaphrodite. 

C<7.  Nay,  by  your  leave,  Nell,  Ninivic 
w  av  better. 

Wife.  Ninivie?  Oh,  that  was  the  5torv  of 
.loan  and  the  wall-*',  was  it  not,  Oeurgci^ 

Cit.   Ves,  lamb. 


Enter  Mn.  Merr  if  thought. 
Wife,  Look,  George;  here  comes  mistress 
Merrythought  again!    and   1    would    have 
Ralph  come  and  fight  with  the  giant;  I  tell 
yon  true,  I  long  to  see't. 

Cil.  Good  mistress  Merrythought, be  gone, 
I  pray  you,  for  my  sake  !  l  pray  you  forbear 
a  little  ;  you  shall  have  audience  presently; 
I  have  a  little  business. 

Wtfc.  Mistress  Merrythought,  if  it  please 
vou  to  refrain  your  passion  a  little,  till  Ralph 
have  dispatch'd  the  giant  out  of  the  way,  we 
shall  think  ourselves  much  bound  to  thank 
you :  I  th^uk  you,  j.'Ood  mistress  Merry- 
thought. [Exit  Mrs.  Meny thought. 

Enter  a  Bojf, 

Cit.  Boy,  come  hither ;  send  away  Ralph 
and  this  whoreson  giant  quickly. 

Bat/.  In  good  faith,  sir.  we  cannot;  youl! 
utterly  spoil  our  play,  and  make  it  t<f  be 
hi5«»'d  ;  and  it  cost  money;  you  will  not  suf- 
fer us  to  go  on  with  our  plots.  I  pray,  gen- 
tlemen, rule  him ! 

Cit.  lA't  him  come  now  and  dispatch  this, 
anil  I'll  trouble  you  no  more. 

Hill/.  Wdl  you  give  me  your  hand  of  that  ? 

liV/e.  (yive  him  thy  hand,  George,  do; 
and  ril  kiss  him.  I  warrant  thee  the  vouth 
means  plainly. 

Bo^,  I'll  send  him  to  you  presently. 

[Erit  Boif, 

Wife.  I  thank  you,  little  youth,  Fetti, 
th<'  cliild  hath  a  sweet  breath,  George;  but 
I  think  it  be  troubled  with  the  worms  ;  Car--- 
dims  Benedictus  and  mare's  milk  were  tb.c 
only  thin;^  m  the  world  for't.  Oh,  Ralph's 
here,  Cicome !  God  seiid  thee  good  luck, 
Ralph ! 

Ehtcr  Unlph,  Host,  Ttm,  and  George. 

IIoHt.  Puissant  knight,  yonder  his  mansion 
is. 
]jj,  w  here  the  spear  and  copper  bn'oii  are  ! 
fjehold  the  string   on   which  hangs  many  a 
tooth,  [kniuhts! 

Drawn   from  the  gentle  jaw  of  wand'rin^ 
1  dare  not  stay  to  sound ;  Ikj  will  appear. 

[  Erif. 

Ralph.  Oh,   faint  not,  heart !  Susan,  my 

lady  dear,  ^  [sake 

The  collier's  maid  in  Milk-Street,  for  whose 

I  take  tlie»e  arms,  oh,  let  the  thought  of  thee 


40  A  brazen  piece  ofmii'hly  hoard  ]  So  the  octavo;  tlie  first  quarto,  Sd  mightv  lord.  Both 
of  which  are  forcim'  to  the  \Aue.  s  thev  occupy.  I  conjecture  the  Poets  intended  to  say  Innre; 
so  the  cav.tv  of  a  unn,  cannon,  cVc."  is  commonly  called:  And  though  the  anachronism  oi 
makmu  ordiiance  contemporary  with  kmght-errantry  may  be  allowed,  yet  nonsense  has,  or 
can  h  ive,  no  clami  to  the  like  privilege.         Sj/ffip^on.  ,.  .      r  i  -n  u 

^'  r/mt  thr,,  Ueo  ami  a  Km^ht  met.]  The  correction  in  the  present  edition  I  hope  will  be 
a'lowc<l  bv  elerv  canrlid  and  )ud.cious  reader:  .V.^ht  being  the  time  when  these  menyinan^ 
sters  remove  from  place  to  place,  thereby  to  prevent  spoibng  their  market,  by  exposing  to 
comnvM,  view,  what  thev  would  have  the  worlJ  pay  dearly  tor  the  s.oht  of.         W*^'- 

4>  i^toru  u/' Joan  and  the  wall.]  AiLcted  blunder  lor  Jonah  and  the  uhate.         1  beobald. 
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[Act  3, 


C^XTY  thy  knight  thro^  all  th^  adventurous 

deeds ; 
And,  in  the  honour  of  thy  beauteous  self, 
May  I  destroy  this  monster  Barbaroso ! 
Knock,  Sijuire,  upon  the  bason,  'till  it  break 
With  die  shrill  strokes,  or  'till  the  giaut  spoak. 

Enter  Barber. 

Wife.  Oh,  George,  the  giant,  tlie  giant ! 
Now,  HnlpH,  for  thy  life  ! 

Bar.  What  fond  uuknowing  wight  is  this, 
that  dares 
So  rudely  knock  at  Barbaroso*s  cell, 
Where  no  man  comes,  but  leaves  his  fleece 
behind  ? 

"Ralph.  I,  traiterous  cnitiif,  who  am  sent 
To  punish  all  the  siid  enormities      [by  Fate 
TIk>u  hast  coiimHfted  gainst  ladies  ueut, 
And  errant-kif&hts,  traitor  to  God  and  men ! 
Prepare  thyself^  this  is  (he  dismal  hour 
Appointed  fof  thee  to  give  strict  account 
Of  all  thv  btasily  treacherous  villainies. 

Bar,  Fool-hardy  knight,   full  soon   thou 
slialt  aby 
"Jliis  fond  reproach :  Thy  body  will  I  bang ; 

[He  taket  dimvn  hU  pole 
And  k) !  upon  that  string  thy  teeth  shall  hang. 
J*reparf  thyself,  for  dead  soon  shalt  thou  be. 

M^lpk.  Saint  George  for  me !  [Thiyfgfit. 

Bar,  Gargantua  for  me ! 

Wife.  To  him,  Ralph,  to  him !  hold  up  the 
giant;  «et  out  thv  leg  before,  Ralph  ! 

Cit,  Falsify  a  blow,  If^ilph,  faUify  a  blow  ! 
the  giant  lies  open  on  the  left  sjde. 

Wife.  I5ear^  oflf,  bcar't  off  ttill:  There, 
boy.*  Oh,  Ralph's  ^most  down,  Ralph's 
ahnust  down ! 

liulph,  Susan,  inspire  me!  now  have  up 
again. 

Wife.  Up,  up,  up,  up,  up!  so,  Ralph! 
down  with  him,  down  with  him,  Ralph ! 

Cit.  Fetch  him  over  the  hip,  boy  ! 

Wife.  There,  boy  !  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill 
^'hl 
•  Cit.  No,  I^lph  ;  get  all  dut  of  him  first. 

Ralph.  Presumptuous  man!  see  to  what 

•  desperate  coA  [gc>ds. 

Thy  treaphery  hath  ^irought  thee :  The  just 

Vyho  never  prosper  those   that  do  despise 

rhera, 
For  all  the  villainies  which  thou  hast  done 
To  knights  and  ladies,  qpw  have  paid  thee 
liome. 


By  my  stiff  arm,  a  knight  adventurous. 
But  say,  vile  wretch,  before  I  send  thy  soul 
To  sad  Avernus,  (whither  it  must  go) 
What  captives  lioldst  thou  in  thy  sable  cave? 
Bar.  Go  in,  and  free  them  all :  thou  hast 

the  day. 
Ralph.  Go,  Squire  and  Dwarf,  search  in 
tliis  dreadful  cave. 
And  free  the  wretched  prisoners  from  their 
bonds.  [Erevnt  Tim  and  George. 

Bur.  I   crave   tor  mercy,  as  thou  art  a 
Knight,  [beg. 

And  scorn 'ht  to  spill  the  blood  of  those  that 
Ralph.  Thow  sht'w'st  no  mercy,  nor  shalt 
thou  have  any ;     ^ 
Prepare  thyself,  for  thou  shalt  surely  die. 

Enter  Tim  leading  one  winkings  xcith  a  baton 
under  kis  chin. 

Tiro.  Behold,  brave  Knight,  here  is  one 
prisoner. 
Whom  this  vile  man  hath  used  as  you  see  ^. 
Wife.  This  is  the  wisest  word  I  heard  the 
squire  speak. 

Ralph.  Speak  what  thou  art,    and   how 
thou  hast  been  usM, 
That  1  may  give  him  condign  punishroeut. 
1  Knight.  I   am  a  Knight  that  took  my 
journey  post 
Northward  from  London ;  and,  in  courteou& 

wiie. 
This  gidnt  train'd  me  to  his  loathsome  den. 
Under  pretence  of  killing  of  the  itch ; 
And  all  my  body  with  a  powder  strew'd. 
That  smarts  and  stings;  and  cut  away  my 
bcar^,  [tied; 

And  my  curl'd  locks,  wherein  were  ribands 
And  mth  a  \Nater  wash'd  nly  te>idereyes, 
(Whilst  up  and  down  about  me  still  he  skipt) 
Whose  virtuL-  is,  that  'till  my  eyes  be  wip  d 
With  a  di y  clotli,  for  this  my  foul  disgrace, 
I  shall  not  dare  to  look  a  dog  i'  th'  face 

Wife.  Alas,  ptior  Knight!    Relieve   him, 

Ralph  ;  relieve  poor  knights,  whilst  you  live. 

Ralph.  My  trusty  Squir?,   convty  him  to 

the  town,  ■         .  : 

Where  he  may  find  relief.  Adieu,  fair  Knight ! 

[JS^xit  Knighi. 

Enter  George,  leading  one  with  a  patch 
aver  his  note. 

George.    Puissant  Knight,  o*  th'  Burning 
Pestle  hight, 


*5  Whom  this  wild  maii.^  Though  all  the  copies  agree  in  this  reading,  it  is  yet  highly  proba- 
ble that  a  corruption  has  taken  pl&ce  here,  inhumanity  and  barbarity  arc  the  characteris- 
tics this  giant  is  distinguished  by,-  apd  <>^  ^uch  I  would  have  what  1  take  to  be  the  right 
lection  restored,  and  make  the  line  run  thus : 

*  Whom  thisr/A/f  man,*  &c. 
IfT/cfe  fpr  vile  is  the  comu:or.  lection  h6th  in  Shakespear  and  Spenser,  and  I  am  surprised 
that'the  ^reat  Oxford  editor  of  Shakespear  should  so  frequently  (I  believe  universally)  alter 
this  read mg  m  tjis  (ine  edition  of  that  poet,  into  the  modern  vile.         Syropson. 

We  cannot  conceive  why  Mr.  Sympjjon  should  be  surprised  at  this:  Himself  confesses 
that  it  ^s'pnly  modernizing  the  orthography  -  and  if  that  is  not  allowable  in  tiiis  word,  why 
is  it  ill  any  other  ? 
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See  here  anotber  wretch,   whom  this  foul 

beast  [wise. 

Hatii  scotched  **  and  scorM  in  this  inhuman 

Ralph.  Speak  me  thy  name,  and  eke  thy 
place  of  birth, 
And  what  hath  been  thy  usage  in  this  cave. 

2  Knight,  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir  Puckhole  is 
my  name, 
And  by  my  birth  I  am  a  Londoner, 
Free  by  my  copy,  but  my  ancestors      [way, 
Were  Frenchmen  all ;    and  riding  hard  this 
Upon  a  trottint^  horse,  my  bones  did  ache ; 
And  I,  faint  Knight,  to  ease  my  weary  limbs, 
ZJt  at  this  cave ;   when  straight  this  furious 

fiend. 
With  sharpest  instrumetit  of  purest  stei*l, 
Pid  cut  the  jiHstle  of  my  nose  away, 
And  in  the  place  this  velvet  plaister  stands: 
lielieve  me,  gentle  Knight,  out  of  his  hands ! 

Wife.  Good  Ralph,  relieve  Sir  Pockhole, 
;iQd  send  him  away ;  for  in  truth  his  breath 
btinks. 

Ralph.  Convey  him  straight  after  the  other 
Knipht. 
Sir  Pockhole,  fare  you  well ! 

2  Knicht,  Kind  sir,  good  night !       [Hxit, 

Man  [zpithin].  Deliver  us !    fCrifi  within. 

Wofaan  [within].  Deliver  us : 

Wife.  Hark,  Georj^e,  what  a  woful  cry  there 
is !  I  think  some  womau  liesrin  there.     ' 

AJan.  Deliver  us! 

Woman.  Deliver  us!  [Barbaroso; 

Ralph.  What  ghastly  noise  is  this  ?  speak, 
Or,  by  tl^is  blazing  steel,  thy  head  goes  off  I 

Bar.'  Prisoners  of  mine,  whom  1  in  diet 
Send  lower  down  into  the  cave,  [keep. 

And  in  a  tub  that's  heated  sraoaking  liot, 
There  may  they  fi"d  tijem,  and  deliver  them. 

Ralph.  Hun,  Squire  and  Dwarf;  deliver 
them  with  speed. 

[Exeunt  Tim  and  Gettrge. 

Wife.  But  will  not  Ralph  kill  this  giaut? 
Surely  I  am  afraid,  if  he  let  him  go  he  will 
Ao  as  much  hurt  as  ever  he  did. 

Cit.  Not  so,  mouse,  neither,  if  he  could 
convert  him. 

Wife.  Ay,  George,  if  he  could  convert  him; 
but  a  giant  is  not  so  soon  convtM-ted  as  one 
of  MS  ordinary  people.  There's  a  pretty  tale 
of  a  witch,  that  had  the  deviPs  mark  about 
her,  iiod  bless  us!  that  had  a  jrlant  to  her 
son,  that  v>as  call'd  Lob-lie-by^the-fjre;  didst 
nf;ver  hear  it,  George  ? 

Enter  Tim  leading  Third  Knight,  with  a  glass 
of  lotion  in  his  hand,  and  George  leading 
a  Woman f  wit  h  diet-bread  and  drink. 

Cit.  Peace, Nell;  herecome  the  prisoners. 


George.  Here  be.  tliese  pined  wretches, 
manful  Knight, 
That  for  this  six  weeks  have  not  seen  a  wight. 
Ralph.  Deliver  what  you  are,  and  how  you 
came 
To  this  sad  cave,  and  what  your  usage  was? 
3  Knight.    I  am  an  errant-Knight^  that 
follow  *d  arms,  ^ 

With  spear  and  shield ;  and  in  my  tender 

years 
I  strucken  was  with  Cupid*s  fiery  shaft, 
And  fell  in  love  with  this  my  lady  dear, 
Aud  stole  her  from  her  friends  in  Turnball- 
street^,  [town, 

And  bore  her  up  and  down  from  town  to 
Where  we  did  eat  and  drink,  aud  musick 

hear ; 
Till  Ht  the  length  at  this  unhappy  town 
We  did  arrive,  and  coming  to  this  cave, 
I'his  beast  us  caught,  and  put  us  in  a  tub. 
Where  we  this  two  months  sweat,  and  should 

have  done 
Another  month,  if  you  had  not  reliev'd  us. 
'  Woman.  This  bread  and  water  hath  our 

diet  been. 
Together  with  a  rib  cut  from  a  neck 
Of  burned  mutton  ;  hard  hath  been  our  fare  ! 
Release  us  from  this  ugly  giant's  snare ! 
3  Knight,  This  hath  been  all  the  food  we 
have  receiv'd ; 
But  only  twice  a-day,  for  novelty, 

[Fulls  out  a  syringe. 
lie  gave  a  spoonful  of  this  hearty  broth 
To  each  of  us,  thro'  this  same  slender  quill. 
Ralph.    From  this  infernal  monster  you 
shall  go, 
That  useth  knights  and  gentle  ladies  so. 
Convey  them  hence. 

[Exeunt  Third  Knight  and  Woman. 
Cit.  Cony,  I  can  tell  thee  the  gentlemen 

like  Ralph. 
Wife.  Ay,  George,  I  see  it  well  enough. 
Gentlemen,!  thank  you  all  heartily  for  grac- 
ing my  man  Ralph;  aud  I  promise  you,  you 
shall  see  him  ofteuer.  [ill. 

Bur.  Mercy,  great  Knight !  I  do  recant  my 
And  henceforth  never  gentle  blood  will  spill. 
Ralph.  I  give  tiiee  mercy ;  but  yet  thou 
shalt  swear 
Upon  my  Burning  Pestle,  to  perform 
Thy  promite  utter'd. 
hur.  I  swear  and  kiss. 
Ralph.  Depart  then,  and  amend  ! 
Come,  Squire  and  Dwarf;  the  suu  grows  to- 
wards his  set, 
And  we  have  many  more  adventures  yet. 

[iieunt, 
Cit.  Now  Ralph  is  in  this  humour,  1  know 

«« Scorch'd  andscor'd]  The  account  that  the  Knight,  here  handed  out  by  the  Dwarf,  gives 
of  himself  a  little  after,  makes  much  a'jjainst  the  reading  of  scorch^dy  but  uaturally  agrees 
•with  the  alteration  Mr  Theobald  and  myself  have  advanced.         Sympson^ 

**  Man.  I  am  an  errant  Knight]  Surely  then  this  character  should  be  called  THIRD  Knight, 
^s  well  as  the  others  FlitST  and  ^ECOSD  Knights.        M.  R. 
Turhbull-Strctt.]  See  note  ^  oa  The  Scoruful  Lady. 
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[Act 


he  vroiild  hn'  licntcn  allthi-  boji 
if  thrv  hail  been  set  nu  him. 

Wife.  Av,  GdiTRe,  hiit  it  is  well  as  it  is : 
I  icnrrniit  viiu  Lhn  ecritlcmcn  do  considiT 
what  it  is  to  ovmUrow  a  );innt.  But  l»iik, 
(iciirae  :  here  crmips  mistress  Merrytlmu'rlit, 
and  ht'raon  Michael :  tCow  jo-i  iirc  wtlciine, 
niistrt-ss  Merr,vlhoiigiit  \  now  llalpli  has  dune, 
;ou  may  go  on. 

F.atcr  Mrt.  Merrylhoughl  and  Michael. 

Jl/ri.  Mer.  Mickc,  tny  bityf 

Mich.  Ay,  forsooth,  mother! 

Mrt.  Mer.  Re  int'rry.  Slitke;  kc  we  nt 
home  now;  where  I  warrant  yO)|,  you  shall 
.find  the  boiise  Amis  out  of'tlic  niniloivs. 
Hark  !  Iicv  does,  hey  !  this  is  the-  old  ivorld 
i'fnith  iviih  my  liushBiid:' I  iicl  in  amnnj: 
them,  I'll  piny  [hem  such  a  lesson,  tlial  they 
shall  have  little  list  to  romc  ^crapin::  hither 
BEoiri  .'-^Wliv,  itiHSIer  Mem  thunglit !  hus- 
band !  Cliiirics  Metrythoiigbt ! 

Mer.  [iirilhin.]  If  you  willsiiij:,  mid  dunce, 
and  Im^h, 
And  hoUuw,  and  Inusli  azain  ! 

And  thciicry.  There  bov*,  tlit-re ;  why  tlien. 
One,  t«o,  three,  atid  f.jyr. 
We  shall  k>c  merry  within  this  honr. 

Mn.M/T.  Why,  Charles',  do  you  not 
know  your  owniiafumlwifi'?  I  say,  open  the 
door,  and  tarn  me  otit  thntc  mniiuy  coiop;t- 
nions;  'tis  more  than  time  that  they  wrre 
fellow-like  with  you :  You  are  a  ijcntlcman, 
Charles,  and  an  old  man,  and  father  of  two 
diildron;  and  1  myself,  (iho'  I  sny  it)  by  loy 
moilier's  side,  niece  to  a  ivorshijiful  omtli.- 
tnnii,  nnd  H  cooducli'r;  lie   lins  liern  rliri-e 


your  comforter  in  hexltli  and  sickness  ?  have 

I  nottinmaht  youchildrenP  are  ibey  not  like 
von,  Charles?  Look  upon  thine  own  image, 

hard-hearted  niaa !  and  yet  for  all  this 

Mrr.  HcE(ine,hpgone,myjn)yrT,mypugBJ, 

Bi-Eone,  my  love,  luy  dear! 

t  he  wentl^r  is  warm. 

'1  will  do  thee  no  harm; 

Thou  caiiBt  not  be  Imji-eil  here. 

Be  merry,  boys  !    some   liglit  musick,  ao.i 

Wi/i:  He's  not  in  earnest,  I  hopi',  Gmnt ; 

Ci't.  Wbiitifbebc,  sueelhcartf 

Hi/'e.  VarryiflR-  be,  George,  I'll  make 
hold  to  trll  him  he's  an  injiiaiit  old  mail", 
to  use  bis  bedfellow  so  scurvily. 

Cit.  Wliat !  how  docs  he  use  her,  boiipy? 

Wife.  Harry  come  up.  Sir  SaiircKiis !  I 
thinlt  you'll  rake  his  part,  will  you  nut.' 
I.ord,  how  lioE  are  you  [jrouii !  voir  are  a 
fine  mun,  an  you  had  B  line  dog ;  it  becomes 
youswtetlv!' 
'   Cit    Nay,  'prithee,  Nell,  chide  not ;  for  as 


e  Cliri 


grocer,  I  do  not  like  his  doinps. 

Wifi'.  I  cry  villi  mercy  (ben,  Geoige !  you 
knmv  we  aro'ali  frail,  and  ("nil  of  infirmil'ie*. 
— D'ye  hei.r,  uii.sler  M errjtl lough t?   may  I 

.Vef.  Strike  up,  lively  lads  ! 

Vifr..  1  bad  not  thouyht  in  troth,  ma'.ter 
MorrythouLtht,  that  a  man  of  your  ace  and 
diKcre'lion,  ns  I  iui;y  say,  bi-ing  a  grnllenian, 
nnd  Eherefoie  known  by  vour  <:riitlc  cuiidi- 
tions,  t'oulil  have  u^ed  eolitllr  respect  lu  ihc 


ir  ym 


•if  CIS' 


and  is  uoh  the  liiurib  time,  God  bless  bim. 

and  Ills  cb:irt;e,  upon  his  junrney. 

ilffr.   Go  from  my  «  i<ido«,  h.ve,  go; 

Jl/c.   r  come  not  hither  for  thee  to  teach. 

%.iii  1  roiu  my  u lociovv ,   niy  ueai : 
The  wind  aiirl  tl>e  rain 

l!,a>.-nopnlpitC.,r.heetop„.ach, 

Will  drive  vni  Imrk  ni<aiu, 

I  woidd  tlion  liad.t   k»s\l  me  omlcr  the 

You  cannot  be  !<Kl;;i:d  line. 

A=lbo.iartahidy  s:iy.      '      [breech, 

Ilaikyou,  miMK«sMerrythooi:bt,   von  .hat 

nV/i-, Mill .  y, uiih a vins- imce.I  am  heartily 
soiry    for   the   poor  i:etilli'\voman!   but   if  I 

walk  nponadvenlures.  and  forsake  ynur  bo.- 

MerJ  tbv  wife,  i'  t'ailhi  jireil'tard,  i'  faitli 

haiid,    berausi' In' ^^.l:;^  «i[li  111  ler   a   penny 
in  lii'<  porsp;  uhal.   '>i:i!l  1  think  iny,eir  the 

Vit.   J  pritlne.iwctlhooiysucklc,  Lecon- 

woi-f  ?   'Faith,  Jio,   I'll  lie  merry. 

IIV/;'.  Give  me  Mich  words,  tbntam  neen- 

You  come  net  bi  re,  here",  none  hut  bids  of 

tlew/iman  b';rn  i  liuni:  bim,  ho^iry  rascal !  Get 

mettle, 

mc  wniie -drink,    i;.o^p'  ;   I  am   attflost  mol- 

Ijves of  a  liiiiHlnd  years,  and  upwards 

ten  wiib   fretting:   Now   beshreiv  his  knave's 

Care  never  drunk  iheir  blood.,,    nor  «ant 

heart  for  it! 

madt;  tbcm  warble. 

M<r.  Play  me  a  lisbt  lavallo.     Come,  be 

Ilcy-ho,  my  beiirt  i*  heavy. 

frolick  ;  fill  the  vaA  fello.vs  wine  ! 

Mil.   Mcr.     U'hv,   nnist.r  Merryilio.ight, 

Jl/...  Mir.    \Vby,   master   Merry thoo(;ht. 

what   am    I,   that   ym   sboi.id   land,    me  to 

nrc  you  ilisposed  to  make  nie  wait   hire^ 

scorn  thus  abruptly;  am  I  nut  your  fellow- 

You'll  open.  I  Jtope;     I'll  fetch  them  tliac 

feeler,  as  we  may  say,  iu  all  our  miseries  ? 

shall  open  eUe. 

«  Ingrani^  Is  the  readinn;  of  nli  the  copies  hot  tbot  of  ITU,  which  ixbihits  ignorant ; 
which  word  It  may  be  a  vitiation,  as  iagrum  is  in  M'it  wilbout  Money  (sec  note  "  on  tL 
play) :  /ngrsnf  here  scitnis  to  staud  for  tngiittrj'ul. 
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Mer.  Good  woman,  if  you  will  sing,  I'll 
give  you  something;   if  not 

You  are  no  love  for  me,  Margrct, 
1  am  no  love  for  vou  *7. 

» 

Como  aloft,  boys;  aloft  ^ ! 

Mrs.  Mdr.  Now  a  clunrs  fnrt  in  your 
teeth,  sir!  Come,  Micke,  we'll  not  trouble 
him  ;  a  shall  not  dnvz  us  T  rh'  teeth  with  iiis 
bread  and  his  broth,  that  he  shall  not.  Come, 
boy;  rU  provide  for  thee,  I  warrant  ihcet 
We'll  go  to  masterVenterwels,  the  merchant ; 
I'll  set  his  b.tter  to  tnine  host  of  the  Bell  in 
Waltham  ;  there  I'll  place  thee  with  the  tap- 
ster ;  will  nut  that  do  will  for  thee,  Micke? 
and  let  me  alone  for  that  old  cuckoldly  knave 
your  fattier!  I'll  use  him  in  his  kind,  I  war- 
rant you ! 

FINIS  ACTUS  TERTII. 


Wife.  Come,  George;  where's  the  brer? 

Ctt.  Here,  love ! 

Wife.  This  old  fornicating  fellow  will  not 
out  of  my  mind  yet.  Gentlemen,  I'll  be£;ju 
to  you  all;  and  I  desire  more  of  your  ac- 
quaintance,  with  all  my  heart.  Fill  the  s^n- 
tlemen  some  beer,  Geor}j;e.  [/^'y  tlancetft.l 
Look,  George,  the  little  Boy's  come  again! 
methinks  he  looks  something  like  the  princQ 
of  Orange  in  his  long  stocking,  if  he  had  a 
little  harness  about  his  neck.  George,  I  will 
have  him  dance  lading;  Fridingisa  fine  jig**, 
Vi\  assure  you,  gentlemen.  Begin,  brother; 
now  acapers,  sweet  heart!  now  a  turn  a  th'  toe, 
and  then  tumble  !  Cannot  you  tumble,  youth  ? 

Btti/.  No  indeed,  forsooth. 

Wife  Nor  rat  tire  f 

Boi/.  Neither. 

Wife.  VVhv  then,  I  thank  vou  heartily; 
tliere's  twopence  to  buy  you  points  withal. 

<'  fou  arc  no  love,  &c]  These  lines  are  to  be  found  in  Percy's  Rcliques  of  Antient  Poetry, 
vol.  iii.  p.  \'10. 

<*  Come  alnft,  boi/Sy  ahift.]  This  line  has  hitherto  been  printed  ais  part  of  the  song ;  to 
which  we  cannot  think  it  belongs. 

*9  Fudmg;  t'mi'inv;,  is  a  fine  jig.]  This  dance  is  mentioned  by  Ben  Jonsrh,  in  the  Irisli 
Masque  at  Court:  *  Daunsh  ti  fading  atte  vedding;'  and  again,  *  Show  tec  how  teye  can  foot 
t€ fading  and  te  fadow.' 


ACT  IV^ 


tint cr  Jasper  and  ttoy. 

Jasp.  T^HEUE,  boy  ;  deliver  this:.  But  do  it 

^      weU. 
Hast  thou  provided  me  four  lusty  fellows, 
Able  to  carry  me  ?  and  art  thou  perfect 
In  all  thy  business? 

Boy.  Sir,  you  need  not  fear; 
I  have  ray  lesson  here,  ami  cannot  mis?  it: 
The  men  are  ready  for  you,  and  what  else 
Pertains  to  this  employment. 

Jasp.  There,  my  boy ; 
Take  it,  but  bUy  no  land. 

Boi/.  'J'aith,  sir,  'twere  rare 
To  see  so  young  a  purchaser,      f  fly, 
And  on  my  wings  carry  your  destiny.  [Esii. 

Jasp.  Go,  and  be  happy!  I\ow,  my  latest 
hope, 
Forsake  me  not,  but  fling  thy  anchor  out. 
And  let  it  hold!  Stand,  iix'd,  thou   rolling 

stone, 
"I'ill  I  enjoy  my  dearest!  Hear  me,  a^l 
You  powers,  that  rule  in  men,  celestial  ! 

[Kail. 

Wije,  Go  thy  ways;  thou  art  as  crooked  a 


sprig  as  ever  grew  in  liondon  !  I  warrant  him, 
he'll  coM)e  to  some  naughty  end  or  other;  for 
his  looks  s  ly  no  less:  Besido,  his  father (yoii 
know,  George)  is  none  of  the  best;  you 
heard  him  take  me  up  fike  a  Gill-flirt,  and 
sing  bawdy  songs  upon  me;  but  i'faith,  if  1 
live,  (Jeorgc 

Cit.  Let  me  alone,  sweetheart !   I  have  a 
trick  in  iiiv  hea<l shall  lodge  hiin  in  the  Arches' 
for  one  year,  and  make  him  sing  pcccari,  ere 
I  leave  him;  and  yet   life  shall  never   know 
who  hurt  him  neither.  , 

Wife.  Do,  my  good  George,  d<* !      [Boy.^ 

Cit.  What  shall  we  have  Ralph  tfo  now, 

Boj/.  You  shall  have  what  you  will,  sir. 

Cit.  Why,  so,  sir;  go  and  fetch  me  him" 
then,  and  let  the  sophy  of  Persia  come  and 
christen  him  a  ( iiiid. 

Boi/,  Believe  me,  sir,  that  will  not  do  so' 
well;  'tis  stale;  it  has  been  had  before  at 
the  Red  Bull  f^\ 

Wife.  George,  let  Ralph  travel  over  great 
hills,  and  let  him  be  weary,  and  come  to  the 
I  king  of  Cracovia's  house,  covered  with  black 


s"  Act  It^.]  All  the  copies  concur  in  making  thiswci  begin  witli  the  Buy's  dancing ;  but  as 
fhc  dance  was  certainly  introdiHod  by  way  of"  interlude,  here  as  \Nell  as  at  ttie  end  of  the 
first  act,  we  have  made  tins  act  begin  witli  a  part  of  the  real  play,  as  all  the  others  Jo. 

5»  The  Red  Bull.]  The  lied  Bull  wns  one  of  the  playhouses  in  the  reigns  of  James  I.  and 
Charles  I.     It  was  situated  in  St.  John's  Street.         H. 
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velvet-^*,  and  there  let  the  king's  daughter 
stand  in  her  window  all  in  beaten  gold,  comh- 
Jns!  her  golden  locks  with  a  comb  of  ivory ; 
And  let  her  spy  Ralph,  and  fall  in  love  with 
him,  and  come  down  to  him,  and  carry  him 
into  her  father's  house,  and  then  let  Ralph 
talk  with  her ! 

Cit.  Well  said,  Nell ;  it  shall  be  so  t  Boy, 
let's  ha't  done  quickly. 

Boy,  Sir,  if  yon  will  imneine  all  this  to  be 
done  already,  you  shall  hear  them  talk  to- 
gether; hut  we  cannot  prefent  a  house  co- 
vered with  black  velvet,  and  a  lady  in  beaten 
gold. 

Cit,  Sir  Boy,  let's  ha't  as  yon  can  then. 

Boy.  Besides,  it  will  shew  jll«'favouredly 

have  a  grocer's  prentice  to  court  a  king's 


to 
daughter. 


Cit.  Will  it  so,  sir?  You  are  well  read  in 


histories !  I  pfay  you,  what  waS  Sir  Di^o- 
net  S3?  Was  not  he  prentice  to  a  grocef  in 
London  ?  Read  the  play  of  Tlie  Four  Pren- 
tices of  London  M,  where  they  toss  their 
pikes  so.  I  pray  you  fetch  him  in,  sir,  fetch 
him  in  I 

^iy>,  It  shall  be  done.-^It  is  not  out*  f^ult, 
gentlemen.  ^     [Esit. 

Wife,  Now  we  shall  see  fine  doiogs,  I  war* 
rant  thee,  Geor«;e.  Oh,  hefe  th^  comef 
Uow  prettily  the  kingofCracovia's  daughter 
is  d Messed ! 

F.nler  Balph,  Lady,  Tim,  and  Gtarge. 

Cit,  Ay,  Neil,  it  is  the  fashion  of  that 
countryi  I  wafrant  thee.  ' 

Lady.  Welcome,  Sir  Knight,  unto  mj  fa' 
ther's  court, 
King  of  Moldavia;  unto  me,  Poropiona, 


sa  Cracovia's  house  entered  with  velvet-  \  I  haVe  inserted  tlie  colour  of  the  velvet,  which  wa§ 
here  wanting,  from  what  the  Boy  ^ays  the  second  speech  below^  as  to  the  impossibility  of 
their  complving  with  this  request  of  the  Citizen's  Wife, 

*  6iit  we  can't  pfescnt  an  house  covered  with  black  velvet.'        Sympson. 

M  Sir  Dagonet.^  In  the  Second  Part  of  Shakespeare's  licnry  IV.  act  iii.  scene  4,  this 
character  is  mentioned  by  Justice  Shallow :  *  I. remember  at  Mile-End  Green,  when  I  lay  at 

*  Clement's  Inn,  I  was  Sir  Da^onet  in  Arthur's  Show;'  upon  which  Mr.  Warton  remarks, 
'  Arthur's  Show  seems  to  have  been  a  theatrical  representation  made  out  of  the  old  romance 

*  of  Morte  Arthure,  the  most  popular  one  of  our  Author's  age.  Sir  Dagonet  is  king  Arthur's 

*  squire.' 

5*  The  Foure  Prentices  of  London,]  The  commentators  on  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Knight 
of  the  Burning  Pestle  have  not  observed  that  the  design  of  thatplav  is  founded  upon  a  comedy 
called  *  The  Four  Prentices  of  Loudon,  with  the  Conquest  of  Jenisaiein  ;  as  it  hath  been 

*  diverse  times  acted  at  the  Red  Bull,  hy  the  Quern's  Maj(  sty's  Ser\ant8.  Written  by  Tho.  Hey* 
'  wood,  16 12.'  For  as  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  play^  a  grocer  in  tlic  Strand  turns  knight- 
arrant,  makiui;  his  apprentice  his  squire,  ^c.  so  in  Hey  wood's  play,  four  apprentices  accou- 
tre themselves  as  knights,  and  i;o  to  Jerusalem  in  quest  of  adventures.  One  of  thetu,  tiic 
most  important  character,  is  a  goldsmith,  another  a  i^rocer,  another  a  mercer,  and  a  fourth 
an  halicrdashor.  But  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Play,  thouii;h  founder!  upon  it,  contains 
many  sntyrical  strokes  against  lieywood^s  comedy ;  the  force  of  which  ts  entirely  lost  to 
those  who  have  not  seen  that  comedy. 

Thus  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Prologue,  or  first  scene,  fl  Citizen  is  introduced  declar- 
ing that,  in  the  plavy  he  'will  have  a  grocer,  and  he  siiall  do  admirable  things.' 

Again,  act  i.  scene  1,  Ralph  says,  *  Amongst  all  the  worthy  books  of  atchievements,  I  do 

*  not  call  to  mind  that  I  have  yet  read  of  a  j»rocer-errant :  I  will  be  the  said  knight.     Have 

*  you  heard  of  any  that  hath  wandered  unfurnished  of  his  squire  and  dwarl  ?  My  elder  prcu- 

*  tice  Tim  shall  be  my  trusty  squire,  and  George  my  dwarf.' 

In  the  following  passage  the  ailusion  to  Heywood's  comedy  is  demonstrably  manifest^  act  it. 
scene  1 : 

*  Boy.  It  will  shew  ill*favouredly  to  have  a  grocer's  prentice  court  a  kins^'s  daughter. 

■  *  Cit.  Will  it  so,  sir?  You  are  well  read  in  histories;  I  pray  you,  who  was  Sir  Dagonet? 

*  Was  fjc  not  prentice  to  a  grocer  in  Loudon?     Read  the  play  of  The  Four  Prentices,  where 

*  they  loss  their  pikes  so.' 

Jn  Heywood's  comedy,  Eustace  the  grocer's  prentice  is  introduced  courting  the  daughter 
of  the  kinj;  of  France;  and  in  the  frontispiece  the  Four  Prentices  are  represented  in  armour 
tilting  with  javelins.  Immediately  before  the  last  quoted  speeches  we  have  the  following 
instances  of  ailusion. 

*  Cit.  Ix't  the  Sophy  of  Persia  come,  and  chri*ten  him  a  child. 

'  Bfw,  Bf  lieve  me,  sir,  that  will  not  do  so  well;  'tis  flat ;  it  has  been  before  at  the  Red 
•Bull.; 

A  circumstance  in  Heywood's  comedy ;  which,  as  has  been  already  specified,  was  acted 
at  the  Red  liull.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  play  is  pure  burlesque,  lleywwid's  is  a  mixture 
of  thedroU  and  serious,  and  was  evidently  intended  to  ridicule  the  reigninj;  fashion  of  read* 


ing  romance*. 


War  Ion. 
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tlis  daughter  dear !  But  sure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment^  that  will  stay  with  Us 
'JSo  longer  but  a  night. 

Ralph.  Damsc'l  rij;ht  fair, 
1  am  on  many  sad  adventures  bound. 
That  call  me  forth  into  the  wilderness: 
Besides,  my  horse's  back  is  something  galKd, 
Which  will  enforce  me* ride  a  sober  pace. 
But  many  thanks,  fair  lady,  be  to  you, 
For  using  errant-Kniglit  with  courtesy  ! 
Ladj/.  But  say,  brave  Knight,  what  is  your 
name  and  birth?  [lishman, 

Ralph.  My  nauie  is  Ivalph,  I  aui  an  Eng- 
(As  true  as  steel,  a  hearty  Englishman) 
And  'prentice  to  a  grocer  in  the  Strand, 
By  deed  indent,  of  which  I  have  one  part: 
But  Fortune  calling  me  to  follow  arms, 
On  me  this  holy  order  1  did  take 
Of  Burning  Pestle,  which  in  all  men*s  eyes 
1  bear,  confounding  ladies'  enemies, 

Lad^.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  your  brave 
countrymen,  [food; 

And    fertile  soil,  and   store  of  wholesome 
My  father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a  drink 
In  Kngland  found,  and  Nipilato  calPd, 
Which   driveth  all   the  sorrow   from  your 
hearts. 
Ralph.  Lady,  'tis  true;  you  aced  not  lay 
your  lips 
To  better  Nipitatothan  there  is.         [speak, 
Lad^.  And  of  a  wild-fowl  he  will  often 
Which  powder'd  beef  and  mustard  called  is: 
For  there  have  been  great  wars  'twixtus  and 

yon ; 
But  truly,  Ralph,  it  was  u6t  long  of  me. 
Tell  me  then,llalph,  could  you  contented  be 
To  wear  a  lady's  favour  in  your  shield? 

Ralph.  I  am  a  knight  of  a  religious  order. 
And  will  not  wear  a  favour  of  a  lady 
That  trusts  iu  Antichrist,  and  false  traditions. 
Cit    Well   said,  Ralph!  convert   her,   if 

thou  canst. 
Ralph.  Besides,  I  have  a  lady  of  my  own 
In  tnerry  England ;  for  whose  virtuous  sake 
J  took  the^c  arms;  and  Snsan  is  her  name, 
A  cobler's  maid  in  Milk-Street;  whom  I  vow 
Ne'er  to  forsake,  whil-.t  life  and  Pestle  lust. 
Lady.  Happy  that  cobling  dame,  whoe'er 
she  be,  [tlice  ! 

'I'hat  for  her  own,   dear  Ralph,  hath  gotten 
Unhappy  I,  that  ne'er  shall  see  tlie  day 
To  see  thee  more,  that  bcar'at  my  heart  away! 
Ralph.  Lady,  farewell !  I  needs  must  take 

my  leave. 
Lady.  li;ir(i -hearted    Ralph,    that   ladies 
d'^st  deceive  ! 


.  Cit.  Hark  thee,  Ralph  !  there's  money  for 
thee:  Give  something  m  the  king  of  Craco- 
via's  house ;  be  not  beholding  to  him. 

Ralph.  Lady,  before  I  go,  I  must  remem- 
Your  father's  officers,  who,  truth  to  tell,  [ber 
Have  been  about  me  very  diligent: 
Hold  Up  thy  snowy  hand,  thou  princely  raaid  I 
There's  tvvelve-pence  for  your  father's  cham- 
berlain ; 
And  there's  another  shilling  for  his  cook. 
For,  by  my  troth,  the  goose  was  roasted  well; 
And  twelve-pence  for  your  father's  horse- 
keeper,  [ter 
For  nomting  my  horse-back,  and  for  his  but- 
There  is  another  shilling;  to  the  maid 
That  wjish'd  my  boot-hose,  there's  an  English 
groat;                                            [boots! 
And   two-pence  to  the  boy   that  wip'd  my 
And,  last,  fair  lady,  there  isfor  yourself 
Three-pence,  to  buy  you  pins  at  Bumbo-fair! 
Ladt/.  Full  many  thanks ;  and  I  will  keep 
them  safe  » 
'Till  all  the  headibeoff,  for  thy  sake,  Ralph. 
Ralph.  Advance,  my  Squire  and  Dwarf! 

I  cannot  stay. 
Ladif.  Thou  kill'st  my  heart  in  parting  thus 
away.  [Exeunh 

Wife,  I  commend  Ralph  yet,  tliat  he  will 
not  stoop  to  aCracovian;  there's  properer 
women  in  London  than  any  are  there,  I  wis. 
But  here  comes  master  Humphrey  and  his 
love  again;  novr,  George! 
Cit.  Ay,  cony,  peace! 

Enter  Afcrchant,  Muster  Humphrry,  tuce^ 

and  Boy. 
Merch.  Go,  get  you  up!  I  will  not  be  en- 
treated. *  [after 
And,  gossip  mine,  I'll  keep  you  sure  here- 
From  gadrling  out  again,  with  boys  and  uu- 
thrifts:                                           [fashion. 
Come,  they  are  women's  tears;  I  know  your 
Go,  sirrah,  lock  her  in,  and  keep  the  key 

[Eceunt  Luce  and  Boy, 
Safe,  as  you  love  your  lifo».    Now,  my  soii 

Humphrey, 
You  may  both  rest  assured  of  my  love 
In  this,  and  reap  your  own  desire. 

Hum.  I  see  this  love  you  speak  of,  thro* 
your  daughter, 
Altho'  the  hole  be  little;  and  hereafter 
Will  yield  the  like  in  all  I  may  or  can, 
,  Fitfmg  a  Christian  and  a  gentleman. 

Mcrch.  I  do  believe  you,  my  good  son,  and 

thunkyou;  '  [tcrVJ. 

For  ^werc  an  impudence  to  tliink  vou  Hat- 


«  Safe  as  your  life.]  We  ought  to  read  here,  says  the  gcntleii  an  quoted  so  often  above 
tlius, 

*  Safe  j\s  you  love  your  life.'         Sympson. 

The  render  will  probably  be  surprised  at  Sympson's  sayin<r,  *  quoted  so  oflcn^'  when  w/» 
iiave  mention«'d  tije  gentleman  no  seldom :  The  cause  is,  tlie  gciitleman  scarcely  ever  pro- 
posed a  variation  from  the  old  books,  but  (as'in  the  prose?it  case;  for  they  exhibit  the  words 
'  you  love')  recommended  ratorations  from  them;  which  Syrnpson,  from  his  vyoiiderful  iu* 
attention  to  the  authorized  copies,  supposed  were  corrections. 

Vol.  U.  3  P 
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Hum.  It  were  indeed ;  but  shall  I  tell  you 
I  have  been  be-aten  twice  about  the  lie.  [why  ? 

Merch,  Well,  sod,  no  more  of  compliment. 
My  daughter 
Is  yours  again ;  appoint  the  time  and  take  her: 
We'll  have  no  stealing  for  it;  I  myself 
And  some  few  of  our  friends  will  see  you 
married. 

Hum.  I  would  you  would,  i'faith  !  for  be  it 
I  ever  was  afraid  to  lie  alone.  [known, 

Mfrch.  Some  three  days  hence  then 

Hum.  Three  days?  let  me  see ! 
Tis  somewhat  of  the  most ;  yet  I  agree, 
Because  I  mean  against  th^  'pointed  day 
To  visit  all  my  friends  in  new  array. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  there's  a  gentlewoman  without 
would  speak  with  your  worship. 
Merch,  What  is  she  ? 
Sero.  Sir,  I  ask*d  her  not. 
Merch,  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought  and  Michael. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Peace  be  to  your  worship !  I 
come  as  a  poor  suitor  to  you,  sir,  in  the  be- 
half of  this  child. 

Merch.  Are  you  notwifc  to  Merrythought? 

Mrs.  Mer^  Yes,  truly:  'Would  I  had  ne'er 
seen  his  eyes  !  he  has  undone  me  and  himself, 
and  his  children ;  and  there  he  lives  at  home, 
and  sings  and  hoits,  and  revels  among  his 
drunken  companions!  but,  1  warrant  you, 
where  to  get  a  penny  to  put  bread  in  his 
mouth  he  knows  not:  And  therefore,  if  it 
like  your  worship,  I  would  entreat  your  letter 
to  the  honest  host  of  the  Bell  in  Waltham, 
that  I  may  place  my  child  under  the  protec- 
tion of  his  tapster,  in  some  settled  course  of 
life. 

Merch.  I'm  glad  theHeav'ns  have  heard  my 
prayers!  Thy  husband, 
When  1  was  ripe  in  sorrows,  laugh'd  at  me ; 
Thy  son,  like  an  unthankful  wretch,  I  having 
Redeem'd  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  hiiu 

mine. 
To  shew  his  love  again,  first  stole  my  daughter. 
Then  wrone'd  this  gentleman;  and,  last  of  all, 
Gave  me  that  grief  had  almost  brought  me 

down 
Unto  my  grave,  had  not  a  stronger  hand 
Reliev'dfmy  sorrows :  Go,  and  weep  as  I  did. 
And  be  un  pitied  ;  for  I  here  profess 
An  everlasting  hate  to  all  thy  name. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Will  you  so,  sir?  how  say  you 
by  that?  Come,  Micke;  let  him  keep  his 
wind  to  cool  his  pottage !  We'll  go  to  thy 
nurse's,  Micke ;  she  knits  silk  stockings,  bay, 
and  we'll  knit  too,  boy,  and  be  beholding  lo 
none  of  them  all.  [Exit  xcith  Michael. 

Enter  a  Boy  mth  a  letter. 

Boy.  Sir,  I  take  it  you  are  the  master  of 
this  house. 


Merch.  How  then.  Boy  ? 

Boy.  Then  to  yourself,  sir,  com6s  this  letter. 

Merch.  From  whom,  my  pretty  Boy? 

Boy.  From  him  that  was  your  Servant; 
but  no  more 
Shall  that  name  ever  be,  for  he  is  dead  t 
Grief  of  your  purchas'd  anger  broke  his  heart: 
I  saw  him  die,  and  from  his  hand  receiv'd 
This  paper,  with  a  charge  to  bring  it  i»ither  : 
Read  it,  and  satisfy  yourself  in  all. 

Merch.  [reading.]  *  Sir,  that  I  have  wronged 

*  your  love  I  must  confess;  in  which  I  have 

*  purchased  to  myself,  besides  mine  own  un- 
'  doing,  the  ill  opmion  of  my  friends.  Let  not 
^  your  anger,  good  sir,  outlive  me,  but  suffer 

*  me  to  rest  in  peace  with  your  forgiveness : 

*  Let  my  body  (if  a  dying  man  may  so  much 

*  prevail  with  you/he  brought  to  your  daugh- 

*  ter,  that  she  may  know  my  hot  flames  are 

*  now  buried,  and  withal  receive  a  testimony 
'  of  the  zeal  I  bore  her  virtue.    Farewell  for 

*  ever,  and  be  ever  happy ! — Jasper.' 

God's  hand  is  groat  in  this !  I  do  forgive  him; 
Yet  1  am  glad  he*s  quiet,  where  I  hope 
He  will  not  bite  again.  Boy,  bring  the  body. 
And  let  him  have  his  will,   if  that  be  all. 

Boy.  Tin  here  without,  sir. 

Merch.  So,  sir;  if  you  please. 
You  may  conduct  it  in;  1  do  not  fear  it  ? 

Hum.  I'll  be  your  usher.  Boy  ;  for,  tho'  I 
sav  it. 
He  ow'd  me  something  once,  and  well  did 
pay  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Luce  alone. 

Luce.  If  there  be  anypunishmf»nt  inflicted 
Upon  the  miserable,  more  than  yi  t  I  teol. 
Let  it  together  sei^e  nie,  and  at  once 
Press  down  my  soul!   1  cannot  bear  the  pain 
Of  these  delaying  tortures! — Thou  that  art 
The  end  of  all,  and  the  sweet  rest  (^f  all. 
Come, come,  oh,Death !  bring  mc  to  thy  peace. 
And  blot  out  all  the  nienmry  I  nourish 
Both  of  my  father  and  my  cruel  friend  ! 
Ohjwretchcd  maid,  still  living  to  be  wretched, 
To  be  a  say^  to  Fortune  in  her  changes. 
And  grow  to  number  times  and  woes  together! 
Hdw  happy  had  I  been,  if,  being  born, 
My  grave  had  been  my  cradle  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  By  your  leave,  [coflin  ; 

Young  mistress !  Here's  a  boy  hath  brought  a 

What  a  would  say  I  know   not;  but  your 

father  [come ! 

Charg'd  me  to  give  you  notice.     Here  they 

Enter  two  hearing  a  coffin y  Jasper  in  it. 

Luce.  For  me  I  hope  'tis  come,  and  *tis 
most  welcome !  [grief 

Boy.  Fair  mistress,  let  me  not  add  greater 
To  that  great  store  you  have  already.  Jasper, 
(That  whilst  he  liv'd  was  yours,  now  dead, 


^TohevL  say.]  A  say  seems  corrupt;  perhaps  we  should  read,  assay. 
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And  here  enclos'd)  commanded  me  to  bring 
His  body  hither,  and  to  crave  a  tear     fpity) 
From  those  fair  eyes,  (tin*  he  deserved  not 
To  dock  his  funeral,  for  so  he  bid  me 
Tell  her  for  whom  he  died. 
Luce,  lie  shall  have  many. 

[Exeunt  coffin-carriers  and  hoy. 
Good  friends,  depart  a  little,  whilst  I  take 
I^Iy  leave  of  this  dead  man,  that  once  Ilov'd. 
Hold  yet  a  little,  life!  and  then  I  give  thee 
'J'o  thy  first  heavenly  being.  Oh,  my  friend  ! 
Hast  thou  deceived  me  thus,  and  got  before 

me? 
I  shall  not  long  be  after.  But,  believe  me. 
Thou  wert  too  cruel,  Jasper,  *gainst  thyself, 
In  punishing  the  fault  I  could  have  pardon'd, 
With  so   untimely  death:  Thou  didst  not 
wrong  me,  [loving; 

But  ever  wert  most  kind,  most  true,  most 
And  I  the  most  unkind, most  false,most cruel! 
Didst  thou  but  ask  a  tear?  Fll  give  thee  all. 
Even  all  my  eyes  can  pour  down,  all  my  sighs, 
And  all  myself,  before  thou  goestfrom  me: 
These  are  but  sparing  rites;  but  if  thy  soul 
Be  yet  about  this  place,  and  can  behold 
And  see  what  I  prepare  to  deck  thee  with. 
It  shall  po  up,  borne  on  the  wings  of  peace, 
And  satisfied:  First  will  I  sing  thy  dirge, 
Then  kiss  thy  pale  lips,  and  then  die  myself. 
And  fill  one  coffin,  and  one  grave  together. 

Come,  you  whose  loves  are  dead. 

And  whiles  I  sing. 

Weep  and  ring 
Every  hand,  and  every  head 
Bind  with  cypress  and  sad  yew ; 
Ribbons  black  and  caudles  blue, 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true  ! 
Come  with  heavy  moaning  ^7^ 

And  on  his  grave 

Let  him  have 
Sacrifice  of  sighs  and  groaning; 
Let  him  have  fair  flowers  enow. 
White  and  purple,  green  and  yellow, 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true ! 

Thou  sable  cloth,  sad  cover  of  my  joys, 
I  lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I  meet  with  death. 

Jasp.  And  thus  you  meet  the  living. 

Luce,  Save  me,  Heaven  ! 

Jasp.  Nay,  do  not  fly  me,  fair;  I  j^m  no 
spirit: 
Look  better  on  rae ;  do  you  know  me  yet? 

Luce.  Oh,  thou  dear  shadow  of  my  friend! 

Jusp,  Dear  substance, 
I  swear  I  am  no  shadow  ;  feel  my  hand ! 
Jt  is  the  same  it  was;  I  am  your  Jasper, 
Your  Jasper  that*s  yet  living,  and  yet  loving  ! 
Pardon  my  ra^h  attempt,  my  foolish  proof 
J  put  in  practice  of  your  constancy  I 
For  sooner  sliould  my  sword  have  drunk  my 

blood. 
And  set  my  sonl  at  liberty,  than  drawn     fness 
The  least  drop  from  that  body;  for  which  oold- 


Doom  me  to  any  thing !  if  death,  I  take  it, 
And  willingly. 

Luce.  This  death  Til  give  you  for  it ! 

[Kisses  him. 
So ;  now  I'm  satisfied,  you  are  no  spirit. 
But  my  own  truest,  truest,  truest  friend ! 
Why  do  you  come  thus  to  me  ? 

Jasp,  First,  to  see  you ; 
Then  to  convey  you  hence. 

Luce,  It  cannot  be ;  [hours, 

For  I  am  lock'd  up  here,  and  watch'd  at  all 
That  'tis  impossible  for  me  to  'scape. 

Jasp.  Nothing  more  possible :  Within  this 
coffin 
Do  you  convey  yourself;  let  me  alone, 
I  have  the  wits  of  twenty  men  about  me; 
Only  r  crave  the  shelter  of  your  closet 
A  little,  and  then  fear  Aie  not.    Creep  in, 
That  they  may  presently  convey  you  hence. 
Fear  nothing,  dearest  love !  I'll  be  your  se-    ' 
Lie  close ;  so !  all  goes  well  yet.  Boy !  [cond ; 

Boy.  At  hand,  sir. 

Jasp.  Convey  away  the  coffin,  and  be  wary. 

Boy,  Tis  done  already. 

Jasp.  Now  must  I  go  conjure.  [Krit, 

Enter  Merdtant,' 

Merch.  Boy,  Boy! 

Hoy.  Your  servant,  sir. 

Merch.  Do  me  this  kindness.  Boy;  (hold; 
here's  a  crown) 
Before  thou  bury  tl»e  body  of  this  fellow. 
Carry  it  to  his  old  merry  father,  anc)  salute 

him 
From  nie,  and  bid  biin  sing;  h'  hath  cause. 

B(fy.  I  will,  sir. 

Merch.  And  then  bring  me  word  what  tune 
he  is  in. 
And  have  another  crown  ;  but  do  it  truly. 
I*ve  fitted  him  a  bargani,  now,  will  vex  him. 

Boy.  God  bless  your  worship's  health,  sir! 

Merch.  Farewell,  Boy !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Old  Merrythought, 

Wife.  Ah,  old  Merrythought,  art  thou  there 
again  ?  Let's  hear  some  ^i  thy  songs. 

Mcr.  Who  can  sing  a  merrier  note 

Than  he  that  cannot  change  a  groat? 

Not  a  denier  left,  and  yet  my  heart  leaps :  I  * 
do  wonder  yet,  as  old  as  I  aMi,  that  any  man 
will  follow  ^  trade,  or  serve,  that  may  sing 
and  laugh,  and  walk  the  streets.  My  wife 
and  both  my  sons  are  I  know  not  where;  I 
have  nothing  left,  nor  know  I  how  to  come 
by  meat  to  supper;  yet  am  1  merry  still;  for 
I  know  I  shall  find  it  upon  the  table  at  six 
o'clock ;  therefore,  hang  thought ! 

I  would  not  be  a  serving-man 

To  carry  the  cloak-bag  still, 
Nor  would  I  be  a  falconer 

The  greedy  hawks  to  fill; 


*7  With  heavy  mourning.]  Ameudtfd  in  1750. 
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But  I  tvould  be  ui  a  good  house, 
And  have  a  good  master  too; 

But  I  would  eat  and  drink  of  the  best, 
And  no  work  would  I  do. 

This  is  that  keeps  life  and  soul  together, 
mirth  !  This  is  the  philosopher's  stone  that 
they  write  so  much  on,  that  keeps  a  man 
ever  young  \ 

Enter  a  Boy, 

Boj/.  Sir,  they  say  they  know  all  youi*  mo- 
ney is  gone,  and  they  will  trust  you  for  no 
more  drink. 

Mer,  Will  they  not?  let  'cm  chu5»e !  The 
best  is,  I  have  mirth  at  home,  and  need  not 
send  abroad  for  that;  let  them  keep  their 
drink  to  themselves. 

•For  Jillian  of  Berry  she  dwells  on  a  hill, 
And  she  hatti  goodf  heer  and  ale  to  sell, 
And  of  good  fellows  she  thinks  no  ill. 
And  thither  will  wergo  now,  now,  now. 

And  thither  will  we  go  now. 
And  when  you  have  made  a  little  stay. 
You  need  not  know  what  is  to  pay. 
But  kiss  your  hostess,  and  go  your  way. 

And  thither,  ^c. 

Enter  another  Boy. 

*2  Boy.  Sir,  I  can  get  no  bread  for  supper. 
Mer.  Hang  bread  and  sppper!  let's  pre- 
^rve  our  mirth,  and  we  shall  never  feel  hun- 
ger, ril  warrant  you.     t«t's  have  a  catch: 
Boy,  follow  me;  come,  sing  this  catch. 
Ho,  ho,  nobody  at  home. 
Meat,  nor  drink,  nor  money  ha*  we  none? 
Fill  the  pot,  Eedy, 
Never  more  need  I. 

ilfrr.  So,  boys;  enough.  Follow  me:  let's 
change  our  place,  and  we  shall  laugh  afresh. 

[^Kicunt. 

Wife.  Let  him  go,  feeorge ;  a  shall  not  have 
any  countenance  from  us;  not  a  good  word 
from  any  i'th*  company,  if  I  may  strike  stroke 
in't. 

Cit.  No  more  a  shannot,  love.  B«t,Nell, 
I  will  have  Ralph  do  a  very  notable  matter 
now,  to  the  eternal  honour  and  glory  of  all 
grocers.  Sirrah !  you  there !  Boy  !  Can  none 
of  vou  hear  ? 

iBny.  Sir,  your  pleasure  ? 

Cit.  Let  Ralph  come  out  on  May-day  in 
the  morninj^,  and  speak  upon  a  conduit,  w  ith 
all  his  scarfs  about  him,  and  his  feathers,  and 
his  rings,  and  his  knacks. 

Boy.  ^VhY,  sir,  you  do  not  think  of  our 
plot ;  what  will  become  of  that  then  ? 

Cit.  AVh^-,sir,  I  care  not  what  become  on't! 
I'll  have  hnn  come  out,  or  I'll  fetch  him  out 
myself;  I'll  have  something  done  in  honour 
ot  the  city.  Besides,  he  hath  been  long  enough 


upon  adventures:  Bring  him  out  quickly;  or 
if  I  come  amongst  you 

Boy.  Well,  sir,  i!*.e  shall  come  out ;  but  if  our 
play  miscarry,3ir,  you  are  like  to  pay  for't.  [£1-. 

Cit.  Bring  him  away  then  ! 

Wife.  This  will  be  brave,  i'faith !  George, 
shall  not  he  dance  the  morris  too,  ior  the 
credit  of  the  Strand  ? 

Cit.  No,  sweetheart,  it  wjll  be  too  much 
for  the  boy.  Oh,  there  he  is,  Nell  I  he's  rea- 
sonable well  in  reparrel;  but  he  has  not  ring$ 
enough. 

Enter  Ralph, 

Ralph.  London,  to  thee  [  do  present 

The  merry  month  of  May ; 
Let  each  true  subject  be  content 

To  hear  me  what  I  say: 
For  from  die  top  of  Cgnduit-IIeady 

As  plainly  may  appear, 
I  will  both  tell  my  name  to  you. 

And  wherefore  I  came  here. 
My  name  is  Ralph,  by  due  descent 

Tlio'  not  ignoble  I, 
Yet  far  inferior  to  the  flock 

Of  gracious  grocery ; 
And  by  the  common  counsel  of 

My  fellows  in  the  Strand, 
With  gilded  staff,  and  crossed  scarf, 

The  Mav-lord  here  I  stand. 
Rejoice,  on,  English  hearts,  rejoice. 

Rejoice,  oh,  lovers  dear; 
Rejoice,  oh,  city,  town,  and  country. 

Rejoice  eke  e%-6ry  shire  I 
For  now  the  fragrant  flowers  do  spring 

And  sprout  in  seemly  sort. 
The  little  birds  do  sit  and  sing. 

The  lambs  do  make  fine  sport; 
And  now  the  burchin-tree  doth  hud. 

That  makes  the  schoolboy  cry. 
The  morris  rings,  while  hobby-horst 

Doth  foot  it  featuously; 
The  lords  and  ladies  now  abroad. 

For  thwir  disport  and  play, 
Do  kiss  sometimes  upon  the  grass. 

And  sometimes  in  the  hay. 
Now  butter  with  a  leaf  of  sage 

Is  good  to  purge  the  blood. 
Fly  Venus  and  phlebotomy. 

For  they  are  neither  good! 
Now  little  fish  on  tender  stone 

Begin  to  cast  their  bellies,  [mew'd^^. 
And  sluggish    snails,    that  erst  wer«' 

Do  creep  out  of  their  sbellies. 
The  rumbling  rivers  now  do  warm. 

For  little  boys  to  paddle; 
The  sturdy  steed  now  goes  to  grass, 

And  up  they  hang  his  saddle. 
The  heavy  hart,  the  blowing  buck^, 

The  rascal  and  the  pricket, 


**  That  erst  were  mutej  Corrected  by  Sympson. 

59  T/ie  blowing  buck.]  The  first  quarto  reads  bellowing.    The  judicious  are  left  to  their 
loice.        Sympstfu.  > 


choice.        Sympstfn. 

We  cannot  suppose  any  of  the  judicious  will  prefer  bellowing. 
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Arc  now  among  tlie  yeoman's  pease. 

And  leave  the  teart'ul  thicket. 
And  be  like  them,  oh,  you,  1  say, 

Of  this  same  noble  town, 
And  lift  aloft  vour  velvet  heads, 

And  slipping  of  your  gown: 
With. bells  on  Tegs,  and  napkins  clean 

Unto  your  shoulders  tied. 
With  scarfs  and  garters  as  you  please, 

And  hey  for  our  town  cried. 
March  out  and  shew  your  willing  minds, 

By  twenty  and  by  twenty, 
To  Ho*!;sdou,  or  to  Newington, 

Where  ale  and  cakes  are  plenty  I 


And  let  it  ne'er  be  said  for  shame, 

That  we  the  youths  of  London 
Lay  thrumming  of  our  caps  at  home^ 

And  left  our  custom  undone. 
Up  then^  1  say,  both  young  and  old, 

Both  ipan  and  mnid  a-maying. 
With  drums  and  guns  that  bounce  aloud. 

And  merry  tabor  playing! 
Which  to  prolong,  God  save  our  king. 

And  send  his  country  peace. 
And  root  out  treason  from  the  land  ! 

And  so,  my  friends,  [  cease.      [Exit. 

FIN  IS  ACrrS  QUAUTI, 


ACT   V. 


Enter  Merchant  tolui. 

AffrrA.T  WILL  have  no  great  store  of  com- 
-'-  pany  at  the  wedding ;  a  couple 
f)f  nei«;hbours  and  their  wives;  and  we  will 
have  a  capon  in  stewed  broth,  with  marrow, 
and  a  good  piece  of  beef,  stuck  with  rose- 
niary^. 

Enter  Jasper,  Kith  hit  face  mealed. 

Jasp.  Forbear  thy  pains,  fond  man  !  it  is 
too  iat*?. 

Merch.  Ileav'n  bless  me  I  Jasper? 

Jasp,  Ay,  I  am  his  ghost, 
Whom  thou  bast  injur'd for  his  constant  love, 
i'ond  worldly  wretch  !  who  dost  not  under- 
stand '      » 
In  death  that  true  hearts  cannot  parted  be. 
First  know,  thy  daughter  is  quite  borne  away 
On  wings  of  angels,  thro*  the  liquid  air, 
1  oo  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
^halt  thou  behold  her  face  :  But  she  and  I 
.Will  in  another  world  enjoy  our  loves  ; 
W'here  neither  father's  anger,  poverty. 
Nor  any  crosa  that  troubles  earthly  men. 
Shall  make  us  sever  our  united  hearts. 
And  never  shalt  thou  sit,  or  be  alone 
In  any  place,  but  I  will  visit  thee 
With  ghastly  looks,  and  put  into  thy  mind 
I'he  great  offences  which  thou  didst  to  me. 
When  thou  art  at  thy  table  with  thy  friends. 
Merry  in  heart,  and  fili'd  with  svitelling  wine, 
I'll  come  in  midst  of  all  thy  pride  and  mirth, 
Invisible  to  all  men  but  thyself**. 
And  whisper  such  a  sad  tale  in  thine  ear, 
Siiall  make  thee  let  the  cup  fall  from  thy  hand, 
And  stand  as  mute  and  pale  as  death  itself. 
Merc/i,  forgive  me,  Jasper  I    Oh,    what 
might  I  do, 
Tell  me,  to  satisfy  thy  troubled  ghost  ? 


Ja}:p.  There  is  no  means;  too  late  thoq 

think'ston  this.  [todoP 

Merch.  But  tell  me  what  were  best  for  me 

Jasp.   Repent  thy  deed,  and  satisfy  my 

father, 

And  beat  fond  Humphrey  out  of  thy  doors. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Humphrey, 

Wi/e.  Look,  George;  his  very  ghost  would 
have  folks  beaten. 

Hum.  Father,  my  bride  is  gone,  fair  mis- 
tress Luce,  [sluice. 
My  soul's  the  fount  of  vengeance,  mischief's 

Merch.  Hence,  fool,  out  of  my  sight,  with 
thy  fond  passion ! 
Thou  hast  undone  me. 

Hum.  Hold,  my  father  dear  ! 
For  Luce  thy  daughter's  sake,that  had  no  peer. 

Merch.  Thy  father,   fool  ?  ITiere's  some 
blows  more ;  be  gone  !  [Beats  him, 

Jasper,  I  hope  thy  ghost  be  well  appeas'd 
To  see  thy  tvill  performed.     Now  J'll  go 
To  satisfy  thy  fathei*  for  thy  wrongs.    [Exit, 

Hum.  What  shall  I  do  ?  I  have  been  beaten 
twice, 
And  mistress  Luce  is  gone  ?  Help  me.  Device! 
Since  my  true  love  is  gone,  I  never  more. 
Whilst  I  do  live,  upon  the  sky  will  pore; 
But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  shoe-soles 
In   passion,  in  Saint  F'aith's  church  under 
Paul's.  [Exit. 

Wife.  George,  call  Ralph  hither !  it  you 
love  me,  call  Ralph  hither  !  1  have  the  bra- 
vest thing  for  him  to  do George !  'prithee, 

call  him  ciuickly. 

Cit.  Ralph !  why,  Ralph,  boy  ! 

Enter  Ralph, 
Ralph.  Here,  sir. 


*o  Rosemary.]  See  note  "  on  The  Elder  Brother, 

*'  Invisible  to  all  men  but  thyself. j  This  sccmi  to  be  meant  as  a  ridicule  on  the  appear* 
auce  of  Banquo's  Ghost  in  Macbet'i. 
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Cit.  Come  hither,  Ralph;  come  to  thy 
mistress,  hoy. 

Wife.  Ralph,  I  would  have  thee  cal!  all 
the  youths  tojjcther  in  battie-ray,  with  drums, 
and  guns,  and  flags,  and  inarch  to  Mile-End 
in  pompous  fashion,  and  there  exhort  your 
soldiers  to  he  merry  and  wise,  and  to  keep 
their  beards  from  burnuip,  Ralph ;  and  then 
skirmish,  and  let  your  flap  nv,  and  cry, 
*  kill,  kill,  kill!*  My  husband  shiill  lend  y('>u 
bis  jerkin,  Ralph,  and  there's  a  scarf;  for  the 
rest,  the  house  shall  furnish  you,  and  \ve*ll 
pay  for*t.  Do  it  brarely,  Ralph  ;  and  think 
before  whom  you  perform,  and  ^^hat  person 
you  represent. 

Ralph.  I  warrant  you,  mistress;  if  I  do  it 
not,  for  the  honour  of  the  city,  and  the  cre- 
dit of  my  master,  let  me  never  hope  for  free- 
dom ! 

Wife.  Tis  well  spoken,  i*  faith !  Go  thy 
ways ;  thou  art  a  spark  indeed. 

Cit»  Ralph,  Ralph,  double  your  files  brave- 
ly, Ralph! 

Jkalph.  I  warrant  you,  sir.  [Exit. 

Cit.  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  service; 
I  shall  take  him  else.  I  was  there  myself  a 
pike-man  once,  in  the  hottest  of  the  day, 
wench ;  had  my  feather  shot  sheer  away,  the 
fringe  of  my  pike  burnt  off"  with  powder,  my 
pate  broken  with  a  scouriug-stick,  and  yet,  I 
thank  God,  I  am  here.  [Drvmi  within. 

Wife.  Hark,  George,  the  drums  ! 

Cit.  Ran,  tan,  tari,  tan,  ran,  tan!  Oh, 
wench,  an  thou  had^^t  but  seen  little  Ned  of 
Aldgate,  drum  Ned,  how  he  made  it  roar 
again,  and  laid  on  like  a  tyrant,  and  then 
struck  softly  till  the  ward  came  up,  and  then 
thundered  again,  and  together  we  ^o !  sa, 
sa,  sa,  bounce,  quoth  the  guns!  courage,  my 
hearts,  quoth  the  captains!  Saint  George, 
quoth  the  pike-nicn  !  and  withal,  here  they 
lay,  and  there  they  lay  !  And  yet  for  all  this 
I  am  here,  wench. 

Wife.  He  thankful  for  it,  George;  for  in- 
deed 'tis  wonderful. 

Enter  Halph  and  his  Mmpaiiy,  with  drums 

and  colours. 

JRalph.  March  fair,  my  hearts** !  lieute- 
nant, beat  the  rear  up. 
Ancient,  let  your  colours  fly ;  but  have 
A  great  care  of  the  hutchcrs*  hooks  at  White- 
chapel  ;  [rir^nt. 
They  have  been  the  death  of  many  a  fair  an- 
Open  your  files,  that  1  may  take  a  view 
Both  of  your  persons  and  'munition. 
Sergeant,  call  a  muster.                       f  terer  ! 

Serg.  A  stand  !— William  Hamerton,  pew- 

Ham.  Here,  captain. 


I 


Ralph,  A  croslet  and  a  Spanish  pike  !  'tis 
Can  you  shake  it  with  a  terror?  [well ; 

Ham.  I  hope  so,  captain. 

Ralph.  Charge   upon  me. — Tis  with  the 
weakest :  [strength. 

Put  more  strength,  William  Ilaraerton,  more 
As  you  were  again.     Proceed,  Sergeant. 

Scrg.  George  Greengoose,  poulterer ! 

Green.  Here! 

Ralph.  Let  me  see  your  piece,  neighbour 
Greengoose; 
W^hen  was  she  shot  in  ? 

Green.  An*t  like  you,  master  captain,  I 
made  a  shot  even  now,  partly  to  scour  her, 
and  partly  for  audacity. 

Ralph.  It  should  seem  so 
Certainly;  for  her  breath  is  yet  inflamed. 
Besides,  there  is  a  mam  fault  in  the  touch- 
It  runs  and  stinketh  :  [hole, 
And  1  tell  you  moreover,  and  believe  it. 
Ten  such  toucli-holes  would  breed  the  pox 
i*  th'  army.  [ther. 
Get  you  a  feather,  neighbour,  get  you  a  fea- 
Sweet  oil,  and  paper,  and  Y^Mjr  piece  may  do 
Well  enough  yet.     WhcroS  your  powder? 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  What,  in  a  paper? 
As  Tm  a  soldier  «ud  a  gentleman,         [for't. 
It  craves  a  martial  court!  You  ought  to  die 
Where's  your  horn  ?  Answer  me  to  that. 

Green.  An*t  like  you,  sir,  I  was  oblivious. 

Ralph.  It  likes  me  not  it  should  be  so;  'tis 
a  shame 
For  you,  and  a  scandal  to  all  our  neighbours, 
Being  a  man  of  woith  and  estimation, 
To  leave  your  horn  behind  you  :  I*m  afraid 
Twill  breed  example.     But  let  me  tell  you 

no  more  oi)*t. 
Stand,  till  1  view  yo^i  all.     What's  become 
O'  th'  nose  of  your  flask  ? 

1  Sold.  Indeed-la,  captain,  *twas  blown 
away  wi^h  powder.  [char?o. 

Ralph.  Put  on  a  new  one  at  the  city's 
Where's  the  stone  of  this  piece? 

2  Sold.  The  drummer  took  it  out  to  light 
tohncco.  [again. 

Ralph.  Tis  a  fault,  my  friend;  put  it  in 
You  want  a  nose,  and  you  a  stone  ;  ^rgeant, 

take  a  note  cm't,  [march  ! 

For  I  mean  to  stop  it  in  the  pny.  Remove  and 
Soft  and  fair,  gentlemen,  soft  and  fair!  Dour 

blc  your  file.^; 
As  you  were  !  faces  about^  !  Now,  you  with 

the  sodden  face. 
Keep  in  there!  Look  to  your  matrh,  sirrah, 
It  will  be  in  your  fellow's  lla^k  anon. 
So;  make   a  crescent  now;   advance  your 

pikes;  [unn, 

Stand  and  give  ear  !— Gentlemen,  country- 

•'  March  fair,  my  hearts,  &c.]  As  Ralph's  part  seems  intended  for  metre  (though  this 
whole  scene  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  prose)  we  have  endeavoured  to  divide  it  accord- 
ingly, and  hope  it  is  settled  tolerably  rinht. 

•5  Faces  abovt.]  See  note  ^  on  The  Scoruful  Lady. 
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Friends,    and    my  fellow-soldiers,    I  have 

brought  you 
This  day  from  the  shops  of  security, 
And  the  couotcrs  of  content,  to  measure  out 
In  these  furious  fields,  honour  I  y  the  ell, 
And  prowess  by  the  pound.     Let  it  not, 
Oh,  let  it  nol,  I  say,  be  told  hereafter, 
The  noble  issue  of  this  city  fainted ; 
But  bear  yourselves  in  this  fair  action     [not 
Like  men,  vahant  men,  and  free.nien  !  Fear 
Tt)e  face  of  the  enemy,'  nor  the  noise  of  the 

i;uns ; 
For  believe  me,  brethren,  the  nide  rumbling 
Of  a  brewcrS  (  arr  is  more  terrible. 
Of  v^hich  you  liavc  a  daily  experience: 
Neither  let  the  «tink  of  pov^der  oifend  you, 
Since  a  more  valiant  stink  is  nightly  with  you. 
Tea  resolved  mind,  his  home  is  every  where : 
I  speak  not  this  to  take  away 
The  hope  of  your  return ;  for  you  shall  sec 
(I  do  not  doubt  it)  and  that  very  shortly. 
Your  loving  wives  again,  and  your  sweet 

children, 
Whose  care  doth  bear  you  company  in  baskets. 
Ileroember  tlien  whose  cause  you  have  in 

hand. 
And,  like  a  sort  of  true-born  scavengers. 
Scour  me  this  famous  realm  of  enemies. 
I  have  no  more  to  say  but  this:     [ih'  world. 
Stand  to  your  tackliu^s,  lads,  and  shew  to 
You  can  as  well  brandibh  a  sword 
As  shake  an  apron.     Saint  George,  and  on,' 

my  hearts ! 
Omnes,  Saint  George,  Saint  George ! 

[Rccunt. 

Wife.  Twas  well  done,  Ralph!  I'll  send 

thee  a   cold  capon  a-fiold,  and  a  bottle  of 

March  beer ;  and,   it  may  be,   come  myself 

to  see  thee. 

CU,  Nell,  the  boy  hath  deceived  me  much  ! 
I  did  not  think  it  had  been  in  hnn.     He  has 
performed  such  a  matter,  wench,   that,  if  [ 
live,  next  year  I'll  have  him  captain  of  tlic 
galli foist,  or  I'll  want  my  will. 

Enter  Old  Merrythought, 

Mer.  Yet,  I  thank  God,  I  break  not  a 
wrinkle  more  than  I  had.  Not  a  stoop,  boys.? 
Care,  live  with  cats:  I  defy  thee!  My  heart 
is  as  sound  as  an  oak ;  and  tho*  I  want  drink 
to  wet  my  whistle,  I  can  sing, 

Come  no  more  there,  boys,  come  no  more 

there ; 
For  we  shall  never  whilst  we  live  come 

any  more  there. 

Enter  a  Bot/,  nith  a  coffin. 

Boy.  God  save  you,  sir ! 
Mer.  It's  a  brave  boy.     Canst  thou  sing  ? 
Boy.  Y<.'s,  sir.   I  causing;  but 'tis  not  so 
necessary  at  this  time. 


Mer.  Sing  we,  and  channt  it. 
Whilst  love  doth  grant  It. 

Boy.  Sir,  sir,  if  you  knew  what  I  have 
brought  you,  you  would  have  little  list  to  siug* 

Mer^  Oh,  the  mimon  round. 
Full  lonur  I  have  thee  sought. 

And  now  I  have  thee  found. 
And  what  hast  thou  here  brought? 

Boy.  A  cofhn,  sir,  and  your  dead  son  Jas* 
per  in  it. 

Mer.  Dead  ?  Why,  farewell  he  I 

Thou  wast  a  bonny  boy. 

And  I  did  love  thee. 

Enter  Jasper, 

Jasp.  Then  I  pray  you,  sir,  do  so  still. 
Aler,  Jasper's  ghost  ?    ^ 

Thou  art  welcome  from  Stygian-lake  50 
soon; 
Declare  to  me  what  wondrous  thing* 
In  Pluto's  court  are  done. 

Jasp.  By  my  troth,  sir,  I  ne'er  came  diere; 
'tis  too  hot  for  me,  sir. 

Mer.  A  merry  ghost,  a  very  merry  ghost ! 

And  where  is  your  true  love  f  Oh,  wher6 
is  yours? 

Jasp.  Marry,  look  you,  sir  ! 

[Heaves  up  the  coffin^ 
Mer.  Ah,  ha !  art  thou  u;ood  at  that,  iYaith? 

With  hey  tricksy  tcrlerie-whiskin. 
The  wori^  it  runs  on  wheels. 

When  the  young  man's 

Up  goes  the  maiden\s  heels. 

Mrs.  Merrythought   and  Michael  vnthin, 
Mrs.  Mer.  What,   master  Merrythought ! 
will  you  not  let's  in?  What  do  you  think  shall 
become  of  us? 

Mer.  W  hat  voice  is  that  that  calleth  at  our 

door  ? 
Mrs.  Mer.  You  know  me  well  enough ;  I 
am  sure  1  have  not  been  such  a  stranger  to  you. 

Mer.  And  some  they  whistled,  and  some 
they  sung, 
Ilcy  down,  down  ! 
And  some  did  loudly  say, 
Ever  as  the  lord  Baruet's  horn  blew. 
Away,  Musgrave,  away^. 

Mrs.  Mer.  You  will   not  have  us  star\'e 
here,  will  you,  master  Merry thouglit  ? 

Jasp»  Nay,"  good  hi r,  be  persuaded;  sheV 
my  mother: 
If  her  offences  have  been  great  ajjainst  you, 
liCt  your  own  love  remember  she  is  yours. 
And  so  forgive  her. 

Luce.  Good  master  Merrythought, 
Let  me  entreaii  you ;  I  will  not  be  denied. 

Mrs.  Mer,    \Vhy,   master  Merrythought, 
will  you  be  a  vcx'd'thing  btill  ? 


^And  some  they  rohistled,  &c.]  The  ballad  from  which  this  stanza  is  taken  is  printed  in 
Percy's  Reiiques  of  Aniient  Poetry,  vol.  iii.  p.  63.         JR. 
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Mer.  Woman,  [  take  you  to  my  lo^e  again ; 
But  you  shall  sing  before  you  cuter ;  therefore 
Dispatch  your  song,  and  so  couie  in. 

Atrs,  Mer.  Well,  you  must  have  your  wilU 
when  all's  done.  Micke,  what  song  canst 
thou  sing,  boy? 

Mich.  I  can  sing  none  forsooth,  but  A 
]jady*s  Daughter  of  Paris,  properly. 

Mich.  Isirtgs.]  It  was  a  lady's  daughter,  &ic. 
Mer,  Come,  youVe  welcome  hoiiic  aguiii. 
If  such  danger  be  in  playing, 
^           And  jest  must  to  earnest  turn, 
You  *)hail  go  no  more  a-maying 

Merch.  \within.'\  Are  you  within,  sir?  mas- 
ter Merrythought ! 

Jti&p.  It  is  my  master's  voice :  good  sir,  go 
hold  him  _  ^ 

In  talk  whilst  we  convey  ourselves  into 
Some  inward  room. 

Mer.  What  are  you  ?  are  you  merry? 
You  must  be  very  merry,  if  yuu  enter, 

Merch.  I  am,  sir, 

Mer.  Sing  then. 

Merch.  Nay,  good  sir,  open  to  me. 

Mer,  Sing,  I  say, 
Or,  by  the  nierrv  heart,  you  come  not  in  ! 

Merch,  Well,  sir,  1 11  sing. 

Fortune  ray  foe  ®^,  &c. 

Mer,  YouVe  welcome,  sir,youVe  welcome ! 
You  see  your  entertainment;  'pray  you  be 
merry. 

Merch.    Oh,   master  ]\^errythought,    I*m 
come  to  ask  you 
Forgiveness  for  the  wrongs  I  offer'd  you, 
And  your  most  viituousson;  they're  iufinite. 
Yet  my  contrition  sluill  be  more  chan  they. 
I  do  conlVss  mv  hardness  broke  his  heart. 
For  which  just  Heaven  hath  given^me  punish- 
ment [spirit, 
More  than  my  age  can  carry;  his  wand  ring 
Not  yet  ut  rest,  piu'sues  ine  every  where. 
Crying,  *  Til  haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty.* 
Wy  daughter  siie  is  gone,  L  know  n(<thow, 
Taken  invisible,  and  whether  liviiig. 
Or  in  the  grave,  'tis  yet  uncertain  to  me. 
Oh,    master  Merrythought,    these   arc   the 

weights 
Will  sin!v  me  to  my  grave  !  Forgive  me,  sir. 

Mer.  Why,  sir,  I  do  forgive  you ;  and  be 
njerry ! 
And  if  the  wag  in's  life-time  play'd  the  knave. 
Can  you  fori:;ive  him  loo? 

Merch.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Mer.  Speak  it  again,  and  heartily. 


Merch,  I  do,  sir  ; 
Now,  by  my  soul,  I  do. 

Mer.  With  that  came  out  his  paramour; 
She  was  as  white  as  the  liliy  flower. 
Hey  troul,  troly,  loly  ! 

Enter  Luce  and  Jasper, 

With  that  came  out  her  own  dear  knight^ 
He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  fight,  i^c. 

Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  'em,  dap  their  hand* 
Together;  there's  no  more  to  be  said  i' ih' 

Merch.  I  do,  J  do.  [matter. 

Cit.  1  donot  like  this:  Peact,  hoys!  Hear 
me,  one  of  you  !  every  body's  part  is  couiC 
to  an  end  but  ll;tlph's,  and  he's  left  out. 

hoif.  'Tis  loop  of  yourself,  sir;  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with  his  part. 

Cit.  Halph,  co!ne  away  !  Make  an  end  od 
him*',  as  you  have  done  oi  the  rest,  boys; 
come ! 

Wife.  iNow,  good  husband,  let  him  come 
out  and  die. 

Cit,  He  shall,  Nell.  Ralph,  c^nne  awaj^ 
quickly,  and  die,  boy. 

Bofj.  Twill  be  very  unfit  he  shotdd  die, 
sir,  upon  no  occasion ;  and  in  a  comedy  too. 

Cit,  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  Sir  I^»y  ; 
is  not  his  part  at  an  end,  think  }ou,  when 
he's  dead  ?  Come  away,  Ralph ! 

Enter  Italph,  with  a  forked  arrow  through 

his  head. 

Halph.  When  I  was  mortal  %  this  my  cos- 
tive corps 
Did  lap  up  tigs  and  raisins  in  the  Strand ; 
Where  sitting,  I  espied  a  lovely  dame, 
Whose  nja^ter  wrought  witJi  lingcll<*and  with 
awl, 

And  undcTiirotmd  he  vamped  many  a  boot : 
Straight  did  Vi<tT  love  prick  forth  me,  tcudci 

sprig, 
To  follow  feats  oi"  arms  in  warlike  wise. 
Thro' Walthnm-Desart;  where  I  did  perform. 
Many  atchievcment'-,  and  did  lay  on  ground 
Huge  Barharoso,  tijat  insulting  niant. 
And  all  his  captives  soon  set  at  liberty, 
i'hcn  honour  prick'd  me  tVom  my  native  soil 
Into  Moldavia,  whore  I  gain'd  the  love 
Of  Ponipiona,  his  beloved  daut^hter; 
But  yet  prov'd  conatani  to  the  black- thumb'd 

Tuuid 
Susan,  and  scorned  Ponipiona's  love  ; 
Yet  liberal  I  was,  and  gave  her  pins, 
And  luunty  for  her  father's  olncers. 


«  Fortune  mj/  fie.]  See  note  '  on  The  Custom  of  the  Country. 

*»  Make  on  him.]  The  two  words  which  we  have  added  seem'  absolutely  necessary  to  the 
completion  of  the  sense. 

^7  W/ien  I  zcas  mortal,  Ike]  This  speech  is  a  parody  on  that  of  ttie  Giiost  of  Andrea,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  fatuous  play  ol*  Jeronimo  : 

*  When  this  eternal  substance  of  my  soul 
'  Did  live  imprison'd  in  my  wonted  flesh,'  he,         R, 
^  LinselL]  A  tliread  of  hemp  rubbed  with  ro^in,  &c.  used   by  the  rustics  for  mcudinj; 
their  shoes.         i*ercij,  * 
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I  then  returned  home,  and  thrust  myself 
Ia  action,  and  by  all  men  chosen  was 
The  lord  of'  May ;  when:  i  did  flourish  it, 
Willi  scarfs  and  ^in^9,  and  posy  in  my  hand^. 
After  this  action  I  preferred  was. 
And  chosen  city-captaiii  at  Mile-Knd, 
With  hat  an(i  feather,  and  with  leading  staff. 
And  train'd  my  men,  and  brought  them  all 
off  clean,  [noise. 

Save  one  man  that  bewray'd  him  with,  the 
But  all  these  things  I  Ralph  did  undertake, 
OmIv  for  my  beloved  Susan's  sake. 
Then  comin«j;  home,  arid  sitcinv  in  my  shop 
With  apron  blue,  Death  came  unto  my  stall 
To  cheapen  vquavU^.  ;  but  ere  I 
Could  take  the  bottle  down,  and  All  a  taste, 
Death  cauuiit  a  pound  of  pepper  in  his  hand, 
And  sprinkled  all  my  face  and  body  o'er. 
And  in  an  instant  vanished  away. 
Cit,  * Tis  a  pretty  fiction,  i*  faith  I 
Raiph.  Then  took  I  up  my  bow  and  shaft 
in  hand, 
And  walked  in  Moor6clds  to  cool  myself: 
13ut  there  grim  cruel  Death  met  nie  again. 
And  siiut  this  forked  arrow  thro*  my  head ; 
And  now  1  faint  ;  therefore  be  warn'd  by  me, 
Aly  fellows  every  one,  of  forked  heads  f 
Farewell,  all  you  good  boys  m  merry  London! 


Ne*er  shall  we  more  upon  Shrove-Tuesday' 

meet. 
And  pluck  down  bouses  of  iniquity ; 
rMy  pain  encrraseth)  I  shall  nevtr  more 
Hold  open,  whilst  another  pumps,  ^loth  Icgi, 
Nor  daub  a  sattin  gown  with  rotten  eugi; 
Set  uu  a  stake,  oh,  never  more  [  shall ! 
[  die  !  fly,  fly;  my  soul,  to  Grocer:*'  Hall !  Oli, 
oh,  oh,  ice. 

Wife,  Well  said,  Ralph  J  do  your  obeisance 
to  the  gentlemen,  and  go  your  wavs.  Well 
said,  Ralph !  [Exit  Ralph. 

3/er/ JVIethinks  all  we,  thus  kindly  and 
unexpectedly  reconciled,  should  not  part 
without  a  song. 

Merch.  A  good  motion. 

Mer.  Strike  up  then  ! 

Better  musick  ne*er  was  known, 
I'han  a  quire  of  hearts  in  one. 
Let  each  other,  that  hath  been 
Troubled  with  the  gall  or  spleen, 
Learn  of  us  to  keep  his  brow 
Smooth  and  plain,  as  ours  are  now ! 
Sing,  tho'  before  the  hour  of  dying; 
He  siiall  rise,  and  then  be  crying, 
'  lleyho,  'tis  nought  but  mirth 
'  That  keeps  the  body  from  the  earth/ 

[Exeunt  amnct. 


*  And  poesie  in  /ny  fumd,]  The  orthography  varied  by  Sympson  to  posie. 


EPILOGUS. 


Cit.  Come,  Nell,  sliall  we  go  ?  the  play's 
done. 

Wife.  Nay,  by  my  faith,  Geori^e,  I  have 
more  manners  than  so.  TU  speak  to  these 
gentlemen  tirst.  I  thank  you  all,  gentlemen, 
for  your  patietice  and  countenance  to  Ralph, 
a  i»«>or  fatherless  child  !  and  if  I  may  see  vou 
at  tny  huu?)e,  it  should  go  hard  but  I  would 


have  a  pottle  of  wine,  and  a  pipe  of  tobacco 
for  you;  for  truly  I  hope  you  like  the  youth; 
but  1  would  be  glad  to  know  the  truth :  I  re* 
fcr  it  to  your  own  discretions,  whether  you 
will  applaud  him  or  no;  fur  I  will  wink,  end, 
whilst,  you  shall  do  what  you  wdl  — [  thank 
you  with  all  my  heart.  God  giv«i  you  good 
night !  Cpme,  tieorge. 


The  privy  mark  of  irony,  which  runs  through  this  play,  not  being  underfitood,  wan' the 
reason,  says  Walter  Burre,  [In  his  Dciiic-uion  of  the  quarto  of  161.'),  to  his  many  ways 
endcered  friend,  inaister  Robert  KeysarJ  that  it  was  ready  to  give  up  the  qhost,  and  riui  the 
danger  of  being  smothered  in  perpetual  oblivion,  had  not  Mr.  Keysar  been  moved  to  relieve 
and  cherish  it.  And  that  tl)e  Reader  may  not  think  the  hint  of  ridiculing  Romance- VVriters 
was  taken  from  Don  Quixoto,  the  same  Burre  assures  us,  in  very  strong  ternis,  that  our 
Knight  came  out  into  the  world  above  a  full  year  before  the  Sp;iniard.  If  this  be  so,  thtn 
the  present  play  was  wrote  at  least  in  the  year  1604|  for  Cervantes  did  not  publish  his  flist 
part  before  A,  I).  1605. 

However,  this  eight  days  performance  has  more  gall  in  it  than  I  could  wish ;  and  the 
Poet,  against  whoin  the  keenest  part  of  this  satire  is  seemingly  levelled,  deserved  better 
treatment  than  we  find  he  has  met  with :  And  it  might  be  owing  perhaps  to  Spenser's  friends 
that  this  piece  wa^  suppressed  for  at  least  the  term  of  nine  years,  i.  e.  from  1004,  in  which  it 
might  he  wrote,  to  A.  1).  161U,when  the  first  quarto  copy  came  outinto  the  world.    Sjpnpstm. 

VVe  by  no  means  credit  the  assertion  of  Walter  Burre,  that  *  our  Knight  came  into 
the  world  '  before  Don  Quixote :    it  must  be  obvious  to  every  attentive  reader  of  both» 
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4nt  our  Autbon  derived  many  principd  hints  from  that  soarce.    Bat  a  much  ttronftr 

?roof  of  this  play  being  of  a  later  date  than  Burre  asserts,  is,  that  it  followed  Hey  wocKl'a 
our  Prentices  (the  reference  to  which  ia»  fully  proved  by  the  very  ingenious  Mr.  Warton, 
p.  473  of  this  volume)  of  which  we  have  no  account  till  the  year  1619.  It  therefore  ap<i 
pears  probable,  that  Cervaiite&  began  the  ridicule  on  Knight-Errantir ;  that  I  lev  wood  fol- 
lowed his  track  ;  and  that  our  Authors  (even  while  they  uiughed  at  Hey  wood}  burles^u«4 
the  same  folly  in  the  iikcoeeding  year. 


LOVFS  PILGRIMAGE: 

A  COMIiDY. 


The  Commendatorj  Verses  by  Gmrdiner  ascribe  this  play  to  Fletcher  alone ;  the  Prologue  to 
both  Writers.  It  was  originallj  priftted  in  the  folio  editioo ;  has  not  been  performed  for 
man  J  jtarspast;  nor  do  we  know  of  its  ever  having  received  any  alterations. 


SB 


PROLOGUE. 


To  this  place,  gentlement  full  many  a  day 
WeVe  bid  ye  welcome,  and  to  many  a  play : 
And  tiMise  whose  angry  souls  were  not  diseas'd 
With  law,  orlending money ,we  havepleas'd; 
And  make  no  doubt  to  do  again.   This  night, 
No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  light*. 
We  mast  entreat  you  look  for :  A  good  tale, 
Told  in  two  hours,  we  will  nut  fail. 
If  we  be  perfect,  to  rehearse  ye.    New 
I'm  sure  it  is,  and  handsome;  but  how  true 


Let  them  dispute  that  writ  it.    Ten  to  one 
We  please  the  women,  and  I*d  know  that  man 
Follows  not  their  exiunple !  If  ye  mean 
To  know  the  play  well,  travel  with  the  sceno, 
For*t  lies  upon  the  road :  If  we  chaoca  tire. 
As  ye  are  good  men,  leave  us  not  i'  th*  mire; 
Another  bait  may  mend  us:  If  you  grow 
A  little  KaU*d  or  wcarv,  cry  but  *  hoa,* 
And  w€*ll  stay  for  ye.  Whenour  iourney  ends, 
Every  man's  pot  I  hope,  and  all  part  Ixivodt. 


*  Nor  UQ  Ugkt.]  The  context,  as  well  as  the  measure,  seems  to  require  us  to  read, 

*  No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  "oay  light, 
'  We  must  entreat  you  look  for;' 
or  something  to  that  purpose. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Groverfeor  of  BarctUma, 

Leonardo,  a  noble  Genoeu, 

SancntO,  an  old  lame  angry  Soldier, 

Alphovso,  a  cholerick  Don, 

Philitpo,  Son  to  Alphonso,  Lover  of  Xeo- 

cadia, 
Marc-Antonio,  &m  to  Leonardo, 
PfcDRO,  Friend  to  Leonardo, 
HODORIGO,  General  of  the  Spanish  Galliei, 
1  NCL-i^t),  Bailiff  of  Cast  el- Blanco. 
Dftoo,  Hoitt  ofbssunn, 
La7aro,  Hostler  to  Diego, 
Uokt  of  Barcelona, 


Bailiff  of  Barcelona, 
Chirurgeons. 
Soldiers. 
Townsmen. 
Attendantt, 

TiiEODOSiA,  Dmighter  to  ^ 

AlphoHM,  fin  love  with 

Leocadia,  Daughter  to  t  Marc-Antonio, 

SanchiOy  j 

Eugenia,  Wife  to  the  Governor  of  Barcelona 
Hostess,  Wife  to  Diego, 
Wife  to  the  *  Host  of  Barcelona, 


SCENE,  Barcelona  and  the  Road. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Incufto  and  Diego, 

Incuho.  Q!IGNORdon  Diego,  and  mine  host, 

*^     save  I  liec  ! 
Diego,  I  tliauk  you,  master  Daily. 


a  Q  9 


Tnc,  Oh,  the  block ! 

Viego,  Why,  how  should  I  have  aotwerM  ? 

Inc.  Not  with  that 
Negligent  rudeness;  but,  '  Iktss  voor  bandt, 
'  SigUDr  don  Jncubo  de  Hanibre/and  then 
My  titles; '  master  Bail/  of  CnttelrJNiiooo/ 
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fAct  1.  Scen€  f. 


Thou  neVr  wilt  hare  the  elegancy  of  an  host ; 
I  sorrow  for  thee,  as  my  frimid  and  gossip  !-* 
No  sinoak,    nur  steam  out-breatbing  I'rora 

the  kitchen  ? 
There's  little  life  i*  th*  hearth  then< 

Diego.  Ay;  there,  there  I 
That  is  his  friendship,  hearkening  for  the  spit, 
And  sorry  that  he  cannot  smell  the  pot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange 
An  inn  should  be  so  curs*d,  and  not  the  sign 
Blasted  nor  wither'd;   very  strange!  three 

days  now, 
And  not  an  egg  eat  in  it,  nor  an  onion. 

Diego.  I  t^ink  they  ha*  strewed  tii'  high<*- 
ways  with  caltrups,  I ; 
No  horse  dares  pass  *em ;  1  did  never  know 
A  week  of  so  sad  doings,  since  1  first 
Stood  to  ray  sign-post. 

Inc.  Gossip,  I  have  found 
The  root  of  all :  Kneel,  pray ;  it  is  thyself 
Art  qause  thereof;  each  person  is  the  founder 
Of  his  own  fortune,  good  or  bad :  But  mend  it; 
Call  for  thy  cloak  and  rapier. 

Diego,  ilow ! 

Inc.  Do,  call, 
And  put  *em  on  in  haste:  A!ter  thy  fortune, 
By  appearing  worthy  of  her.  Dost  thou  think 
lier  good  face  e'er  will  know  a  man  in  cuerpo  f 
In  single  body,  thus?  in  hose  and  doublet, 
The  horse-boy's  garb  ?  base  blank,  and  half- 
blank  cuerpo f 
Did  I,  or  master  dean  of  Scvil,  our  neighbour, 
E'er  reach  our  dignities  in  cuerpo,  thiuk'st 

thou  ? 
In  squirting  hose  and  doublet?  Signor,  no ; 
There  went  more  to't:  There  were  cloaks, 

gowns,  cassocks, 
And  other  paramentns  :  Call,  I  say. 
Uis  cloak  and  rapier  here ! 

Enter  Hostess. 

Hostess.  What  means  your  worship? 

Inc.  Bring  fortii  thy  husband's  sword.  So  ! 
hang  it  on. 
And  now  his  cloak  !  here,  cast  it  up.  I  mean. 
Gossip,  to  change  your  luck,  and  bring  you 
guests. 

Hostess.  Why,  is  there  charm  in  this? 

Inc.  Expect.     Now  walk  ; 
But  not  the  pace  of  one  that  nms  on  errands! 
For  want  of  gravity  in  an  host js  odious. 
You  may  remcml'er,  gossip,  if  you  please, 
(Your  wife  being  tlita  tii'  infanta  of  the  gip- 
sies, [then) 
And  yourself  governing  a  groat  man's  mules 
Me  a  poor  's(|uire  at  Madrid,  attending 
A  master  of  ceremonies  ( but  a  man,  believe  it. 
That  knew  hispiuce  to  the  gold-weight);  and 

such. 
Have  I  heard  him  oft  say,  ought  ev'ry  host 
Witliin  the  Catholick  kind's  dominions 
Be,  in  his  own  house. 

Diego.  Hovy? 

Inc.  A  master  of  ceremonies ;       [cuerpo  ; 
At  least,  vice-master,  and  to  do  nought  in 


TliRt  was  his  maxim.  I  will  tell  thee  of  him : 
He  would  not  speak  with  an  ambassador's 

cook. 
See  a  cold  bake-meat  from  a  foreign  part. 
In  cuerpo  :  Had  a  dog  but  stay'd  witliout. 
Or  beast  of  quality,  as  an  English  cow. 
But  to  present  itself,  he  w*ould  put  on 
His  Savoy  chain  about  his  nerk,  the  niff 
And  cuffs  of  Holland,  then  lb*»  Naples  hat,. 
With  the  Iloine  hatband,  and  the  Florentine 

agat. 
The  Milan  sword,  the  cloak  of  Genoa,  set 
With  Flemish  buttons ;  all  his  given  pieces. 
To  entertain  *em  in ;  and  compliment 

\^Knock  zvilhtn. 
With  a  tame  cony,  as  with  the  prince  that 

Diego.  Li.>t!  who  is  there?  [sent  it. 

Inc.  A  guest,  an't  he  thy  will ! 

Diego.  Look,  spouse;  cry  '"luck/  an  wc 
be  encountcr'd.     Ha? 

Hostess.  Luck  then,  and  good ;  for  'tis  a 
fine  brave  guest, 
With  a  brave  horse. 

Inc.  Why  now,  believe  of  cuerpo 
As  you  shall  see  occa.sion.  Go,  and  meet  him. 

Enter  Theodosia. 

Theod.  Look  to  my  horse,  I  pray  you,  welh 

Diego.  He  shall,  sir. 

Inc.  Oh,  how  beneath  his  rank  and  call 
wa«  that  now  ! 
Your  horse  shall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A  horse  of  fashion,  and  his  inches. 

Tkcod.  Oh!  [Stay! 

Inc.  Look  to  the  cavalier  !   VV^iat  aiU  he  ?* 
If  it  concern  his  horse,  let  it  not  trouble  him  ; 
He  shall  have  all  respect  the  place  can  yuld 
EithtT  of  barley,  or  fresh  straw.  [bim  ; 

])iego.  Good  sir. 
Look  up. 

Inc.  He  sinks  !^ Somewhat  to  cast  upon  him ; 
He'll  go  away  in  cuerpo  else. 

Diego.  W  I) at,  wi  f e ! 
Oh,  your  hot  waters  q'lictly,  and  some  cold 
To  cast  in  his  sweet  face. 

Hostess.  Alas,  fair  flower  I  \Exit. 

Inc.  Does  any  body  entertain  his  horse  ? 

Diego.  Yes ;  Lazaro  has  him. 

Enter  Hostess^  nit/t  a  giass  of  water. 

Inc.  Go  you  see  him  in  person. 

[Exit  Diego, 
Hostess.  Sir,  taste  a  little  of  this;  of  mine 
own  water,  [nie; 

I  did  distill't  myself     Sweet  Illy,   look  upon 
You  are  but  newly  blown,  my  pretty  tulip; 
Faint  not  upon  your  stalk. ' Tis  timi,  and  iVcsh. 
Stand  up  :  So  I   bolt  upright.    You're  yet  ix} 
growing. 
Theod,  'Pray  you  let  me  have  a  chamber. 
Hostess.   That  you  shall,  sir. 
ThciHl.  And  where  I  may  be  private,  I  en- 
treat you. 
Hostess.  For  that,  in  troth,  sir,  wcVc  no 
choice :    Our  house 


Act  1.  Scene  1.]  * 
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Is  but  a  vent  of  heed*,  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a  guest  between  the  greater  towns^ 
As  they  come  late  ;  only  one  room 

Inc.  8he  means,  sir,  it  is  none 
Of  those  wild  scattcr*d   heaps  oaird  inns, 

where  scarce 
The  host's  heard,  tho*  he  wind  his  horn  t'bis 

people ; 
Here  is  a  competent  pile,  wherein  the  man, 
Wife,  servants,  all  do  live  within  the  wliistle. 

JL)5tess.  Only  one  rov)in 

Inc,  A  pretty  modei^t  quadrangle  ! 
Slu*  will  descrihe  to  you. 

Hostess.  (\Vhf»rein  stand  two  -beds,  sir) 
We  liitve;  and  where,  if  any  guest  do  come, 
lie  must  ot'  force  be  lodg'd;  that  is  the  truth, 
sir. 

Enter  Diego. 

Thcnd.  But  if  I  pay  you  for  both  your  beds, 
That  should  alike  content  vou.       [methinks, 

Hostess.  That  it  shall,  sir  : 
If  I  be  paid,  I'm  paid. 

Theod.  Why,  there's  a  ducat ; 
Will  tliJit  make  your  content? 

Hostess.  Oh,  the  sweet  face  on  yon ! 
A  ducat  ?  yes :   An  there  were  three  beds,  sir, 
And  twice  so  many  rooms,  which  is  one  more. 
You  should  be  private  in  them  all,  in  all,  sir: 
No  one  should  have  a  piece  of  a  bed  with  you ; 
Not  master  dean  of  Sevil  himself,  I  swear, 
Tho'  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  ho  did. 
When  h'  had  like  t*  have  been  ta'en  a-bed 

with  the  Moor, 
i^nd  gelt  byV  master;  you  shall  be  as  private 
As  if  you  lay  in  s  own  great  house  that's 

haunted. 
Where  nobody  comes,  they  say. 

Theod.  I  thank  you,  Hostess. 
'Pray  you,  will  you  shew  me  in? 

Hostess.  Yes,  marry  will  I,  sir ; 
And  pray  that  not  a  flea,  or  a  chinch  '  vex 
you.  [Exeunt  Host  as  and  Theod. 

Inc.  You  forget  supper  !  Gossip,  move  for 
supper. 

Diego.  Tis  strange  what  love  to  a  beast 
may  do !  his  horse 
Threw  him  into  this  fit. 

Inc.  You  shall  excuse  me; 
It  was  his  iieing  in  cuerpo  merely  caus'd  it. 

Diego.  Do  you  think  so,  sir? 

Inc.  Most  unlucky  cuerpo  !  [tridge, 

Nought  else.  He  looks  as  he  would  eat  par- 

This  guest;  ha*  you  em  ready  in  the  house? 

And  a  fine  piece  of  kid  now?  and  fresh  gar- 

lick,  I 


Enter  Hasiesi. 
With  a  sardina  and  Zant  oil*?— How  now? 
Has  he  bespoke  ?  what,  will  he  have  a  bracty 
Or  but  one  partridge  ?  or  a  short-leg'd  hen. 
Daintily  carbonado'd  ? 

Hosteu.  *Las,  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a  supper  as  he. 

Inc.  Ha? 

Hostess.  H*  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more  thml 
his  shadow. 

Inc.  Say  you  ? 

Diego.  How  does  yonr  worship  ? 

Inc.  I  put  on 
My  left-shoc  first  to-day,  (now  I  perceive  k) 
And  skipt  a  head  in  saying  them  over,  else 
I  could  not  be  thus  cross'd  !•  He  cannot  be 
Above  seventeen ;  one  of  his  years,  and  have 
No  belter  a  stomach  ? 

Hostess.  Atid  in  such  good  cloaths  too ! 

Diego.  Nuy,  those  do  often  make  the  sto>- 
mach  worse,  wife ; 
That  is  no  reason. 

Inc.  I  could,  at  his  years,  gossips, 
(As  temperate  as  you  see  me  now)  have  eaten 
My  brace  of  ducks,  with  my  half-goose,  my 

cony, 
And  drank  my  whole  twelve  marvedis  in  wine. 
As  easy  as  I  now  get  down  three  olives. 

Diego.  And,  with  your  temperance-favour, 
yet  I  think 
Your  worship  would  putto't  at  six  and  thirty  s, 
For  a  gooti  waircr;  and  the  meal  in  too. 

Inc.  I  do  nut  know  what  mine  old  mouth 
can  do; 
I  have  not  prov'd  it  lately. 

Diego.  That's  the  grief,  sir. 

Inc.  But  is  he,  without  liope  then,   gone 
to-bcd  ? 

Hostess.  I  fear  so, sir;  h*  has  lock'd  the 
door  close  to  him : 
Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

Inc.  That  is  with  fasting.  [had. 

You  should  ha' told  him,  gossip,  what  you  had 
Given  him  the  inventory  of  your  kitchen; 
It  is  the  picklock  in  an  mn,  and  often 
Opens  a  close-barr'd  stomach.     What  may 

he  be,  trow  ? 
Has  he  so  good  a  hoi'sc  ? 

Diego.  Oh,  a  brave  jennet, 
As  e'er  your  worship  saw. 

Inc.  And  he  eats  ? 

Diego.  Strongly. 

Inc.  A  mighty  solecism !  Ileav'n  pive  me 
What  creatures  has  he?  [patience ! 

Hosteu.  None. 


9  Vent  a.]  An  inn.     Hispanic^.         Theobald. 

3  Chinch.]  Stevens's  Spanish  Dictionary  explains  r^iwc^c  in  this  manner:  *  An  insect  brecd- 
'  ing  in  wood,  and  particularly  in  bedsteads.  We  call  tliem  bitgSf  and  from  tho  French  pu" 
*  naises^  Latin  cimev,  thciicr  corruptly  chinche*         H. 

*  With  a  sardina  and  Zaut  oHY'\   A  sardinti,  or  sardiny,  is  an  anchovy.         Sj/mpson. 

5  Your  ii'orship  would  put  tot  at  six  and  thnty.]  Sympson  says,  *  This  is  not  an  age  forik 
'  man  to  be  called  old  at :  Six  andjifti/y  I  imagine,  was  what  our  Authors  wrote.'  We  see 
no  reason  for  this  variation;  thirty-six  is  o/<^to  seventeen. 
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Int,  And  so  well  cloeth*!!. 
And  M  wcU  nounted  f 

Diego,  That'f  all  my  woiider,  sir. 
Who  he  should  be:  He  isattir'd  aiid  hora'd 
For  the  constable's  son  of  Spain. 

fee.  My  wonder's  more  ["'g^' 

He  should  west  appetite.— Well,    a  goed^ 
To  both  my  f[0ssips !  I  will  for  this  time 
Putoffthet}KMightof  siippipg.  In  the  mom- 
Remember  him  of  breakfast,  *pnij  you.  [iug, 

Hotiess.  I  shall,  sir. 

Dieiio.  A  hao^ry  time,  sir. 

Inc.  We  that  live  like  mice 
On  ot^rs*  meat,  must  watch  when  wc  can 
J5et  it.  -  [Exit. 

Hwteu.  Yes,  but  I  would  not  tell  him,  our 
fair  guest 
Says,  tho'  he  eat  no  supper,  he  will  pay 
For  one. 

Diego.  Good  news !  well  eat  it,  spouse, 
t*  bis  health. 
^was  politickly  done  t*  admit  no  sliarers. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  Look  to  the  mules  there !   Where*s 
mine  host  ? 

Diego.  Here,  sir.—  I 

Another  fairy  ? 

Hotteu.  Bl^sroc! 

Phil.  From  what,  sweet  Hostess  ? 
Are  you  afraid  o*  your  guests  ? 

Botteat.  From  angels,  sir;  [night. 

I  think  there*s  none  but  such  come  ht^re  to- 
My  house  had  never  so  good  luck  before. 
For  brave  fine  guests:  And  yet,  tlie  ill  luck 
I  cannot  bid  you  welcome.  [on*t  is, 

PJiU.  No? 
r    IltfStess.  Not  lodce  vou,  sir. 

Phil.  Not,  Hostess^ 

Hostess.  No,  in  troth,  sir ;  I  do  tell  you. 
Because  you  may  provide  in  time ;  my  beds 
Are  both  ta'en  up  by  a  young  cavalier, 
That  will  and  must  be  private. 

Diego.  He  has  paid,  sir. 
For  all  our  cham1>Rrs. 

Hostess.  Which  is  one;  and  beds,      fsir. 
Which  I  already  ha'  told  you  are  two.    But, 
So  sweet  a  creature — I  am  very  sorry 
I  cannot  lodge  you  by  him ;  you  look  so  like 
You're  both  the  loveliest  pieces [him ! 

Phil.  What  train  has  he  ? 

Diego.  None  but  himself. 

Phil.  And  will  no  less  than  both  beds 
Serve  hira  ? 

Hostess.  W  has  giv'n  me  a  ducat  for  'em. 

Phil.  Oh, 
You  give  me  rcason,Hostess.  Is  he  handsome, 
And  young,  d*  you  say  ? 

Hostess.  Oh,  sir,  the  delicnt'st  flesh. 
And  finest  cloaths  withal,  and  such  a  horse. 
With  such  a  saddle  1 

Phit  She's  in  love  with  all. 
The  horse,  and  him,  and  saddle,  and  cloaths. 

Good  woman, 
Thou  justiuest  thy  sex,  lov*st  all  that*t  brave. 


Enter  Incuho, 
Sore,  tbo*I  lie  o'th*  ground,  lUttajhere 


now. 


And  have  a  sight  of  him:  You'll  gtre  me 

house-mom. 
Fire,  and  fresh  meat,  for  money,    gentle 
And  make  me  a  pallet?  [Hostess, 

Inc.  Sir,  she  shall  do  reason-— 
I  understood  you  had  another  guest,  gossips : 
'Pray  yon  let  his  mule  be  look'd-to,  have 

good  straw,  ' 

And  store  of  bran.  And,  gossip,  do  you  hear. 
Let  him   not  stay  for  supper:  What  good 

fowl  ha'  you^ 
This  gentleman  would  eat  a  pheasant. 

Hostess.  'Las,  sir. 
We  ha'  no  such. 

Inc.  I  kiss  your  bands,  fair  sir.-* 
What  ha'  you  then?  speak  what  you  hare.— > 

I'm  one,  sir. 
Here  for  the  Catholic  king,  an  officer 
T* enquire  what  guests  come  to  these  places: 

You,  sir. 
Appear  a  person  of  quality,  and  'tis  fit 
Y«)u  be  accommodated.— Why  speak  you  not? 
What  ha'  you,  woman  ?  are  you  afraid  to  vent 
Tliat  which  you  have  ? 

Phil,  This  is  a  most  strange  roan, 
T*  appoint  my  meat ! 

Hosteu.  llie  half  of  a  cold  hen,  sir. 
And  a  boil'd  quarter  of  kid,  is  all  i*  th' bouse. 

Inc,  Why,  all's  but  cold.  Let  him  see't 
forth;  cover. 
And  give  the  eye  some  satisfaction :  [salt ; 
A  traveller's  stomach  must  see  bread  aofd 
His  belly  is  nearer  to  him  than  bis  kindred. — 
Cold  hen's  a  pretty  meat,  sir. 

Phil.  What  you  please. — 
I  am  resolv'il  t'  obey. 

Inc.  So  is  your  kid,  [orange: 

With   peper,  garlick,  and  the  juice  of  an 
She  shall  with  sallads  help  it,  and  clean 

linen. — 
Dispatch! — What  news  at  court,  sir? 

Phil.  'Faith,  new  tires 
Most  of  the  ladies  have,  the  men  old  suits; 
Only  the  king  s  fool  has  a  new  coat 
To  serve  you. 

Inc.  I  did  guess  you  came  from  thence,  sir. 

Phil.  But  1  do  know  I  did  not. 

Inc.  I  mistook,  sir. 
What  hear  you  of  the  archdukes? 

PhiL  Troth,  your  question. 

Enter  Hostess  and  Servants,  with  a  table. 

Inc.  Of  the  French  business  what? 

Phil,  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more? 
They  say  the  French— Oh,  that's  well;  come, 

I'll  help  you. 
Have  you  no  giblets  now  ?  or  a  broiPd  rasher? 
Or  some  such  present  dish  t'  assist  ? 

Hostess.  Not  any,  sir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fault  1  you  ne'er  ihcmld 
be  without 


Act  1.  Scene  1.] 


IjOV£*8  PILGRIMAOE. 


4tf 


Such  aids :  What  cottage  would  ha'  lack'd  a 

pheasaaC 
At  such  a  time  as  this  ?  Well,  bring  your  ben 
And  kid  forth  quickly. 

Phil.  That  should  be  my  prayer. 
To  'scape  his  inquisition. 

Inc,  Sir,  the  French,  [us  : 

They  say,  are  divided  'bout  their  match  with 
Wlmt  think  you  of  it  ? 

fhil.  As  of  nought  to  me,  sir.  ^ 
Inc.  Nay,  it's  as  little  to  me  too;  hut  I 
love  [tions 

To  ask  after  these  thin^^s,  to  know  th'  afifec- 
Of  states  and  princes,  now  and  then,  for  bet* 
tering— . 
Phil,  Of  your  own  ignorance. 
Jnc,  Yes,  sir. 
PhiL  Man^  do  so. 

Inc.  I  cannot  live  without  it.  What  d' you 

hear  [retuni'd. 

Of  our  Indian  fleet  ?  they  say,  they're  well 

Phil.  I  had  no  venture  with  'cm,  sir;  had 

you? 

Enter  Ho$ieu  and  Serottntt,  t0ith  meaU 

Inc.  Why  do  you  ask,  sir  ? 

PhiL  'Cause  it  might  concern  you ; 
Jt  does  not  me. 

Inc.  Oh,  here's  your  meat  come. 

Phil.  Thanks ! 
I  welcome  it  at  any  price. 

Jnc.  Some  stools  here !  [kid. 

And  bid  mine  host  bring  wine. — I'll  try  your 
If  he  be  sweet:  He  looks  well.  Yes;  he's 
y\\  carve  jou,  sir. .  [good. 

PhiL  You  use  me  too,  too  princely ; 
Taste,  and  carve  too ! 

Inc.  I  love  to  do  these  offices. 

PhiL  I  think  you  do;  for  whose  sake? 

Int.  For  themselves,  sir ; 
The  very  doing  of  them  is  reward. 

PhU.  H'^had  little  faith  would  not  believe 
you,  sir. 

Inc.  Gossip,  some  wine  ! 

Enter  Diego,  with  wine. 

Diego.  Here  'tis,  and  right  St.  Martin, 

Inc.  Measure  me  out  a  glass. 

PhiL  I  love  the  humanity 
Us'd  in  this  place. 

Inc.  Sir,  1  salute  you  here. 

PhiL  I  kiss  your  bauds,  sir. 

Inc.  Good  wine  !  it  will  beget  an  appetite : 
Fill  him,  and  sit  down,  gossip ;  entertain 
Your  noble  guest  here,  ab  becomes  your  title. 

Diego.  Please  you  to  like  tliis  wme,  sir  ? 

PhiL  I  dislike 
Nothing,  mine  host,  but  that  I  may  not  see 
Your  conceal'd  guest.    Herd's  to  you! 

Diego.  Jn  good  faith,  sir, 
I  wish  y*  as  well  as  him;  'would  you  might 
see  him ! 

li^c.  And  wbcrefiirc  may  he  not? 


Diego,  n'  has  lock'd  himself,  tip, 
Up ;  and  has  hir'd  both  the  beds  o'  my  wiff 
At  extraordinary  rate. 

PltiL  I'll  give  as  much 
(tf  that  will  do't)  for  one,  9%  he  for  both  : 
What  say  you,  mine  host?  Tiie  door  once 

open, 
I'll  fling  myself  upon  the  next  bed  to  him. 
And  there's  an  end  of  me  till  morning ;  noise 
I  will  make  none. 

Diego.  I  wish  your  worship  well ;  but— • 
InCt  His  honour  is  engag'd ;  and  my  she- 
gossip 
Hath  past  her  promise,  hath  she  not  ? 
Diego.  Yes,  truly.  [house: 

Inc.  That  toucheth  to  the  credit  of  the 
Well,  I  will  cat  a  little,  and  think.   How  say 

you,  sir, 
Unto  this  brawn  o*  th'  hen  ? 

PhiL  1  ha*  more  mind 
To  get  this  bed,  sir. 

Inc.  Siiy  you  so  ?  why  then, 
Give't  me  again,  aud  drink  to  me.  Mine  host. 
Fill  him  his  wine!  Thou'rtdull,  and  dost  not 

praise  it. 
I  eat  but  to  teach  you  the  way,  sir. 

PhiL  Sir, 
Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  me  in  this  chamber, 
I'll  give  mine  host  two  ducats  for  his  bed, 
And  you,  sir,  two  reals.     Here's  to  you ! 

Inc.  Excuse  me ;  [me. 

I  am  not  mercenary.  Gossip,  pledge  him  for 
I'll  think.     A  little  more ;  but  ev'n  one  bit ; 
And  then — ^I'alk  on ;  you  cannot  interrupt  tne^ 
Diego.  This  piece  of  wine,  sir,  cost  me-— 
Inc.  JStay !  I  ve  found 
This  little  morsel,  and  tlien.-^Here's  excel- 
lent garlick ! 
Have  you  not  a  bunch  of  grapes  now,  oi; 

some  bacon. 
To  give  the  uiouth  a  relish  ? 
Diego.  Wife,  d'  you  hear? 
Inc.  It  is  no  matter.    Sir,  give  mine  host 

your  ducats. 
Diego.  How,  sir! 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  'em :  I  will  save 
The  honesty  of  your  house;  aud  yours  too, 
gossip;  [chamber. 

And  1  will  lodge  the  gentleman.    Shew  the 
Diego.  Gooil  sir,  d'you  liear? 
Inc.  Shew  me  the  chamber. 
Diego.  'Pray  you,  sir. 
Do  not  disturb  my  guest  7. 

Inc.  Disturb?  I  liope  [lodginji^ 

The  Catholick  king,  sir,  may  command  a 
Without  disturbing^  in  his  vassal's  house, 
For  any  minister  ot'  his,  employ'd 
]  n  business  of  the  state.  Where  is  the  door?-— 
Open  the  door !  Who  are  you  there  ?  Within  1 
lu  the  king's  name ! 

l^eod.  [within.]  What  would  you  hare? 
Inc.  Your  key,  sir, 
Aud  your  door  open:  I  have  here  command 
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To  lodge  a  gentlcmiin,  from  the  justice,  sent 
Up^i  the  kinfl;*9  ulTairs. 

Theod.  K\\\%%  ancl  necessities 
Mi)4t  be  obcy'd :  Tlie  key's  under  the  door. 

Inc,  llowuow,  sir?  are  you  fitted?  yo»j 
secured  ?  r^^'g^it. 

P/«/.  Your  two  reals  are  grown  a  piece  of 

Inc.  Kxcuse  me,  sir ! 

Phd.  'I'vvill  buy  a  hen,  and  wine, 
Sir,  for  tomorrow.  \Exit> 

Inc.  I  do  ki^'S  yonr  hands,  sir- 
Well,  this  will  b<ur  niy  clrai-ge  yet  to  the 
iiuilics,  '      [nJiiht, 

(Where  1  am  owin^  a  dncat)  whither  this 
By  the  moon's  leave,  I'll  iiiarch ;  for  in  die 

iiioniinj; 
Early,  they  put  from  Port  St.  Mary's. 

Diego,  Laicaio!       [Ereunt  aU but  Diego. 

Enter  Lazaro. 

How  do  the  horses  ? 

Lftz.  'Would  you  would  go  and  see,  sir! 
A  plauuc  of  all  judes*,  what  a  clap  h'  has 

givf.n  me ! 
Assure  as  you  live,  master,  he  knew  perfectly 
I  cozenM  him  on's  oats ;  he  luok'd  upon  me. 
And  then   he  sneer'd,  as   who  should   say, 

*  Take  heed,  sirrah  ! '  [know 

And  when  he  s;iw  our  half-speck,  which  you 
Was  hut  an  old  court-dish.  Lord,  how  he 

stanipt ! 
I  tbou;:!it  't  had  been  for  joy ;  when  suddenly 
He  cuts  me  a  back  caper  with  his  heels, 
And  takes  me  just  o*  th' crupper;  down  came  I, 
And  all  my  ounce  of  oats :  Then  he  ne  gh*d 
As  tho'  h'  had  had  a  marc  by  th*  tail,     [out, 

Dit^o.  *I''aith,  Lazaro, 
We  are  ''o  blame,  to  use  the  poor  dumb  ser- 
So  cruelly.  [vicors 

Laz.  Yonder's  this  other  gentleman's  horse, 
Kj*<'pin!»  Our  J^dy  eve;    the  devil  a  bit 
11'  h:is  ii';':  aiiice  he  came  in  yet;  there  he 

fttiuul.';,  [sir. 

And  looks,  and  looks — But 'tis  your  pleasure. 


He  sluUl  look  lean  enoagh.    H'  hat  bay  be-* 

fore  him, 
But  'tis  as  big  a^  hemp,  and  will  as  soon 

choak  him. 
Unless  he  eat  it  buttered.  He  had  foar  shoes, 
Aud  good  ones,  when  he  came;  'tis  a  strange 

wonder. 
With  standing  i^till  he  should  cast  three. 

Die  fin.  Oh,  Lazaro,  [it ; 

The  devil's  in  this  trade !  Truth  never  knew 
And  to  the  devil  we  shall  travel,  Lazaro, 
Unless  we  mend  our  manners.    Once  ev'ry 

week 
I  meet  with  such  a  knock  to  mollify  me. 
Sometimes  a  dozt'U  to  awake  my  conscience. 
Yet  still  [  sleep  securely. 
Imz.  Certain,  master, 
Wc  must  u*=e  better  dealing. 

Diego.  'Faith,  for  mine  own  part, 
(Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  issues) 
I  could  be  well  content  to  steal  but  two  girths. 
And  now  an. I  then  a  saddle-cloth ;  change  a 
Only  fur  exercise.  [bridle, 

Ijaz.  li  we  could  stay  there, 

There  were  some  hope  on 's,  master  ;  but  the 

devil  is  [dies. 

We're  drunk  so  early,  we  mistake  whole  sadr 

Sometimes  a  horse ;  aud  then  it  seems  to  us 

too 
EvVy  poor  jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and 

tumbles 
Up  to  hjs  ears  in  clean  straw;  and  every 
bottle  [mt. 

Shews  at  the  least  a  dozen ;  when  the  truth  is. 
There's  no  such  matter,  not  a  smell  of  pro- 
vender, [tail, 
Nut  so  mucli  straw  as  would  tie  up  a  horse- 
Nor  any  thing  i'  th'  rac:;,  but  two  old  cob- 
webs,                                                [nest. 
And  so  much  roUen  hay  as  had  been  a  heirs 
Diego.  Well,   the:^e  mistakings  must  be 
mended,  Laziiro, 
These  apparitions,  that  abuse  our  senses. 
And  make  us  ever  apt  to  s.veep  die  manner, 


*  A  plague  ofalljofies,  &c.]  The  scene  now  coming  on  likewisr  occurs  in  .louson's  comedy 
of  The.  New  Inn,  with  scurce  any  variation  in  the  scntinient,  though  a  good  deal  in  the  dia- 
h)j:i:«".     TIm?  followhig  is  Mr.  Whalley's  note  upon  thi  >  sulijcct : 

*  What  follows  in  this  scene,  about  the  trii:ks  of  o-^tlcrs,  occurs  likewise  in  the  first  act 

*  of  Fletcher's  Love's  Fil«;rimage;  and  perhaps  there  may  be  stime  ditfirulty  in  accounting 

*  for  this  coincidence.     We  are  told  that  stime  plays  of  Beaumont  and  Metcher  beiuj»  left 


'  haps,  might  be  done  with  safety  enough,  as  Tho  New  Inn  met  with  iJ!  success  in  thereprtv 
'  sentation.  Could  we  certainiv  know  that  piny  to  have  been  hjft  deficient  by  its  author,  I 
'  should  readily  admit  the  solution:  But  1  think  it  more  probable,  tUn  scene  was  criginally 

*  given  til  Fletcher  by  Jonson  himself:  Fletcher  died  in  162»5,  and  The  New  Inn  was  nut 

*  brought  upon  the  stage  till  1690.     Our  Author,  therefore,  might  naturaliy  redcmand  his 

*  own  })rop€rty,  when  so  fair  an  occasion  occurred  for  employ ini;  it  himiieU  :  Otherwi&c,  I 
'  do  not  see  how  we  can  account  for  part  of  this  play*s  appeariiiii;  iong  itf.fore^  in  the  per- 
'  formance  of  another  author.  It  will  not,  I  believe,  be  said  that  Jonson  was  the  borrower; 
^  for  the  whole  scene  w  entirely  in  his  manner  r  And  we  have  an  instance  in  our  Author's 
'  Sejanus,  how  extremely  scrupulous  he  was  in  claiming  tn  himself  wliat  was  the  productiwo 
^  of  another  person.' 
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But  put  in  nothing ;  these  fancies  must  be 

forgot, 
And  we  must  pray  it  may  be  reveal'd  to  us 
Whose  horse  we  ought,  in  conscience,  to 
C02CU,  [sufier 

And  how,  nnd  when  :  A  parson*s  horse  may 
A  little  greasing  in  his  teeth,  'tis  wholesome, 
And  keeps  him  in  a  sober  shuffle;   and  his 

saddle 
May  want  a  stirrup,  and  it  may  be  sworn 
III*  learning  lay  on  one  side,  and  so  broke  it: 
11'  has  ever  oats  in'scloak-bacr  to  prevent  us  *, 
And  therefore  'tis  a  meritorious  office 
1o  tithe  him  soundly. 

LfJ2,  And  a  grazier  may  [suspicious) 

(For  those  are  pinching  puck  foists '•,  and 
Suffer  a  mist  before  his  eyes  sometimes  too, 
And  think  he  sees  his  horse  eat  half-a- bushel; 
When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  hisgums  with  salt, 
Till  all  the  skin  come  off,  he  shall  but  mum- 
ble 
Like  an  old  woman  that  were  chewing  brawn,* 
And  drop  'em  out  again. 

Diego,  That  may  do  well  too,  [zaro, 
And  no  doubt  'tis  but  venial:  Buf,  good  La- 
Have  you  a  care  of  understanding  horses. 
Horses  with  angry  heels,  gentlemen's  horses, 
Horses  that  know  the  world  I  Let  them  h\ive 
meat  [ribs 
Till  their  teeth  ache,  and  rubbing  'till  their 
Shine  like  a  wench's  forehead;  they  arc  de- 
vils  

Laz.  And  look  into  our  dealings.  As  sure 

as  y^e  live,  [prophets^ 

These  courtierr'  horses  are  a  kind  of  Welch 

Nothing  can  be  hid  from  'em :  For  mine  own 


part, 


[derM, 


The  next  1  cozen  of  that  kind  shall  be  foun- 
And  of  all  four  too;  I'll  no  more  such  com- 
Upon  my  crupper.  [plhncnts 

Diego.  Steal  but  a  little  hmger. 
Till  I  am  lam'd  too,  and  we'll  repent  together; 
It  will  not  be  above  two  days. 

J^z,  By  tijat  time 
I  shall  be  well  a^ain,  and  all  forgot,  sir. 

Piego,  Why  then,  I'll  stay  for  tiiee. 

\    '       lEljceunt, 

SCENE  n. 

Theodosia  and  Philippo  discovered  on  several 

beds, 

Theod.  Oh— ho  !  oh— ho ! 
Fhil.  Ha!  [heart! 

Theod,    Oh — oh  !  — Heart,  heart,   heart, 
PluL  What's  that  ?  [break  ? 

Theod,  When  wilt  thou  break,  break,  break, 
I' Ml,  Ha ! 
I  \vonld  the  voice  were  stronger  ",  or  l  nearer. 
Theod.   Shame,    shame,   eternal  ^hame! 
what  have  I  done r 


FhiL  Done?  [nej 

Theod,  And  to  no  end  I  what  a  wild  jour^ 
Have  I  more  wildly  undertaken  !  ' 

FhiL  Journey?  [or  fear! 

Theod.  How,  without  counsel,  care,  reason, 

Phil.  Whither  will  this  fit  carrv  ? 

TA^orf.  Oh,  my  folly  I 

Phil,  This  is  no  oommon  sickness. 

Theod.  How  hi(ve  I  left 
All  I  should  love^  or  keep !  Oh^  Heav'n ! 

Phil.  Sir!. 

Theod.  Ha!       n 

Phil,  How  do  you,  gentle  sir  ? 

Theod.  Alas,  my  fortune ! 

Phil,  It  seems  your  sorrow  oppresses: 
Please  your  goodness. 
Let  me  bear  half,  sir;  a  divided  burtliea 
Is  so  made  lighter. 

Theod.  Oh ! 

Phil.  That  sigh  betrays 
The  fullness  of  your  grief. 

Theod,  Ay,  if. that  grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  my  understanding, 
I  should  have  well  remember'd  where  I  was, 
And  in  what  company  ;  and  clapt  a  lock 
Upon  this  tongue  for  talking. 

Phil,  Worthv  sir, 
IfiX  it  not  add  t  your  grief,  that  I  have  heard 
A  sigh  or  groan  come  from  you;  that  is  all, 
sir.  '     ' 

Theod.  Go.id  sir,  no  more !  you've  heard 
too  much,  I  fear : 
'Would  I  had  taken  poppy  when  I  spake  it ! 

Phil.  It  seems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me, 
And  would  have  fcar'd  much  more,  had  you 

spoke  aught 
I  could  interpret.     But,  believe  it,  sir. 
Had  I  had  means  to  look  into  your  breast, 
And  ta'en  you  sleeping  here,  that  so  securely 
I  might  have  read  all  that  your  woe  would 
I  would  not  have  betray'd  you.  [hide, 

Theod.  Sir,  that  speech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almost  would  tempt 
My  need  to  trust  you. 

Phil,  At  your  own  election ; 
I  dare  not  make  my  faith  so  much  suspected 
As  to  protest  again;  nor  am  1  curious 
To  know  more  than  is  fit. 

Theod.  Sir,  I  will  trust  yon; 
But  you  shall  promise,  sir,  to  keep  your  bed. 
And,  whatsoeeryon  hear,  not  to  importune' 

More,  I  beseech  vou,  from  me 

'  Phil.  Sir,  I  will  not. 

Theod,  Then  I  am  prone  to  utter. 

Phil,  My  faith  for  it !  [my  peace. 

Theod,  If  I  were  wise,  I  yet  should  hold 
You  will  be  noble? 

Phil,  You  shall  make  me  so. 
If  you'll  but  think  rac  such. 

'Tfieod,  I  do.     Then  know 


'  To  prevent  ys.]  Jonson  in  his  New  Inn  reads,  what  may  be  the  right  here,  '  to  affront 
us.'    I'he  corruption  was  easy.         Sympson, 

*^  Puck  foists.)  Puckballf  or  puckfist^  H  V'lnd  of  muihroom  (aW  o(  dvLit.        Johnson. 

"  Were  stron^;.]  J  imagine  we  should  read  here,  for  improving  both  metre  and  sense,  thus 
^  were  stronger,  or  1  nearer.'        Sampson, 

Vol.  li,  3  R 
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You  are  decerv'd  with  whom  you've  talk'd  so 

long: 
I  am  a  most  unfortunate  lost  wpjnan^ 

Fliil   Hn!  [sword. 

Theod,  Do  not  stir,  sir!   \  have  here  a 
Phil.  Not  I,  sweet  lady.  Of  what  hlood  or 
Theod.  You'll  keep. your  faith?      [name? 
Fhil.  ril  perish  ei«»e. 
Theod.  Believe,  th«n, 

Of  birth  too  noble  for  me,  so  descended 

I  am  aslmm-d,  no  less  thnp  I'm  affrighted. 
Phil.  Fear  not :  By  all  good  things,  I  will 
not  wrong  you !  [man, 

I     Theod.  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  noble  gentle- 
Born  in  this  part  of  Spain ;  my  father's  name, 

sir — 
But  why  should  I  abuse  that  reverence. 
When  a  child's  duty  has  forsnken  me? 
'  Phil.  All  may  be  mended,  in  fit  time  too; 
Speak  it. 
Theod.  Alphonso,  sir. 
Phil.  Alphonso?  What'syour  own  name? 
Theod'  Any  base  thing  you  can  invent. 
Phil.  Deal  truly. 
Theod.  They  call  me  Theodosia. 
PhiL  Ha !  And  Love 
Is  that  ha^h  chah£;*d  you  thus  *^  ? 

Theod,  You  have  obserV'd  me  [sir  : 

Too  nearly,  sir;   'tis  that  indeed;  'tis  love. 
And  love  of  hnn — Oh,  Ueav*ns,  why  should 

men  deal  thus  ? 
Why  should  they  use  their  arts  to  cozen  ns 
That  have  ho  cunning,  but  our  fears,  about  us; 
And  ever  that  too  late  too ;  no  dissembling 
0r  double  way,  but  doting,  too  much  loving  ? 
'  Why  should  they  find  new  oaths,  to  m&^c 
more  wretches? 
Phil,  What  m&y  his  n^^me  be  ? 
Th^od.  Sir,  a  name  that  promises, 
Methin^s,  no  such  ill  usage;  Marc-Antonio, 
A  noble  neighboor*s  son.  Now  I  must  desire 
you  [answer. 

To  ^tay  a-while;  else  ray  weak  eyes  must 
Phil.  I  will. — Ar^  you  yet  reac^y  ?  What's 

his  quality  ? 
Theod.  His  best,  a  thief,  sir;  that  he  would 
be  known  by 
Is,  heir  to  Leonardo,  a  rich  gentkMnnn ; 
^'ext,    of  a  handsome  body,   had  Heay*n 

made  him 
A  Tpind  fit  to  it.    f  ^  this  man,  my  fortune 
(My  more  than  purblind  fortune)  gave  my 

faith. 
Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  shows  of  service 
Apd  signs  of  truth,  as  ever  false  tongue  ut- 
Heav'n  pardon  all !  ^tcr'd : 

Phil.  /I'is  well  said  !  Forward,  lady. 
Theod.  Contracted,  sir,  aud  by  exchange 
of  riiigd 


Our  souls  deliver-d ;  nothing  left  unfmish'd 
But  the  last  work,  enjoying  me,  and  cero- 
roony ;  [doubt 

For  that,  1  must  confess,  was  the  first  wise 
1  ever  made.     Yet,  after  all  this  love,  sir. 
All  this  pmfessinn  of  his  faith,  \vhcu  daily 
And  hourly  I  expected  the  ble«»sti  priest. 
He  left  me  like  a  dream,  as  all  tHis  story 
Had   never   been,  nor  thought  of;  why,  I 

know  not ; 
Yetl  ha^'ecnU'd  my  conscience  to  confession, 
And  every  syllable  that  might  offend 
I've  had  in  shrift:  Yet  neither  love*«  law, 

signor, 
Nor  tie  of  maiden's  duty,  but  desirin*^. 
Have  I  transgress'd  in.     Lett  his  father  too  ; 
Nof  >vhither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed. 
Can  any  tongue  resolve  me.     All  my  hope 
(Which  kefps  me  yet  alive,  and  would  per- 
suade n»e  [me 
I  may  he  once  more  happy,  and  thus  shapes 
A  shame  to  all  my  modest  sex)  is  this,  sir; 
i  have  a  brother,  and  his  old  companion,^ 
Student  in  Salamanca;  therpmy  last  hope, 
If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving. 
Is  left  me  to  recover  him:  For  which  tmve?, 
In  this  suit  left  at  home  of  that  dear  brother's, 
Thosasyou  find  me,  withoutfear,  or  wisdom, 
I've  wander'd  from  my  father,fled  my  friends, 
And  now  am  only  child  of  llopeand  Daniier. 
You  are  now  silent,  sir ;  this  tedious  story 
(That  ever  keeps  me  waking)  makes  you 

heavy: 
Tis  fit  it  shpuld  do  so ;  for  that  and  I 
Can  be  but  troubles.  . 

Phil.  No;  I  sleep. not,  lady :  [fort.* 

I  would  I  could !  Oh,  Heav'^,  is  this  my  com- 

Theod.  What  ail  you,  gentle  sir? 

Phil.  Oh ! 

Theod.  Why  d*  you  groan  so? 

PhiL  I  m»!8t,  I  must  I  oh,  misery .' 

Theod.  But  now,  sir,  [vou 

You  were  my  comfort:    If  any  tfiing  ati)ict 
Am  not  I  fit  to  bear  a  part  on't?  and   by 
youroxvn  rule? 

Phil.  No;  if  you  could  heal,  as  you  have 

wounded  me 

But  'ps  not  in  your  power. 

Theod.  J  fear  intemperance. 

Phil.  Nay,  do  not  seek  to  shun  me!    I 
must  see  you. 
By  Heav'n,  I  must.     Hoa  there,  mine  hpst  ! 

a  candle ! 
Strive  not ;  I  wjll  not  stir  you. 

Theod.  Noble  sir, 
This  is  a  breach  of  promise. 

Phil.  Tender  lady, 
It  shall  be  none  but  necessary.    Hoa  there  J 
Some  light  '*,  some  l^ht  I 


"  Is  that  that  h4tth  cJ^angdyou  thus  f 

Theod.  You've  ohserv  d  0>r.]  The  lection  of  the  former  editions, 
'•  Sfme  light y  some  light,  for  Heav'n's  sake. 
Theod.   Will  you,  die]  So  all  the  former  editions;  but  it  seems  very  unlikely  that  the 
words  •  for  Heav'n's  sake'  should  be  spoke  by  Philippo;  we  have  given  theoi  to  Theodosia^ 
to  whosf  distress  they  are  perfectly  suitable. 
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Theoil.  For  I  Icny'ii's  sake  I  Will  you  betray 
Are  you  a  gentleman?  [me? 

Fh'U.  Good  womdu 

Theod.  Sir! 

Enter  Diego  with  a  light, 

Phil.  If  [  be  prejudicial  to  you,  curse  tae ! 
J)irgo    You're  early  stirring,  sir.        • 
Phil.  Give  uie  yoilr  candle; 
And  so,  good-inorrow  for  a  while. 

Diego.  Good-morrow,  sir.  [Exit. 

Theod.  My  brother  don .  Philippb?  Nay, 
^  sir,  kill  ine! 
I  ask  no  mercy,  sir,  for  none  dare  know  me; 
J  can  deserve  none.     As  you  lodk  upon  me, 
liehold  in  infinite  these  fuiil  dishonours 
My  noble  father,  then  vourself,  last  all 
That  bear  the  rnlmeof  kindred,  suffer  in  me  ! 
1  have  forgot  whose  bhild  1  am,  whote  sister ; 
Do  you  forget  the  pity  tied  to  that,       . 
Let  not  compassion  sway  you !  you  will  be 
then  [ine, 

As  foul  as  I,  and  bear  the  same  bt*and  with 
A  favourer  of  my  fault.  You  have  a  swart!. 
And  sucli  a  cause  to  kill  me  in—         [sir, 

VhiL  Rise,  sister ! 
I  wear  no  sword  for  wonien,  nor  no  ari^er, 
Wliile  your  fair  chastity  is  yet  untouch*d. 
IVtcod.  By  those  bright  stars,  it  is,  sir. 
iViil.  For  my  sister  [us, 

I  do  believe  you ;  and  so  near  blood  has  made 
With  the  dear  love  I  ever  bore  yuur  virtues. 
That  I  will  be  a  brother  to  your  griefa  too. 
Be  comforted :  Tis  no  dishonour,  sister. 
To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do ;  he  is  a 

gentleman 
Of  as  sweet  hopes  as  yfjlrs,  as  many  promises 
As  there  be  growing  truths,  and  great  ones. 
Theod.  Oh,  sir ! 
Phil.  Do  not  despair. 
The(td.  Can  YOU  forgive? 
Phil.  Yes,  bister, 
Tlio*  this  be  no  small  error,  a  far  greater. 
Theod.  And  think  me  still  your  sister  ? 
Phil.  My  dear  sister. 
Theod.  And  will  you  counsel  me? 
Phil.  To  your  own  peace  too: 
You  sliuU  love  stiil. 

Theitd.  How  good  you  arc ! 
Phil,  My  business. 
And  duty  to  my  father,  wUich  now  drew  me 
Vrom  Saiuiuanca,  1  will  lay  a>idc, 
And  only  be  your  agent".  To  persuade  you 
To  leave  both  love,  and  him,  and  well  retire 
Theod,  01),  gentle  brother!              [you— 
Phil.  I  perceive 'tis  folly: 
Delays  in  love,  more  dangerous  "- 


Theod,  Noble  brother! 
Phil.  Fear  not.  Til  run  your  bwn  way; 
and  to  help  you,  [counsel) 

(Love  haying  rack*d  your  passions  beyond 
I'll  hazard  mine  owu  fame.     Whither  iludl 
we  Venture  ? 
Tlieod.  Alas,'  I  know  not,  sir. 
Phil.  Come,  'tis  bright  morning; 
Let's  walk  out,  and  consider.   You  will  keep 
this  habit? 
Theod.  I  would,  sir.  [yrtu  ? 

PhiL  Then  it  shall  be:  What  must  1  call 
Come,  do  not  blu^h ;  'pray  speak ;  i  may 
spoil  uU  else. 
Theod.  'Pray  call  me  THeodoro. 

Enter  Diego. 

Diego.  Are  you  ready?  f morrow ! 

The  day  draws  on  apace.  Once  mare,  good- 

Theod.  Good-morrow,  gentle  host.    Now 
I  must  thank  you. 

Phil.  Who  dost  thou  think  this  is  ? 

Diego.  Were  Jou  a  wench,  sir, 
I  think  you'd  know  before  me.  ^ 

Phil.  Mine  own  brother. 

Diego,  By  th*  milss,  your  nosc^  are  flkin  ! 
Should  I  then 
Have  been  so  barbarous  to  have  parted  bro^ 
'  PhiL  You  knew  it  then?  [thers  ? 

Diego.  I  knpw  'twas  nec^sary 
You  should  be  both  together :  Instinct,  sig- 
Is  a  great  matter  in  an  host.  [}^^f 

Theod.  I'm  satisfied. 

Either  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Is  not  mine  host  up  yet? 

PhiL  Who's  that? 

Dieso.  1*11  see. 

Phil.  Sister,  Withdraw  yourself. 

Pedro.  Signor  Philippo ! 

PhiL  Noble  don  Pedro  !  where  have  you 
been  this  way? 

Pedro.  I  came    from    Port  St.   Maries, 
whence  the  gallies 
'Put  this  last  tide ;  and  bound  for  Barcelona, 
I  brought  Marc- Antony  upon  his  way. 

PhiL  Marc-Antony  if 

Pedro.  Who  is  turn'd  soldier. 
And  entertaiu'd  in  the  neW  regiment 
For  Naples. 

PhiL  Is  it  possible  ? 

Pedro.  I  assure  you. 

PhiL  And  put  they  in  at  Barceloha? 

Pedro.  So 
One  of  tiie  masters  told  me. 

Phil.  Which  way  go  you,  sir  ? 

Pedro.  Home. 


^^  And  onhf  he  j/our  agent  to  persuade  ye 

To  IcavCy  ike.]   llie  puneiuaiion  amended  by  a  friend  of  Mr.  Sympson. 
»3  T)t'!m/s  in  hvey  luarL- dangeruiis.]  More  dangerous  than  what? — Here  is  nothing  Seettt- 
ini^ly  to  which  this  more  has  any  rchition:  I  would  therefore  propose  reading  tlius: 

*  Delays  in  love  are  dangerous.'  Sytiipton. 

He  n»eans  McriF.  dangerous  tlian  persuading  her  to  quit  her  lover.     It  is  t>Uuii,  by  the  an- 
6WLT  luid  icplv,  bJie  iutcrrupts  him.     We  have  therefore  made  it  a  broken  speech. 
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Phil.  Arid  I  for  Sevil.    *Plny  jrou,  sir,  say 
not 
That  yuu  saw  me,  if  you  shall  meet  the 

qocstioD ; 
I  have  some  little  business. 
Fedro.  Were  it  less,  sir^ 
It  sliall  not  become  iM  to  lose  the  caution. 
Shall  we  breakfabt  together  ? 


Phil,  m  come  tcf  ^ou,  sir.  [Exit  Pedro. 
Sister,  you  hear  this ;  I  believe  your  fortunti 
Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you.  We  will  hire 
Mules  of  mine  host  here ;  if  we  can,  himself 
To  be  our  guide,  and  straight  to  Barc«»loua. 
This  was  as  happy  news  as  unexpected. 
Slay  you  'till  I  rid  him  away. 

Theod.  I  will.  [Ejeunt. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Alphonto  and  a  Servant. 

Alph,  T/'NOCK  at  the  dour. 
"-  Serv.  Tis  open,  sir. 
Alph,  That's  all  one; 
Knock  when  I  bid  you. 

Serv,  Will  not  your  worship  enter? 
Alph,  Will  nut  you  learn  more  manners, 
sir,  and  do  that 
Your  master  bids  you  ?  Knock,  you  knave, 
or  ril  knock 

Such  a  round  peal  about  your  pate 1 

enter  [yo"' 

Under  his  roof,  or  come  to  say  '  God  save 
To  him,  the  son  of  whose  base  dealings  has 

undone  me  ** } 
(Knock  louder !  louder  yet !)  Til  starve  and 

rot  first ; 
This  open  air  is  every  roan*s. 
S  Serv,  [withinJ]  Come  in,  sir. 

Enter  Second  Servant, 

Alph.  No,  DO,  sir;  Tm  none  of  these '  Come- 
in-sirs,' 
None  of  those  visitants :  Bid  your  wise  master 
Come  out ;  I  have  to  talk  unto  him ;  go,  sir ! 

2  Serv,  Your  worship  may  be  welcome. 

Alph,  Sir,  I  will  not; 
I  come  not  to  be  welcome.     Good  my  three 

ducats, 
My  pickled  sprat  a-day,  and  np  oil  to*t, 
And  once  a-year  a  cotton  coat !  leave  prating, 
And  tell  your  master  I  am  here. 

2  Serv,  I  will,  sir.— 
This  is  a  strange  old  man.  [Ejit. 

Alph.  1  welcome  to  him  ? 
ril  be  first  welcome  to  a  pest-house.  Sirrah, 
liet's  have  your  valour  now  cas'd  up,  and 

quiet ; 
When  an  occasion  calls,   'tis  wisdom  in  you, 
A  scrvingman's  discretion  :  If  you  do  draw, 


Enter  Leonardoj  and  Sanchio  (carried  bj/  ivt* 
servants  in  a  chair). 

Draw  hut  according  to  your  entertainment ; 
Five  nobles'  worth  of  fury. 

Leo.  Signor  Alphonso, 
I  hope  no  discontent  frum  my  will  given, 
Has  made  you  shun  my  house :  I  ever  lov'd 

you '4; 
And  credit  me,  amongst  my  fears  'tis  greatest 
To  minister  offences. 

Alph,  Oh,  good  signor, 
I  know  you  for  Italian  breed,  fair-ton^u'd ! 
Spare  your  apologies;  I  care  not  for  *era ; 
As  little  for  your  love,  sir :  I  can  live 
Without  your  knowledge,  cat  mine  own,  and 

sleep 
With(jut  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  you. 
I  come  to  ask  my  daughter. 

Leo.  Gentle  sir !  [bo, 

Alph.  I  am  not  gentle,  sir;  nor  gentle  will 
1'ill  I  have  justice,  my  poor  child  icstur'd 
Your  caper-cutting  boy  has  rr.n  away  with, 
Young-signor  Smooth-face;  he  tiiat  takes  up 

wenches 
Witli   smiles  and  sweet  behaviours,  songs, 

and  sonnets; 
Your  high-fed  jennet,  that  na  hedge  can  hold: 
They  say  you  bred  him  for  a  stallion. 

Sane.   I^y,  signor!    there  be   times,  and 
terms  of  honour 
To  argue  these  things  in,  decidements  able 
To  speak  ye  noble  gentlemen,  ways  punctual. 
And  to  the  life  of  credit ;  youVc  too  rugged. 
Alph.  I  am  too  tame,  sir. 
Leo.  Will  you  hear  but  reason? 
Alph.  No,  I  will  hear  no  reason:   I  come 
not  hither 
To  be  popt  off  with  reason  ;  reason  then. 
Sane.  Why,   signer,    in   all   things   there 
must  be  method;  [tion. 

You  choke  the  child  of  Honour  else,  Discre- 
Do  you  conceive  an  injury  ? 


*<  The  son  of  whose  base  dealings — ]  The  oddness  of  the  phrase,  the  son  of  base  dealings, 
and  the  length  of  the  line,  make  me  mightily  inclined  to  believe  the  original  might  have 
been  expressed  thus : 

*  To  him,  whose  son^s  base  dealings  has  undone  roe.'  Sj/mpson, 

Although  the  text  is  somewhat  licentious,  it  is  probably  genuine,  and,  wo  think,  prefer- 
able to  Sympson's^yariation. 

^  lever  lav* d you.]  These  words  are  only  in  first  folio,  from  which  we  have  recovered 
tliem. 
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Alpk.  What  then,  sir? 
Sunc.  Then  follow  ic  in  fuir  terms;   let 
your  sword  bile, 
When  lime  calls,  not  your  tongue. 

Aiph.  I  know,  sir, 
Both  when  and  what  to  do,  wiihout  directions, 
And  where,  and  kow;  I  come  not  to  be  tu- 
tor'd ;  [si;;nor ! 

My  cause  is  no  man's  but  mine  own.     You, 
Will  you  restore  my  daui^hter? 
J^o.  Who  detuius  her? 
Alph.  No  more  of  these  slight  shifts  ! 

Leo.  You  uriic  lue,  sii^nor,  [err'd 

With  strange  injustice :  Because  my  son  has 

Sane.  Mark  him.  [low 

Leo.  Out  of  the  heat  of  youth,  does*l  fol- 
Imust  be  father  of  his  crimes? 

Alph.  I  say  still,  fdauchter, 

Leave  off  your  rlietVick,  and  restore  my 
And  suddenly ;  bring;  in  your  rebel  too, 
Mountdra^on,.  he  tiial  mounts  without  com- 
mission, 
That  I  may  see  him  punishM,  and  severely  ; 
Or,  by  that  holy  lleav'n,  IMI  hreyour  liouse  ! 
And  there's  my  way  of  honour. 

Sauc.  'Pray  give  me  leave. 
Was  not' man  niaile  the  noblest  creature? 

Alph.  Well,  sir? 

Sane.  Should  not  his  mind  then  answer  to 
his  makin*;,  [be, 

And  to  his  mind  his  actions?  If  thisou^ht  to 
Why  do  we  run  a  blind  way  from  our  worths, 
And  cancel  our  discretions, doinu  those  things  , 
To  cure  offences,  are  the  most  offences  ? 
We've  rules  of  justice  in  u« ;  to  those  rules 
Let  us  apply  our  angers:  You  caii  consider 
The  i\'ant  in  olhtrs  of  these  teruiinations, 
And  how  unfurnish'd  tlicy  appear. 

j4//?A.  Hang  others  !  [spects! 

And,  where  the  wrongs  are  open,  hang  re- 
I  come  not  to  consider. 

Leo.  Noble  sir. 
Let's  argue  coolly,  and  consider  like  men. 

Alph.  Like  men  ? 

Leo.  You  are  too  sudden  still. 

Alph.  Like  men,  sir?  [nour, 

Sa7ic.  it  is  fair  language,  and  allied  to  ho- 

Alph.  Why,  what  strange  beast  would  your 
grave  reverence 
Make  me  appear  ?  Like  men  ? 

•Sane.  Taste  but  that  point,  sir, 
And  you  recover  all. 

Alph.  I  tell  thy  wisdom, 
I  am  as  much  a  man,  and  as  jjood  a  man 

Leo,  All  this  is  granted,  sir. 

Alph.  As  wise  a  man 

Sane.  You  are  not  tainted  that  way. 

Alph.  And  a  man  ("man. 

Dares  make  thee  no  man ;  or  at  best,  tf  base 

Sane.  Fy,  (y  !  here  wants  much  carriage. 

Alph.  Hang  much  carriage  ! 

Leo.  Give  me  good  language. 

yllph.  Sirrah  sigO'^r,  give  me  my  daughter. 

Leo.  I  am  as  gentle  as  yourself;  as  free 
burn* 


Sane.  Observe  his  \;tay. 
Leo.  As  much  respect  uw*d  to  me — — ^ 
Sane.  This  hangs  togetlier  nobly. 
Leo.  And  for  civil,  [daughter ! 

A  great  deal  more,  it  seems.  Go  look  your 
Sitnc.  There  you  went  well  off,  signer. 
Leo.  That  rough  tongue 
You  understand  at  first.  You  never  think,  sir. 
Out  of  your  mightiness,   of  my  loss;  here  I 

stand, 
A  patient  anvil  to  your  burning  angers, 
Made  subject  to  your  dangers;  yet  my  loss 
Who  shall  bring  home  my  son  ?  [equal : 

Alph.  A  whipping  beadle. 
Leo.  Why,  is  your  daughter  wborish? 

Alph.  Ha,  thou  dar'st  not 

By  lleav'n,  I  know  thou  dar'st  not-^ — 

Leo.  I  dare  more,  slir. 
If  you  dare  be  uncivil. 
Alph,  Laugb  too,  pigeon  ? 
Sane.  A  fitter  time,  for  Fame's  sake !  two 
weak  nurses  [coming, 

Would  lau^h  at  this.  Are  there  no  more  days 
No  ground  but  this  to  argue  on?  Noswordfs 

left, 
Nor  friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  furies  ? 
Alas !  it  shews  too  weakly. 

-.'///>A.  Let  it  shew  !  [sirrah? 

I  come  not  here  for  shows.     Laugh  at  me, 
I'll  give  vou  cause  to  laugh. 
Leo.  You  are  as  like,  s>ir, 
As  any  man  in  Spain. 

Alph.  Uy  lleav'n,  I  will; 
I  will,  brave  Leoi.a.do ! 
Leo.  Brave  Alpliunso, 
I  will  expect  it  then. 

Sane.  Hold  ye  there  both  ! 
These  terms  are  noble. 

Alph,  You  shall  hear  shortly  from  me. 
Sane.  Now  discreetly. 
Alph.  Assure  yourself  you  shall.     Do  you 
see  this  sword,  sir? 
He  has  not  cast  his  teeth  yet. 

Sane.  Rarely  Carried  !  [signer, 

Alph.  He  bites  deep,  most  times  mortal ; 
ril  hound  him  at  thee ;  fair  and  home. 
Sftnc.  Still  nobly.  fyou. 

Alph   And  at  all  those  that  dare  maintain 
Safie.  Excellent! 

Lev.  How  you  shall  please,  sir,  so  it  be  fair; 
tho'  certain 
I'd  rather  give  you  reason. 

Sane.  Fairlj^  urg'd  too !  [reason 

Alph.  This  is  no  age  for  reason :  prick  your 

Upon  your  sword's  point 

Sane.  Admirably  follow'd ! 
Alph.  And  there  I'll  hear  it.     So,  'till  I 
please,  live,  sir.  [I'lrit. 

.   Leo.  And  so,  farewell!  you're  welcome. 

Sane.  Th'  end  crown  all  things. 
Signer,  some  little  business  past,  this  cause 

I'll  argue. 
And  be  a  peace  between  ye,  ift  so  please  you,   - 
And  by  the  square  of  honour  to  the  utmost. 
I  feel  the  old  man's  ma^ter'd  by  much  passion, 
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And  too  lii<;li  rack'd,  which  makes  him  6t9T- 

biioot  all 
Pis  valour  should  direct  at,  and  hurt  those 
That  sland  hut  hy  as  hlenchcr:».  I'hibhemust 

know  too, 
As  necessary  to  his  judgment ;  dotinc  women 
Are  neithef  sate  nor  wise  adventurers,  con- 

ceive  nie,  [tliert 

If  oiice  their  wills  have  wnndcrM  :  N<ir  is't 
A  time  to  use  our  ra»:es;  tor  why  should  I 
Bite  at  the  stone,  wiien   he  that  throws  it 

\vron;;s  nic  ? 
Do  not  we  know  that  women  are  most  wobers, 
•J'ho*  closest  in  their  caniaj'e?  Don't  all  men 

know,  ['em. 

Scarce  all  the  compass  of  their  lohe  can  hold 
Iftlu'ir  affections  he  a- t'ootr  ^luill  i  thenctjvet 
'Jlse  follies  of  a  she-fool,  that  hy  nature 
^lust  seek  her  like,  by  reason  he  a  woman? 
Sink  a  tall  ship,  because  the  sails  det'y  n»e? 
No,  1  (iis<1ain  that  folly  ;  Ite  tliat  xcntures 
AVhilst  they  are  tit  to  put  him  on,  iuu>  found 

out 
The  everlastin*!  motion  in  his  scabbard  ••. 
I  doubt  not  to  make  peace.  And  so,  for  this 
My  best  hive  and  rememhruncc  !  [time, 

Lio,  Your  poor  servant !  \^Ercunt, 

SCENE  IL 

Unter  DiegOf  PhUippo^  and  Theodmia, 

Vltil.   Where  will  our  horses  meet  us? 
])i*go.  Fear  not  you,   sir; 
Some  half-mile  hence  my  worship's  man  will 
stay  us.  f jovial; 

llow  is  it  with  ray  vounji  bloods  ?  Come,  be 
lx.t's  travel  like  a  merry  flock  of  wild  geese, 
Every  lonjrue  talking. 

Phii.  We  are  verv  merry. 
But  do  you  kuow  this  way,  sir? 

Theod.  Is't  not  danmrou?? 
Methinks  these  woody  ttiickets  should  har-> 
hour  knaves. 
Divgo.  1  fear  none  but  f;iir  wenches;  those 
are  thieves 
May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good. conditions, 
If  they  cry  stand  once.     Out   the  best  is, 

sijiuors, 
They  cannot  bind  my  hands ;  for  any  else, 
They  meet  an  equal  knave,  and  there's  my 

passport. 
Tvc  seen  fine  sport  in  this  place;  bad  these 
trees  tongues,  ftlio'; 

'i'hey'd  tt  U  ye  pretty  matters:  Don't  you  fear 
They  are  not  every  day's  deliglKs. 

Phil,  What  sport,  sir?  [sports. 

Diego,  W  hy,  to  say  true,  the  sport  of  all 
Phil.  What  was't  ?  [you  know 

Diego,  Siich  turning-up  of  taffctiies !  and 


To  what  rare  whistling  tunes  they  go,  far  be- 
yond 

A  sott  wind  in  the  shrouds;  such  siund therc^ 

And  down  i'  th'  other  place !  such  supplica- 
tions 

And  sub-divisions  for  those  toys  their  honour*! 

One,'  As  you  are  a  gentleman,*  in  this  bii^h; 

And  •  Oh,  sweet  sir,  what  mean  you  ?  1  here's 
a  bracelet, 

*  And  use  mo,  I  beseech  you,  like  a  woman!* 
And  her  petriiou's  heard  ;  another  scratches. 
And  cries  she'll  die  first,   and  then  swoons  ; 

but  C(  rtain  [after. 

She's  broujtht  to  life  aL'ain,  and  does  well 
Another, '  Save  mine  honour,   oh,  nnne  ht>- 

nour!  [kitchen; 

*  IVly  husband  serves  the  duke,   sir,  in   his 

*  1  have  a  coKJ  pie  for  you ;  fy,  fy,  fy^  gen- 

tlemen! [tiand:* 

*  \V ill  notliing  satisfy  you  ?  whcre's  my  hus- 
Another  cries,   *  D'ye  see,  sir,  how  tlj^y  use 

*  Is  rhi-re  n<i  law  for  these  lhini!;s?*  [mc? 

Tfie<*U.   And,  pHjd  mine  host. 
Do  y(»u  call  these  tine  sports? 

l)itgo.  What  sliofdd  1  call 'em? 
Thev've  been  so  call'd  these  thousand  \eafs 
and  upwards. 

P/iii.  Vnit  what  Ijecomes  o'  th'  men? 

Diego.  They're  stript  and  bound, 
Like  so  many  Adams,  with   tig-leaves  afore 
And  there's  their  innocence.  [eui, 

Thtvd.  'Would  we  had  known  this, 
Before  we  reach *d  this  pi;ice! 

Phil,  Come,  there's  no  dani;er; 
These  arc  but  sometinies  chances. 

Euter  Incubo^', 

Dieso.  Now  wo  nust  through. 

Thtod.  Who's  thai  ? 

J»^o.  Stand  to  it,  sir;nors! 

Phil.  No,  it  needs  not; 
I  know  the  face,  'tis  honest. 

Inc.  What,  mine  host, 
Mine  everlasting  honest  host? 

Diego.  Mass,  Daily? 
Now,  in  the  name  ot  an  ill  reckoning. 
What  make  you  walking  this  round  ? 

Inc.  A  pox  oi  this  round,  [rascals,- 

And  of  all  business  too,   thro*  woods  !  and^ 
They've  rounded  me  away  a  dozen  ducats. 
Besides  a  fair  round  clojik :  Sfjme  of  'eior 

knew  me, 
Kh-e  they  had  cfts'd  me  like  a  cony  too,  [me, 
Astliey  havedone  thcrest,and  I  ttiink  roasted 
For  tliey  be^an  to  biute  me  soundly.     My 


young  signors, 


[hourly, 
Y(»u  may  tliank  Hcav'n,   and  heartily,  and 
You  set  not  out  so  early ;  y'  had  been  ^inoak  d 
else, 


»«  He  that  ventures,  &c.]  This  is  rather  obscure  >  but  signifies,  *  He  that  will  draw  his 
*  s^\ord  as  often  as  women's  conduct  gives  him  cause,  will  never  let  it  rest  in  the  scabbard.' 

'7  JK/ir^r  Bailiff.]  The  former  editions  make  strange  confusion  with  Jncubo's  character, 
tailing  him  in  some  scenes  by  his  name,  and  in  others  Builiff,  as  if  they  were  lw«  distinct 
characters,    l^is  error  is  now  corrected. 
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By  tins  true  hand  yc  bad,  sirs,  finely  $moak*d ; 
Had  ye  been  wumcn,  sniock'd  too. 

Theod.  Hcav'n  defend  us! 

Inc.  Nay,  that  iiad  been  no  prayer;  there 
were  lUosc  fton. 

That  run  that  prayer  out  of  breath,  yet  faird 
There  vvas  a  friar,  now  you  talk  of  prayer, 
Witii  an  huge  bunch  of  beads,  like  a  rope  of 

onions, 
(Tin  sure  as  big)  that,  out  of  fear  and  prayer, 
In  l)uh"-Hn-I»oiir  wore  *em  as  small  as  bugles; 
Yet  he  wUs  <kad  ton. 

J\Mf,  At  what  hour  was  this  ? 

Inc.  Sonie  two  jiours  since.  [now? 

Theod.    J)'  you   think   the  passace   sure 

Inc,  Yes,  a  rope  take  Vm  (as  it  will)  and 
blef-.s  'cm  ! 
They've  done  for  this  day  sure. 

I^hil.  Are  nnuiv  riHed  ? 

Inc.  At  ^he  least  n  dozen, 
An'l  there  left  boiind. 

Thcod.  How  can»e  you  free  ? 

Inc.   A  conrtcby  [qucath 

They  use,   out  ol'  tlieir  ro^ueships,  to  bt- 
To  one,  thsjt,  when  they  jiive  a  sign  from  far, 
(Which  is  from  out  of  danger)  be  may  pre- 
sently 
Relc;ise  the  rest :  As  I  met  you,  I  was  going, 
liai  in<r  the  si^n  from  yonder  hill  to  do  it. 

T/ieiid,  Alas,  poor  men! 

JV//7.  Mine  hoM,  'pray  uo  i|nty  'em. 

JJifgo.  Let  me  alone  for  cancelling !  where 
^re  tliey  ? 

Inc.  In  every  bush,  like  black-birds ;  you 
can't  miss  'em. 

Diego.  I  need  not  stalk  unto 'cm.     [Exit, 

Inc.  \</,  they'll  stand  you,  [der 

]My  busy  life  for  yours,  sir.  You  would  won- 
Tq  K'o  the  several  tricks  and  strange  beha- 
viours 
Of  the  poor  niscals  in  their  miseries:  [ing, 
One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  wecp- 
A  third  is  monstrous  angry  he  can  laugh, 
And  cries,  *  Go  to !  this  is  no  time  ;*  he  laughs 

slill; 
A  fourth  exhorts  to  patience ;  bin|  a  fifth  man 
Curses  for  tameness;  him  a  friar  schools; 
All  hoot  the  friar;  here  one  sings  a  ballad; 
A\\i\  there  a  little  curate  confutes  him  : 
And  in   this  linsey-woolsey  way,  that  would 

make  ado^ 
forget  his  dnmrr,  or  un  old  man  fire, 
Tbey  rub  out  for  their  ransom's.    Amongst 

the  rest. 
There  i^  a  little  boy  robb'd,  a  fine  child, 
It  seems  a  page:  i  must  confess  my  pity 
(As  'tis  i^  hard  thing  in  a  man  of  my  place 
To  shew  compassion)  stirr'd  at  liim  ;*90  finely, 
And  without  noise,  he  carries  his  afflictions. 
And  looks  as  if  he  Irnd  butdream'd  of  losing. 

Enter  Diego,  and  Lencadia  and  others  a» 

robOed. 
This  boy's  the  g^ry  of  this  robbery ; 
The  rest  but  shane  tli«  action.  Now  ye  may 
he^r  'em. 


Diego.^  Come,  lads,  *ti»  holy-day;   hang 
cloaths ;  'tis  hot. 
And  sweating  agues  are  abroad. 

1  PasMfnger.  It  seems  so  ; 
For  we  have  met  vvitii  rare  physicians 
To  cure  us  of  ttiat  malady. 

Diego.  Fine  footing,  F  Friar, 

Liiiht  and  deliver;  now,  my  boys!  Alaster 
Haw  does  your  holiness?  Bear  up,  man  !  what, 
A  cup  of  neat  sack  now,  and  a  toast  ?   ha, 

Friar? 
A  warm  plaistor  to  your  belly,  father  I 
There  were  a  blessing  now  ! 

Friar.  Yon  say  your  mind,  sir. 

Diego.  Where's  my  line  boy,  my  pointer? 

Inc.  Tlure's  the  wonder. 

Diego.  A  rank  whore  scratch  their  sides 
till  the  pox  follow 
For  robbiui;;  thee !  thou  hast  a  thousand  way^ 
To  rob  thyi»elf,  boy;  dice,  and  a  cbamber- 

I^tic.  You  are  dec^iv'd,  sir.  [devil. 

Diego.  And  thy  infistcr  too,  boy. 

F/iii.  A   sweet-fac*d   boy,   indeed !  what 

rogues  were  these,  [beauty  ? 

What  barlmrous,  brutish  slaves,  to  strip  this 

Theod.  Come  hither,  my  boy.    Ala^!  he's 
cold:  Mine  host, 
We  must  entreat  your  cloak. 

Diego,  Can  you  entreat  it? 

FhiL  We  do  presume  so  much;  you've 
other  garments. 

Diego.  Will  you  entreat  those  too? 

Theod.  Your  mule  must  too 
To  the  next  town ;  you  say  'tis  near :  In  pity, 
Yqu  cannot  see  this  poor  b»>y  perish  ;  1  know 
You  have  a  better  soul.  We'll  satisfy  you. 

Diego.  'I'is  a  strange  foolish  trick  1  have, 
but  [  can't  help  it ;  [tions ; 

I'm  ever  cozen'd  with  mine  own  commeuda- 
It  is  determin'd  then  I  shall  be  robb'd  Un), 
To  make  up  vantage  to  this  dozen.  Herc^sir; 
Heav'n  has  provided  you  a  simple  garment 
To  set  you  off;  •'pray  keep  it  handsomer 
I'lian  you  kept  your  own,  and  let  me  hs^ve  it 

render'd, 
Brusird  aifd  discreetly  folded. 

/-i*<>c,  1  thank  you,  sir. 

Diego.  Wlio  wants  a  doublet? 

ij  Fobs.  I.    • 

Diego.  Where  will  you  have  it? 

3  Fa.ss.  From  youj  sir,  if  you  please. 

i^iego.  Oh,  there's  the  pomt.  sir. 

Fhil.  My  honest  friends,   I'm  sorry  for 
your  fortunes; 
But  that's  but  poor  relief:  Here  are  ten  du- 
And  to  vour'distribution,  holy  sir,       [cats; 
I  render  'em,  and  let  it  be  your  o^re 
To  see  'em,  as  your  wants  arie,  well  divided. 

Diego.  Plain  dealing  now,  my  friends;  and, 
father  Friar, 
Set  me  the  saddle  right!  no  wringing.  Friar, 
Nor  tithing  to  the  churd^ !  these  are  no  duties; 
Scour  me  yoar  conscience  !  if  the  devil  tempt 
Off  with  your  cord,  and  swinge  him !     [you, 

Friiir.  You  say  well,  sir.        , 

Ml.  Heav'n  keep  jQur  goodi^fss ! 
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Thcod'  Peace  krcp you  !  Farewell, friends! 

Diego.  Farewell,  iight-horsc-mcn ! 

[Exeunt  th£  robbed. 

Phil,  Which  way  travel  you,  sir? 

Inc.  To  the  next  town. 

T^eoJ.  Do  you  want  any  thin«4? 

/«r.  Only  discretion  to  travel  at  cood  hours, 
And  some  warm  n)cat  to  moderate  this  matter; 
for  I  am  most  outrageous,  cruel  hungry. 

Ditiio.  I  hav«;  a  stomach  too,  such  as  it  is. 
Would  p»)se  a  right  good   pasty;   I   thank 
Ileav'n  ibr't. 

Inc.  Cheese,   that  would  break  the  tcetli 
of  a  new  handsaw, 
•  I  could  endure  ii*»vv  like  an  ostrich*';  or  salt 
That  Cffsar  left  in  pickle,  [beef, 

Phil.  Take  no  care; 
We'll  have  meat  foryoa,  and  enough.    J'  th' 
mean  time,  [us; 

Keep  you  the  horse-way,  lest  the  fellow  miss 
We'll  meet  yoi)  at  the  end  o*  th*  wood. 

Diego.  Make  haste  then. 

[Exeunt  D'^go  and  Inc. 

Thcod.  My  pretty  sir,  till  your  necessities 
Be  full  supplied,  soplcase  you  trust  our  friend- 
We  nmst  not  part.  [ships ! 

J.enc.  YouVe  puH'd  a  charge  upon  you ; 
Yet  such  a  one  as  ever  shall  be  thankful. 

Pliil.  YouVe  said  enough.  May  I  be  bold 
to  ask  you, 
What  -provmce  you  were  bred  in  ?  and  of 
what  parents?  [luzia, 

Leoc.  You  may,  sir:  I  was  born  in  Anda- 
My  name  Francisco,  son  to  don  ilenriques 
X)e  Cardinas. 

Theod.  Our  noble  neighbour ! 

Fhil.  Son  to  don  Ucnriques?  [sir, 

I  know  the  gentleman ;  .^nd,  by  your  |cavc, 
I  know  he  has  im  son, 

Leoc.  None  of  his  o%vn,  sir,  [brother 

Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  his 
Pon  Sanchio's  children:  One  of  which  I  am. 
And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phil.  Still  you  do,  sir. 
For  neither  has  don  Sanchio  any  son  : 
A  daughter,  and  a  rare  one,  is  his  heir, 
Which,  tho*  I  never  was  so  blest  to  see, 

Yet  I  have  heard  great  good  of. 

• 

'■  Cheese 


Theod.  Urge  no  further ! 
He  is  ashamed,  and  blushes. 

Phil.  Sir, 
If 't  might  import  yo»i  to  concenl  yourself, 
I  ask  your  mercy,  I  have  been  so  curious. 

Lc<ic.   Alas!  1  niust  ask   yours,  sir,  for 

these  lies  j  fing 

Yet  they  were  useful  ones;  for  bj  the  claim- 

Such  noble  parents,  I  believ'd  your  bounties 

VVopId  shew  more  gracious.  The  plain  truth 

is,  gentlemen, 
I  am  don  Sanchio'ssteward'sson,a  wild  boy^ 
That  for  the  fruits  of  his  unhappiness 
is  fain  to  seek  the  wars. 

Theod.  This  is  a  lie  too, 
hf  J  have  any  ears. 

Phil.  Wh*y? 

Theod.  Mark  his  languajic. 
And  you  shall  lind  it  of  too  sweet  a  relish 
For  one  of  such  u  breeir.    1*11  pawn  my  hand,. 
This  is  no  boy. 

Phil.  No  boy?  ivhat  would  you  have  him? 

Thciid.  I  know  no  boy:  I  watch'd  how 
fearfully, 
And  yet  how  suddenly,  he  cur'd  his  lies. 
The  right  wit  of  a  woman ;  now  Fm  sure 

Phil.  What  are  you  sure  ? 

Theod.  Thjjt  'tis  no  boy;  Fll  burn  in't. 

PhiL  Now  I  consider  better,  and  take 
counsel, 
Methinks  he  shews  more  sweetness  in  that 
Than  his  fears  dare  deli^'er.  [face, 

Thcod.  No  jni)re  talk  ou't! 
There  hangs  some  great  weight  by  it ;   soon 
ril  tell  you  more.  [at  night 

Phil.  Come,  sir,  whatever  you  are. 
With  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  helps 
In  any  need  you  have. 

Lettc.  All  my  poor  service  [ers. 

Shall  be  at  your  command,  sir,  nnd;ny  pray- 

Phil.  Let's  walk   apace;  hunger  will  cut 
their  throats  else.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Rodorigo  and  Marc-At^tonio^^  i  twif 
chairs  set  out. 

Rod.  Call  up  the  master. 


I  could  endure  now ]  What  my  host  means  is  plain  and  easy,  viz.  That  he  could 

digest  cheese  which  would  break  a  handsaw's  teeth,  his  stomach  being  as  strong  as  tliatof  an 
ostrich.  But  I  believe  no  dictionary  of  our  language  will  furnish  us  vvithsuch  a  sense  of  Uie  word 
ludure.  I  have  therefore  taken  the  liberty  to  substitute  what  I  really  believe  was  the  original 
reading,  viz.  cndue^  or  cndew,  'Tis  a  term  in  falconry  which  Bloome  explains  thus  :  Endew, 
is  when  an  hawk  digesteth  her  meat,  that  she  qot  only  dischargeth  her  gorge  thereof,  but 
likewise  cleanseth  her  pannel.        Symps,on. 

We  think  this  variation  too  forced  to  have  place  in  the  text. 

**  Enter  Rodorigo,  MurC'4.ntonioy  and  a  Sl^ip-master.J  But  if  the  latter  entered  with  the 
two  former,  what  occasion  for  Rodorigo's  ordering  him  to  be  called  up?  The  direction  in  the 
folio  of  1G47  is  more  ridiculous  still;  becaMse  these  three  persons  are  placed  at  the  head  of 
tlie  scene  as  in  tlie  octavo,  and  yet  the  Master  is  made  to  answer,  within.        Sympson. 

Mr.  Sympson  is  here  very  severe  on  the  Editors  who  preceded  him,  and  yet  seems  more 
reprehensible  himself;  for  (in  his  edition)  he  omits  the  Master's  entrance,  yet  mentions  his 
departure-,  he  calls  it '  ridiculous*' for  the  first  folio  to  make  him  ^eak  mthki^j  and  yet  aUaw» 
him  to  s^>eakf  though  n^it^icr  within  uorpresen^. 
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Master  Iwithin],  Here,  sir. 

Rthl.  llonost  master, 
Give  onier  nil  the  ^nliies  with  this  tide 
Fall  iouikI,  and  near  upon  us;  ttiat  ihe  next 

wind 
We  ni.iy  wciiih  off  together,  and  recover 
The  poit  of  iiarceloiiu,  witiiout  partinir. 

Maiter  [vithin].  Your  pleiisure's done,  sir. 

liwL  Siiiiior  Miirc-Antoiiio, 
n^ill  meat  Le  ready,  let's  bit  here,  and  pre* 
Our  stonincli:)  witii  discourses.  [[jare 

Jilarc.  Wiiat  you  please,  sir. 

Jioif,  'IVay  ytai  answer  nic  lo  this  doubt. 

Alarc,  If  I  CUD,  sir. 

litni.  Wliy  bhould  Mirh  plants  as  you  are, 
I'leasiire's  cliildron, 
That  owe  their  blushing  years  to  gentle  ob- 
jects. 
Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  full- 
l^esire  fiie  stuhhorn  wars?  [ness, 

JMurc,  III  those  'tis  wonder,         [honour: 
That  make  iheirease  their  god,  and  not  their 
liut,  noble  general,  my  end  is  other; 
De.sire  of  knowledge,  sir,  and  hope  o(  tying 
Discretion  to  my  time,  which  only  shews  me. 
And  not  my  years,  a  roan,  and  makes  that 

more 
Which  we  call  handsome ;  the  rest  is  but 

i»oy's  bt-auty. 
And  with  the  boy  consuiird. 

llocf.  You  argue  well,  sir. 

Mavc.  Nor  do  1  wear  my  youth,  as  they 

wear  breeches,  [i^^*''* 

For  object,  but  f<>r  use;  my  strength  for  dan- 

(Whicii  ii»  the  liberal  part  of  man)  not  dalli- 

The  wars  nujst  be  my  mistress,  sir.     [ance: 

Hod.  Oil,  bignor. 
You'll  find  her  a  roujili  wench. 

More.  When  she  is  won  once, 
•She'll  shew  the  sweeter,  sir. 

Rod.  Yon  can  be  pktxb'd  thongh^ 
Sonirtnncs  to  take  a  tamer? 

i\lr.rc.   'TJs  a  truth,  itir; 
So  she  be  h.iiidsome,  and  not  ill-condition'd. 

Jiod.  A  soliiier  should  not  be  so  curious. 

Jvfarr.  1   can  make  sliift  with  unv  for  a 
heat,  bir. 

Hod.  Nay,  there  you  wrong  your  youth  too; 
and  however 
You're  ])leab'd  t'appear  to  me,  which  shews 
well,  siiiuor,  [ly ; 

A  toucher siiil  than  vour  few  yeaisran  ttsti- 
Yet,  niv  young  sir,  out  of  mine  own  experi- 
ence 
When  my  spring  was,  I'm  aUetoco-ifute  you, 


And  say,  y*had  rather  come  to  th*  shock  of 

eyes. 
And  boldly  march  up  to  your  loiatress*  mouth. 
Than  to  Uie  cannon  s. 

Marc.  That's  as  their  lading  is,  sir. 

Rud,  There  be  trenches 
Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  years,  and  safer, 
Tlian  where  tlie  bullet  plays. 

Marc.  There's  it  I  doubt,  sir. 

Rod.  You'll  easily   fnid  that  faith.     But 
come,  be  liberal ; 
What  kind  of  woman  could  you  make  best 
wars  with  ? 

Marc.  They're  all  but  heavy  marches. 

Rod.  Fy,  Marc-Antonio! 
Beauty  in  no  more  reverence? 

Marc.  In  the  sc>x,  sir, 
I  honour  it,  and  next  to  honour,  love  it, 
For  there  is  only  beauty ;  and  that  sweetness, 
That  was  lirst  meant  for  modesty,  sever  it. 
And  put  it  in  one  woman,  it  appears  not; 
Tis  of  too  rare  a  nature,  siie  to-j  gross 
To  mingle  with  it *- 

Rod.  This  is  a  mere  Iieresy. 

Marc  Wiiich  makes  'em  ever  mending;  for 
that  gloss 
That  cozens  us  for  beauty,  is  but  bravery. 
An  outward  showof  things  well  set,  no  more: 
Forheav'niy  beauty  is  as  Ileav'n  itself,  sir, 
Too  excellent  for  object,  and  what's  seen 
Is  but  the  veil  then,  airy  clouds  ^^i  (irant  this, 
It  may  be  seen, 'tis  but  like  btars  in  twinklings. 

Rod   Twus  no  small  study  in  tlieir  libra* 

ries 

Brought  you  to  this  experience.     Rut  what 

ihijik  you  [beauty  ? 

Of  that  fair  red  and  white,  which  we  call 

Marc,  Why,  'tis  our  creature,  sir ;  we  give 
it  'em  ftain 

Because  we  like  those  colours ;  else  'tis  ccr- 
A  bhie  face  with  a  motley  nose  would  do  it, 
And  be  as  great  a  lieauty,  so  we  lov'd  it: 
That  we  cannot  give,  wliich  is  only  beauty. 
Is  a  fair  inind. 

Rod.  By  this  rule,  all  our  choices 
Are  to  no  ends. 

Alarc.  Kxcept  the  dull  end,  doing. 

Rod.  1  hen  all  to  you  seem  ecpiul? 

Marc.  Very  true,  sir. 
And  that  makes  ei|ual  dealing :  I  love  any 
That's  worth  love. 

Rod.  How  long  love  you,  signor? 

Marc.  'Till  I  have  otfier  busmess. 

Ri)d.  Do  vou  never 
Love  stedfasily  one  woman  ? 


>9 


-nhat  is  ticen 


Is  hut  the  rail  then,  airi/  clouds; — ]  The  monosyllable  then  seems  nr>tto  have  anv  goo  I 
authority  for  standing  here,  as  having  nothing  to  which  it  refers.  I  Mispect  a  corru]ition  as 
well  in  the  sense,  as  in  the  pointing,  and  that  it  stood  originally  thu>: 

' what  is  seen 

*  Is  but  the  vail,  tliirt,  airy  cloiuis,'  &c.         Si/n/psmt. 
The  variation  is  not  amiss  ;  but  the  old  text  is  good  hmisc,  and  we  believe  sennine.  Tf.rn 
is  very  naturally  placed  here,  and  follows  up  tlie  argument;  which  is,  '  jieauty  is  invisible; 
'  wliHt  is  seen  i/icn  is  but  the  veil,' 
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[Act  S.  Scene  t- 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Host. 

PhiL  "jVi  INK  Host,  is  that  apparel  got  you 

■'•*-'    spuke  of? 
You  shall  have  ready  money. 

Host,  Tis  come  in,  sir; 
He  has  it  on,  sir,  and  I  think  it  will 
Be  fit;  and,  o*  my  credit,  it  was  never 
Worn  but  once,  sir,  and  for  necessity 
Pawn'd  to  the  man  1  told  you  of. 

Pliil.  'Pray  bargain  for't, 
And  J  will  be  the  payihaster. 

Host,  1  will,  sir.  [please; 

Phil.  And  let  our  meat  be  ready  when  you 
I  mean  as  soou. 

Host,  It  shall  be  presently. 

PhiL  How  far  stands  Barcelona? 

HoU,  But  two  leagues  off,  sir; 
You  may  be  there  by  three  o'clock. 

Phil,  I'm  glad  on't.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 
Enter  Thcodosia  and  Leocadia. 

Theod,  Signor  Francisco,  why  I  draw  you 

hither  [mc. 

To  this  remote  place,  marvel  not;  for,  trust 
My  innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing; 
And  as  you  have  a  noble  temper,  start  not 
Into  oflence,  at  any  thing  my  knowledge. 
And  for  your  specisil  good,  would  be  informed 
Nor  think  mc  vainly  curious.  [of; 

Leoc,  Worthy  sir. 
The  courtesies  vou  and  your  noble  brother, 
Even  then  when  few  men  find  the  way  to  do 

Vm, 
I  mean  in  want,  so  freely  sliower'd  upon  me. 
So  truly,  and  so  timely  rainistcr*d. 
Must,  if  I  should  suspect  tliose  minds  that 

made  'ein«3, 
Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  taker, 
Or  worse,  a  base  believer.  Speak  your  mind, 

sir,  [vant. 

Freely,  and  what  you  please;  larayourser- 

Thcod.  Then,  my  young  sir,   know,  since 

our  first  acquamtance, 
Ii  ciuc'd  by  circumstances  that  deceive  not, 
1    clear  some  doubts  1  have  (nay,  blush  not, 

signor !) 
I  have  beheld  you  narrowly.  More  blushes? 
Sir,  you  give  nie  so  much  light,  I  find  you 
A  thing  confcbs'd  alrcad v.  Yet  more  b!ushes  ? 
You  would  ill  cover  an  uflTcnce  might  sink  you, 
That  cannot  hide  yourself.     VN'hy  do  you 

shake  so? 
I  mean  no  trouble  to  you.     This  fair  hand 
Was  never  uiudo  for  hardness,  nor  those  eves 
(Come,  do  not  hide  em)  for  rough  objects. 

Hark  ye, 


You  have  betray'd  yourself;  that  sigh  coo- 
firms  me. 
Another  ?  and  a  third  too  ?  Then  I  see 
These  boy's  cloaths  do  but  pinch  you.  Come, 

be  liberal ; 
You've  found  a  friend  tliat  has  found  you ; 

dis(;uise  not 
That  loaden  soul  that  labours  to  be  open. 
Now  yon  must  weep,  I  know  it,  for  1  see 
Your  eyes  down-laden  to  the  lids;  another 
Manifest  toktn  that  my  doubts  are  perfect: 
Yet  t  have  found  a  greater ;  tell  me  this, 
Why  were  these  holes  left  open?  there  was 

an  error,  [you  ? 

A  foul  one,  my  Francisco !  Have  I  caught 
Oh,  pretty  sir,  the  custom  of  our  country 
Allows  men  none  in  this  place.    Now  the 

showV  comes. 
Leoc,  Oh,  signor  Theodoro ! 
Theod,  This  sorrow  shews  so  sweetly, 
I  cannot  chuse  but  keep  it  company. 
Take  truce  and  speak,  sir:  And  1  charge  your 

goodness. 
By  all  those  perfect  hopes  that  point  at  virtue, 
By  that  remembrance  these  fair  tears  are 

shed  for, 
If  any  sad  misfortune  have  thus  form'd  you, 
That  either  care  or  counsel  may  redeem. 
Pain,  purse,  or  any  thing  within  the  power 
And  honour  of  free  gentlemen,  reveal  it. 
And  have  our  labours. 

Leoc.  I  have  found  you  n^ble. 
And  you  shall  find  me  true  :  Your  doubts  are 

rertain. 
Nor  dare  1  more  dissemble ;  T  am  a  woman, 
The  great  example  of  a  wrt  tchcd  woman. 
Here  you  must  give  me  leave  to  shew  my 

sex.-—  (credit 

And  now,  to  make  you  know  how  much  ytiur 
Has  won   upon  my  soul,  so  't  please  your 

patience, 
I'll  tell  you  my  unfortunate  sad  story. 
Theod.  Sit  down  and  say  on,  lady. 
Leoc.  I  am  born,  sir, 
Of  good  and  honest  parents,  rich,  and  noble. 
And,  not  to  lie,  the  daughter  of  donSanchio, 
If  my  unhappy  fortune  have  not  lost  me; 
My  name  call'd  Leocadia,  e'en  the  same 
Your  worthy  brother  did  the  special  honour 
To  name  for  beautiful,  and  without  pride 
I  have  been  often  made  believe  so,  signor; 
But  that's  inlpertinent !  Now  to  my  sorrows: 
Not  far  from  us  a  gentleman  of  worth, 
A  ncij:hbt)ur,  and  a  noble  visitor. 
Had  his  abode,  who  often  met  my  father 
In  gentle  sports  of  chace,  and  river-hawking, 
In  course  and  riding;  and  with  him  often 

brought 
A  son  of  his,  a  young  and  ho;  vful  gentleman, 


^  Minds  that  made  'em.^  t.  c,  did  'cm,        Sympson» 
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Nobly  train'd  up,  in  years  fit  for  affection ; 
A  sprightly  man,  of  understanding  excellent, 
Of  speechand  civirhaviourno  less  powerful; 
And  of  all  [»arts,  else  my  eyes  lied,  abundant: 
We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  Acquaint- 
Nearer  into  affection ;  from  atfcctiou  [ance 
Into  belief. 

Tkeod.  Well? 

JLeoc.  Then  we  durst  kiss. 

Theod.  Go  forward !  [less  man, 

JLeoc.  Butoh,man,man,uuconstnnt,  care- 
Oh,  subtle  man,  how  many  are  thy  mischiefs  I 
Oh,  Marc-Antonio,  1  may  curse  those  kis»t&  I 

T/tcod.  What  did  you  call  him,  lady? 

Leoc.  Marc-Antonio; 
The  name  to  me  of  misery. 

Theod.  'Prav,  forward ! 

Leoc,  From  these  we  bred  desires,  sir;  but 
lose  me,  Ileav'n, 
If  mine  were  lustful ! 

Theod.  I  believe. 

Leoc.  This  nearness  [honour, 

Made  him  importunate:  When,  to  save  mine 
(Love  having  full  possession  of  my  powers) 
I  tjot  a  contract  from  him. 
^ Theod.  Seal'd? 

Leoc.  And  sworn  too;  [upon  me. 

Which  since,   for  some  offence  Heav'n  laid 
I  lost  amongst  my  monies  in  the  robbtry 
(I'hc  loss. that  makes  me  poorest);  This  won 

from  him, 
Fool  that  I  was,  and  too  too  credulous, 
I  'pointed  him  a  bye-way  to  my  chamber 
The  next  night  at  an  hour 

Theod.  'Pray  stay  there,  lady  I-^ 
And  when  the  niglit  came,  came  he?  kept  he 
touch  with  you?  [wishes? 

(Be  not  so  shame-far'd !)  had  ye  both  your 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye? 
Were  ye  in  one  another's  arms  abed?   the 
contract  [you? 

Confirm'd  in  full  joys  there?  did  he  lie  with 
Answer  to  that !  ha?   Did  your  father  know 

this. 
The  good  old  man,  or  kindred,  privy  to*t*^? 
And  had  you  their  consents?  did  tliat  night's 
Make  yon  a  mother?  [promise 

iLcoc.  Why  d'you  ask  so  nearly? 
Good  sir,  does  it  concern  you  any  thhig? 

Theod.  No,  lady ; 
Only  the  pity  why  you  should  be  us'd  so 
A  little  stirs  ine.  But  did  he  keep  his  promise? 

Leoc.  No,  no,  si^nor; 
Alas,  he  ncvtr  came,  nor  never  meant  it! 
Mv  love  was  foolM,  tifne  numbcr'd  to  no  end, 
Mv  expectation  flouted  ;  and  guc»s  you,  sir, 
What  dor  unto  a  doting  maid  this  was^s, 
What  a  base  bre:ikiug-ort'? 

Theod.  All's  wcil  then. — Lady, 
Go  forward  in  your  storv- 

Leoc,  Not  only  fail'd,  sir, 


(Which  is  a  curse  in  love;  and  may  he  find  it 
When  his  affections  are  full-wing'd  and  read/ 
To  stoop  upon  the  quarry,  then  when  all 
His  full  hopes  are  in 's  arms !)  not  only  thus,  sir. 
But  more  injurious,  faithless,  tnfacherous. 
Within  two  days  Fame  gave  him  far  remov'd 
With  a  new  love;  which,  much  against  my 

conscience, 
But  more  at^ainst  my  cause,  which  is  my  hell, 
I  must  confess  a  fair  one,  a  right  fair  one, 
Indeed  of  admirable  sweeljiess,  daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  neighbours; 
The  thief  caird  Theodosia,  w  hose  perfections 
I'm  bound  to  ban  (or  ever,  curse  to  wrinkles,   , 
As  ileav*n  I  hope  will  make  'em  soon,  and 
aches;  [wench, 

For    they  have  robb'd  me,    poor  unhappy 
Of  all,  of  all,  sir,  all  that  was  my  glory,  [vef. 
And  left  pie  nothing  but  these  tears,  and  tra- 
Upon  this  certain  ntiws,  I  quit  my  fatlier,        ^ 
(And,  if  you  be  not  milder  in  construction, 
I  fear  mine  honour  too)  and  like  a  page 
Stole  to  Ossuna ;  from  that  place  to  Sevil ; 
From  thence  to  Barcelona  i  was  travelling 
When  you  o*er-took  my  misery,  in  hope  to 

hear  of 
Gallies  bound  up  for  Italy;  for  never 
Wdl  I  leave  off  the  search  of  this  bad  man, 
J'hi^filchcr  of  affections,  this  love-p^lar! 
Nor  shall  my  curses  cease  to  blast  her  beau- 
ties, [ture, 
And  make  her  name  as  wand  ring  as  her  na- 
' Till,  standing  face  to  face  before  their  lusts, 
I  call  Heaven's  justice  down. 

Theod.  This  shews  too  angry ; 
Nor  can  it  be  her  fault  she  is  belov*d : 
If  I  give  meat,  nmst  they  that  cat  it  surfeit? 

Leoc,  She  4oves  again,  sir,  tliere*s  the  mis- 
chief of  it, 
And  in  despite  of  me,  to  drown  my  blessings, 
Which  slie  shall  dearly  know 

Theod.  You  are  too  violent.         [devotion 

Leoc.  Sh'has  devils  in  her  eyes,  to  whose 
He  offers  all  his  service. 

Theod.  Who  can  say 
But  she  m.iy  be  forsaken  too?    He  that  once 
wanders  [mise. 

From  such  a  perfect  sweetness  as  you  pro- 
lias  he  not  still  the  same  rule  to  deceive  r 

Leoc.  No,  no ;  they  are  together,  love  to- 
gether. 
Past  all  deceit  of  that  side;  sleep  together. 
Live,  and  delight  together;  and  such  deceit 
Give  me  in  a  wild  desert ! 

Theod.  Bv  your  le.ive,  lady, 
I  see  no  honour  in  this  cunuing. 

Leoc.  Honour?  [none; 

True,  none  of  her  part;  honour?  she  deserves 
'  lis  ceas'd  with  waiidring  ladies,  such  as  she  is, 
So  bold  and  impudent. 

Theod.  I  could  be  angry,  i 


•  *»  Or  kindred  privy  to' I  f]  I  can't  help  thinking  but  that  or  is  corrupted  for  n'cre.    Syropson. 

^5  Dor.]  i.  e.  balk,  disappointment.     If  the  reader  would  see  an  account  of  the  several 

sorts  of  dorSf  I  will  refer  Ihua  to  Ben  Jeuson,  [Whallcy's  cdit«  vol.  i.  p.  383,  384.]       Stfmpion, 
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[Act  5.  Scene  £« 


Extremely  angry  now,  bejomi  my  nature, 

[Aside. 
An  'twere  not  for  my  pity:  Whnt  a  man 
Is  this,  to  do  these  wrongs ! — Believe  me,  lady, 
1  know  the  maid,  and  know  fthe  is  not  with 
him — 

Xirar.  I  would  you  knew  she  were  in  Heaven ! 

Theod.  And  so  well  knowlier,  tbaii  think 
youVe  coxen'd. 

Leoc.  8o  I  say,  sir. 

Theod.  1  mean,  in  her  beha\  iour;  for,  trust 
mv  faitli. 
So  much  I  dare  adventure  for  her  credit, 
She  never  yet  delighted  to  do  wmng. 

JLeoc:  How  cau  »he  then  delight  in  him  ? 
Dare  she  think 
(Be  what  she  will,  as  excellent  rs  aneels) 
My  love  so  fond,  my  ivisht.s  so  indul|e;ent. 
That  I  must  take  her  prennnigs^?  ^toop  at 
that  [beauty, 

Sh' has  tir'd  uponP  No,  sir;  I  hold  my 
(Wash  but  these  sorrows  from  it)  of  a  sparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers,  my  means  as  equal, 
My  youth  as  much  unblown;  and,  for  our 
And  weight  of  virtue [wortlis 

Theod.  Do  not  task  her  so  far. 

Leoc,  By  Heav'n  site's  cork,  nnddoods! 
light,  light,  sir,  vapour !  [crafts. 

But  1  shall  find  her  out,  with  all  her  witcli- 
Her  paintings,  and  herpouocings;  for*tisart. 
And  only  art  preserves  her,  and  mere  spells 
l*bat  work  upon  iiis  pow*rs.     Let  her  but 

shew  me 
A  ruiird  cheek  like  mine,  that  holds  his  colour 
(And  writes  but  sixteen  years)  in  spite  of  sor- 
roivs,  [dows. 

An  tijibatird  body,  smiles  that  give  b*jt  slia- 
And  wrinkle  not  the  face !  Besides,  she's  little, 
A  drmy  dame,  that  makes  no  object. 

T/t€od.  Nay, 
Then  I  must  bay  you  err ;  for,  credit  me, 
I  think  she's  taUer  than  yourself. 

Leoc,  Why,  let  her ! 
It  is  not  that  shall  mate  me ;  I  but  ask 
My  hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

Theod,  Gentle  lady, 
Tis  now  ill  time  of  further  argument; 
For  I  pcireive  your  anger  void  of  counsel, 
Which  i  could  wish  more  temperate. 

Leoc.  'Pray  forgive  me. 
If  I  have  spoke  unriviljy:  They  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play;  and  I  beseech 
you  [torments, 

Impute  it  love's  offence,  not  mine;  whose 
If  you  have  ever  lov'd,  and  found  my  crosses, 
You  must  confess  are  seldom  tied  to  pabence : 
Yet  I  could  wish  I  had  said  less. 

Theod.  No  harm  then ; 
You've  made  a  full  amends.     Our  company 


You  may  command^  so  please  you,  in  jrour 

travels, 
With  all  our  faith  and  furtherance ;  let  it  be 

Leoc.  You  make  too  great  an  offer,      [so. 

Theod,  Then  it  shall  be. 
Go  in,  and  rest  yourself;  our  wholesome  diet 
Will  be  made  ready  straight.    But  bark  you, 
lady !  [ferance. 

One  thing  I  must  entreat ;  your  leaxe  arid  ^uf- 
That  these\hings  may  be  open  to  my  brother^ 
For  more  respect  and  honour. 

Leoc,  Do  your  pleasure.  [means, 

Theod.  And  do  not  change  this  babity  by  iio 
Unless  yon  change  yourself. 

XflDc.  Which  must  not  yet  be. 

Theod.  It  carries  you  con^eal*d  and  safe.  ^ 

Leoc,  I'm  counsell'd.  [Exit. 

Enter  Philippo, 

Phil,  What's  done? 

Theod.  Why.  all  we  doubted ;  'cis  a womsuiy 
And  of  a  uohle  strain  too:  Guess! 

Phil.  I  cauuot. 

Theod.  You  have  heard  often  of  Iter. 

Phil,  Stay ;  1  think  not.  [cadin, 

Theod.  I n deed yo^ have;  'tis  die  faurL(^>- 
Daughter  unto  don  Sauchio,  our  noble  ueitrti- 

Phil.  Nay?  "  [bour. 

Theod,  Tis  slie,  sir,  o'roy  credit. 

Phil.  Leocadia? 
Pish  !  Leocadia  it  must  not  be. 

Theod.  It  must  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Pkil,  'Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder:  Leo* 

Theod.  The  very  same.  [cadia  ? 

Phil,  The  damsel  Leocadia? 
I  guess'd  it  was  a  woman,  aad  a  fair  one. 
I  see  it  thro'  her  shape,  transpareut,  plaio; 
But  that  it  should  be  she !  tell  me  directly. 

Theod.  By  Heav'ns,  'tis  she. 

Phil.  By  Heav'n,  then,  'tis  a  sweet  one. 

Theod.   riiat's  granted  too. 

Phil,  But  bark  you,  hark  you,  sistet ! 
How  came  she  thus  disguis'd? 

Theod,  rU  tell  you  that  too;  [too. 

As  I  came,  on  the  self-safe  ground,  so  u^'d 

Phil,  By  the  same  uiau? 

Theod.  The  same  too. 

Phil,  As  i  live,  ,     foncs  ! 

You  lovers  have  6nc  fancies,  wondrous  line 

Theod.  'Pray  Heav'n,  you  never  make  one ! 

PltiL  'Faith,  I  know  not : 
But,  in  that  mind  I  am,  I'd  rather  cobble; 
Tis  a  more  Christian  trade.  'Pray  tell  mcone 

thing; 
Are  not  you  two  now  monstrous  jealous 
Of  one  another? 

Theod.  She  is  much  of  me, 
Autl  l.-as  rail'd  at  me  most  unmercifully. 
And  to  my  face;  and,  o'my  conscience. 


••  Take  her  prenmitt^s;  stopir^  that 

Sh'as  tir'd  uponf]  Mr.  J'hiobatd,  with  whom  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  agree,  reads 
itoap  for  stop,  which  is  undoubtedly  the  true  lection,  and  is  a  term  in  falcoary  that  needs 
no  CKplanatioa.     Sympson, 

Very  fortumte  indeed^  sinoe  Sfioop  is  the  lection  uf  the  first  folio. 


Act  3.  Scene  3.] 
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Had  she  but  known  me,  either  she  or  I, 
Or  both,  had  parted  with  strange  faces, 
She.  was  in  such  a  fury. 

Phil.  Lcocadia? 
Does  she  speak  handsomely  ? 

Theod.  Wondrous  well,  sir, 
And  all  she  does  becomes  her,  e'en  her  anger. 

FhiL  How  seem'd  she  when  you  found  her? 

Theod.  Had  you  seen 
How  sweetly  fearfully  her  pretty  self  ••  ^ 
Betray 'd  herself ;  how  neat  her  sorrow  shew'd, 
And  in  what  handsome  phrase  she  put  her 
story ; 
'  And  as  occasion  stirr'd  her  how  she  started, 
Tho*  roughly,  yet  mpst  aptly,  into  anger; 
You  would  have  wonder 'd. 

Phil.  Does  she  know  you  ? 

Theod.  No, 
Nor  must  not  by  no  means. 

PhiL  How  stands  your  difference  ? 

Theod,  rii  tell  you  that  some  fitter  time : 
but,  trust  me. 
My  Marc-Antonio  has  too  much  to  answer. 

Phil.  May  I  take  knowledge  of  her  ^ 

Theod,  Yes,  she's  willing. 

Phil.  'Pray  use. her  as  she  is,  with  all  re- 
spects then ; 
For  she's  a  woman  of  a  noble  breeding. 

Theod,  You  shall  not  find  me  wanting. 

Phil.  Which  way  bears  she? 

Theod.  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

Phil.  I  am  glad  on*t.    llark  you ! 
She  keeps  her  shape  ? 

Enter  Lcocadia, 

Theod,  Yes,  .and  I  think,  by  this  time, 
Has  mcv'd  her  old 

Phtl.  She's  here ;  By  Heav'n,  a  rare  one! 
An  admirable  sweet  one !  wfiat  an  eye  ! 
Of  what  a   full  command  she  bears!  how 
gracious        '  [ver ! 

All  her  aspect  shews  I  Bless  me  from  a  fe- 
1  am  not  well  o'  th'  sudden. 

Leoc.  Noble  friends, 
Your  meat  and  all  my  service  waits  upon  ye. 

PA/7.  You   teach  us  manners,  lady;   all 

which  service  [too ; 

'  Must  now  be  mine  to  yon,  and  all  too  poor 

Bluiali  not  we  know  you ;  for,  by  all  our  faiths, 

With  us  your  honour  is  in  sanctuary, 

And  ever  shall  be. 

Leoc.  I  do  well  believe  it : 
Will  y<m  walk  nearer,  sir?  [Exit, 

Theod.  She  shews  still  fairer, 
Younger  in  every  change,  and  clearer, neater: 
1  know  not;  I  may  fool  myself,  and  finely 
Nourish  a  wolf  \o  eat  my  heart  out.  Certain, 
As  slie  appears  now,  she  appears  a  wonder, 
A  tiling  amazes  me ;  what  would  she  do  then 
In  woman's  helps,  in  ornaments  apt  for  her, 
And  deckings  to  her  delicacy?  Without  all 
doubt, 


She  would  be  held  a  miracle;  nor  can  I  think 
He  has  forsaken  her,  say  what  she  please; 
I  know  his  curious  eye  :  Or,  say  he  had. 
Put  case  he  could  be  so  boy-blind  and  foolish. 
Yet  still  I  fear  she  keeps  the  contract  with  her, 
Not  stol'n,  as  she  afhrms,  nor  lost  by  negli- 
gence ; 
She'd  lo^e  herself  first,  'tis  her  life  ;  and  there 
All  my  hopes  are  dispatch 'd.  Olr,  noble  Love, 
That  thou  couldst  be  without  this  jealousy, 
Without  this    passion    of  the  heart,    how 

heav'n  ly 
Wouldst  thou  appear  upon  us  I  Come  what 

may  come, 
I'll  see  the  end  on't:  And 'since  chance  has 

cast  her 
Naked  into  my  reftTge,  all  I  can 
Stic  freely  shall  command,  except  the  man^ 

[Exit. 
,SCENE  III. 
Enter  I^onardo  and  Pedro. 
Leo.  Don  Pedro,  do  you  think  assuredfy 
The  gallies  will  come  rouud  to  Barcelona 
Within  these  two  days? 
Pedro,  Without  doubt. 
Leo.  And  think  you 
He  will  be  with  'em  certainly  ? 

Pedro,  He  is,  sir;  ^ 
I  saw  him  at  their  setting  off. 

Leo.  Must  they  needs 
Touch  there  for  water,  as  you  say  ? 

Pedro.  They  must,  sir. 
And  for  fresh  meat  too;  few  or  none  go  by  it. 
Beside,  so  great  a  fleet  must  needs  want 
trimming,  [bour 

If  they  have  met  with  foul  seas ;  and  no  har- 
On  this  side  Spain  is  able,  without  danger, 
To  moor  'em,  but  that  haven. 

Leo.  Are  the  wars 
His  only  end? 

Pedro,  So  he  professes. 
Jji:o.  Bears  he 
Any  command  amongst  'em? 

Pedro,  Good  regard 
With  all ;  which  quickly  will  prefer  him. 

Leo,  'Pray,  sir,  tell  me, 
And  as  you  are  a  gentleman  be  liberal. 
Pedro,  1  will,  sir,  and  inost  true. 
1^0,  Who  saw  you  with  him  ? 
Pedro.    None   but   things  like    himself; 
young  soldiers. 
And  ^cnilcmen  desirous  to  seek  honour. 
Leo.  VVas  there  no  woman  there,  nor  none 
disguis'd  [guage, 

That  might  be  thought  a  woman?  In  his  Ian* 
Did  he  not  let  slip  something  of  suspicion 
Touching  that  wanton  way? 

Pedro.  Believe  me,  sir, 
I  neither  saw,  nor  could  suspect  that  face 
That  might  be  doubted  woman's ;  yet  I'm 
■    sure 


••  How  sweetly  fearful  her  pretty  ulf,]  We  have  ventared  to  assist  this  verse,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a  syllable. 
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AbcuirdliiTn  I  ifeMll  tbat  pnit:  And 'tis  im- 

pusMlile 
AouiQt;  to  manvliigh-setbiooil*  tJitre  should 

be  '  (kle, 

A  woniiin,  let  her  close  herself  within  n  coc- 
Riittlicj'  would  open  lier;  Ite  iniisl  not  love 
Withtn  thnt]>liicealiinc;  nnd  tlterefore  surely 
He  would  not  be  *n  foiilii')],  had  he  any. 
To  trust  her  there.    For  his  diicoursc,  'twjs 


Twos  onlv  tlie  reiiiembrnnpe  of  his  senice, 
And  hop'  uf  yoiiriiood  prayers  lor  his  health, 
And  so  I  fiiite  him  lo  tne  seas.  [ur; 

Len.  1  thank  vihi. 
And  now  Fun  iiatislicd.     And,  to  prerent 
Suapicinii*  that  may  iiourisli  dun(;ers,  oisnnr, 
(for  I  have  told  you  bow  the  mad  Alphon*o 
Chafes  like  RSiaa  i'tb' toil,  and  lieiiAi  his  fury 
'Gainst  all,  but  his  own  i<:iinrnncR}  I'm  [Jvlpr- 
For  peoec  sake  and  tlie  preservution  [niiu'd, 
Ot'iuy  ytt-untoucli'd  honour,  niid  bis  cutf, 
Myself  to  seek  him  there,  and  brin;;  liiin  l)acli| 
As  tcBliinoin'  of  nn  unsou<;lit  injur; 
By  either  of  our  actions;  that  liie  wijrld 
And  he,  if  he  have  reason,  may  sec  plainly 
Opinion  is  no  perfect  xuide,  nor  nil  fames 
Founders  of  truths.     In  the  inc^n  time,  tliii 


I  must  entreiit  of  yon,  sir;  be  tuysrlf  here. 
And  as  nir self  command  my  family. 

J^alro.  Vou  lay  too  much  trust  or  me. 

Leo.  'Tis  my  love,  sir. 
J  will  not  be  long  from  you.  If  tliis  qnestion 
Chance  to  be  call'd  upon  ere  my  return, 
I  leave  your  care  to  answer.  So,  fbrpwell,  sir  I 

Pedrv.  Ynu  take  a  wise  way ;  ail  my  besr 

Shall  labour  in  your  absence.   Peace  cowitli 
,„„!  [KrilLcc. 

'  noble  honest  pcntleman,  free- hearted, 

>pen  faitli,  much  loving  and  muih 


And 


loi-d. 

Ami  IuIIkt  of  [hnt  (goodness  only  Mnlire 
t^'an  Iriilv  stir  Hpaiu^i ;  wliat  dare  befall 
Till  hisretuNi  111  answer. 

[EsU. 
Fiitrr  Alphoinn  and  Snvaitl, 
Alph.  Walk  off,  sirrah; 
Bi"  ketp  voursplf  M'ilhin  my  cnll. 
Sen:   I  « ill,  sir, 

Alph.  And  stir  my  horse,  for  taking  cold. 

— Within  then-!  fsiynor! 

Hon,  people  !yoo  that  divell  there!  myl-ravc 

What,  art  ye  all  asleep  ?  is'l  Ibiil  time  with  ye? 

I'll  riiij;  a  litlle  louder. 

Enter  Pedro. 
Pedro,  Sir,  «bo  seek  you  f 


dvoii 

A/ph.  Do  you  stand  here,  sir. 
To  ask  men  qucitions  when  tliey  come  ? 

Pedro,  I  mould,  sir, 
Beii^  his  friend,  and  licarinc  such  alarms, 
Know  how  men  mme  to  visit  liim> 

Alph.  You  shall,  sir: 
'Pray  tell  his  Mightiness  here  is  aeentleman, 
By  name  Alphunso,  would  entreat  his  con- 
About  atfiiirsof  state,  sir.  Arcjou  answcr|df 
Enter  SnueAlo  carried. 

PedrtK  I  must  !>e.  fir. 

Sane,  Slay;  stlmedown.  Stay, signor! 
Yon  must  stiy,  and  you  shall  stay. 

All,/,.  Wcnniniju.e,  sirf  [yon. 

Sutir.  Yes,  vou,  sir;  you  1  mean;  I  mean 

Al/A.  WcHisir? 
Why  should  I  stay  ? 

S(NC  There's  reason. 

AlpA,  Iteanon,  sir? 

Sane.  Ay,  reason,  sir;  (first. 

My  wrong  is  ((realest,  anJ  I  will  be  m.tt'4 
C^l  out  the  man  of  fame. 

AlpA    How  serv'd,  sir? 

iSune.  Thus,  ar. 

A/pi.  But  not  Iwfnre  rac  f 

Suaa.  Before  idl  tlic  wo/ld,  sir. 
As  my  case  stands. 

A/ph.  I've  lost  D  daugliter,  sir. 

•bill'.  I've  lost  anolber,  worth  five  score 
of  her,  sir. 

A/p/i.  You  must  not  tell  me  so. 

Sunc.  1  have;  and,  hark  ye,  flow; 

.Make  it  up  five  score  more.  Coll  out  the  fuU 
And  stand  you  by,  sir. 

1'r.dro.  I'liis  is  llie  mad  morris. 

Alpli.  And  Istiiud  by? 

Sane.  1  say,  stand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alp/i.  Stnod  by,  -iniong  thy  lu»gs*»? 

Siiiie.  Turn  preseiillj. 
And  say  thv  praters;  tJiou  art  dead. 

Ali,/<.  I^orn  thee!  [dostl 

And  sciirn  to  say  my  prayers  more  thtui  tilou 
Mine  is  the  must  wronc.  and  my  daughter 
And  mine  shall  first  be  n|{liied.        [dcai'es^ 

S«»c.  Shall  be  righted  r 

Pedro.  A  third  may  five,  I  see.  'Pray  hear 

&nc.'shallbe? 

A/ph.  Ay,  shall  be  rigbtcd. 

Saiif,  Now? 

A/ph.  Now. 

Sane.  Instantly? 

A/ph.  Bef.irc  1  siir. 

Sane.  Before  me? 


"  iui^s.]  Probably  this  is  an  accidental  corruption  of  tlie  word  lonnt,  (i.  c.  loir  ptaplt)  de- 
rivi  d  from  ihe  Irish  tiuii,  slugi-u/\.     ffte  Dt,  Ptrcy's  lltliijucs  of  Anlient  Poetry,  Gloisuy 
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Alph.  Before  any. 

Sane.  Dost  thou  coosider  what  thou  sayst? 
Hast  thou  friends  here 
Able  to  quench  my  anger,  or  persuade  me 
(After  Tve  beaten  thee  into  one  main  bruise'*, 
And  made  thee  spend  thy  state  in  rotten  ap- 
ples) 
Thou  canst  at  length  be  quiet  ?  Shall  I  kill 
Divide  thee  like  a  rotten  poinpion,      [thee? 
And  leave  thee  stinking  to  posterity  ? 
There*s  not  the  least  Blow  I  shall  give,  but 

does  this. 
Urge  ine  no  further:  I  am  first. 

Alph,  ini  hane  first !    ' 
No,  goodtuan  Glory,  'tis  not  your  bravadoes. 
Your  punctual  honour,  nor  soldadosbip 

Sane.  Set  me  a  little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  liira  sally ! —  [tion  »«, 

Lin*d  with  yourquirks  of  carriage  anddiscre- 
Can  blow  me  oflfmy  purpose.    Where*s  your 
credit,  [arguing. 

With  all  your  school-points  now?  your  decent 
And  apt  time  for  performing?  where  are  these 

toys. 
These  wise  ways  and  most  honourable  courses. 
To  take  revenge  ?  How  dar*btthou  talk  of  kill- 
ing, 
Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  but  squirts, 
When  lechery  has  dry-founder*d  thee  ? 

Sane,  Nearer  yet ! 
That  I  may  spit  him  down ! — Thou  lookest 
like  a  man. 

Pedro.  I  would  be  thought  so,  sir. 

Sane.  'Prithee  do  but  take  me, 
And  flmg  me  upon  th^t  puppy. 

Alph.  Do,  for  Heaven's  sake, 
*  And  see  but  how  I'll  hug  him. 

Sane.  Yet  take  warning  ! 

Pedro.  'Faith,  gentlemen,  this  is  a  needless 
quarrel. 

S(ine.  And  d'you desire  to  make  one? 

Pedro,  As  a  friend,  sir, 
To  tell  you  all  this  aii^er  is  but  lost,  sir; 
For  Leonardo*  is  from  home. 

Aiph.  No,  no,  sir ! 

Pedro.  Indeed  he  is. 

Sane,  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here,  sir, 


When  men  are  wrong'd,  and  come  for  satis- 
factions ? 

Pedro,  It  seems  be  has  done  none,  sir;  for 
his  business, 
Clear  of  tho«e  cares,  hath  carried  him  for 

some  tinie 
To  Barcelona :  If  he  had  been  guilty, 
I  kuovi^  he  would  have  stay'd,  and  clear'd  all 

diflTerence, 
Either  by  free  confession,  or  his  sword. 

Sane,  This  must  not  be! 

Pedro.  Sure  as  I  live,  it  is,  sir. 

Alph.  Sure,  as  we  all  live, 
He's  run  away  for  ever! — Barcelona? 
Why,  'tb  the  key  for  Italy,  from  whence 
He  stole  first  hither. 

Sane,  And  having  found  his  knaveries 
Too  gross  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open, 
He  has  found  the  same  way  back  again:  I 

believe  too* 
Tlie  good  grass  gentleman,  for  his  own  ease. 
Has  taken  one  o*  th'  fillies.    Is  not  his  stud 
sold  ? 

Alph,  I  fear  his  worship's  shoes  too,  to 
escape  us ; 
I  do  not  think  he  has  a  dish  within  doors^ 
A  louse  left  of  his  lineage. 

Pedro,  You're  too  wide,  sir. 

Alph,  Or  one  poor  wooden  spoon. 

Pedro.  Come  m  and  see,  sir. 

Alph,  I'll  see  his  house  on  fire  first! 

Pedro,  Then  be  pleas'd. 
Sir,  to  give  better  censure. 

Sane.  I  will  after  him, 
And  search  him  like  conceal'd  land,  but  HI 
have  him;  ^ 

And,  tho'  I  find  him  in  his  shrift,  1*11  kill  him. 

Alph,  ni  bear  you  company. 

Sane,  'Pray  have  a  care  then, 
A  mobt  especial  care,  indeed  a  fear, 
You  do  not  anger  me. 

Aiph.  I  will  observe  you ; 
And  if  I  light  upon  him  handsomely • 

Si/nc,  Kill  but  a  piece  of  him ;  leave  some, 
For  your  poor  friends !  [Alphonso, 

Pedro.  I  fear  him  not  for  all  this. 

Alph.  Shall  we  first  go  home. 


JO  One  main  bruist.]  The  variation  Ttas recommended  by  Theobald.  The  mention  of  rotten 
apple*  (esteemed  beneficial  in  bruises)  induces  us  to  think  Inni  ri^ht. 

»*  Sane.  Lin*d  with  your  quirks.^  I  have  given  to  the  speakers  here,  what  I  t^ink  they  may 
justly  claim,  though  Mr.  Theobald  only  makes  a  query  about  it,  viz,  their  proper  speeches, 
which  ail  the  former  editions  seem  to  have  confounded;  after — soldudoship — Alphonso  is 
interrupted  by  old  Sanchio,  who  says, 

Set  me  a  little  nearer^  let  him  sally — After  which  Alphonso  goes  on  to  complete  his  pas* 
sionate  speech  that  was  broke  oflf  at^notyour  soldadoship^^thxxSy 

*  Lin'd  with  your  quirks  of  carriage,' 4*^'' 
After  which  follows  naturally  enough, 

.   Sane.  *  Nearer  yet.'  Sympson, 

First  folio  reads  thus: 

Sane.  *  Set  me  a  little  neiyer.' 
Alph.  *  Let  him  sally.' 
S,  'Lin'd  with,' 4c 
Sympson's  variation,  therefore,  about  which  thus  much  is  said,  is  merely  omitting  the  5.  which 
by  some  accident  (and  palpably  accident)  was  placed  at  the  begioning  of  the  last  line. 
Vol.  n.  3  T  • 
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[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


(For  it  may  prove  a  vojaec)  and  dispose 
Ofthiuss  tlicre?  Iieav*n  kiiovrs  what  may 

Sane.  No;  [follow! 

I'll  kill  him  in  this  shirt  IVe  on :  Let  tilings 
Govern  themselves !  Vm  master  of  my  honour 
At  thib  timcyand  no  more;  Ictwife,  and  laud, 
Lie  hiy  »^  *till  1  returu  ! 

Alfth,  I  say  Amen  to't: 
fiut « hat  care  for  our  monies? 

'  Sane.  1*11  not  spend 
iSbovr  three  «)hiihn(:s,  *till  his  head  be  here; 
Four  is  too  grciita  sum  for  all  bis  fortunes. 
Come,  take  me  up  instantly. 

Aiph,  Farewell  to  you,  sir! 
And  if  your  friend  be  in  a  feather-bed, 
Scw'd  up  to  sbrowd  his  fears,  tell  him  'us 
foily ; 


For  DO  course  but  his  voluntary  banging 
Can  ^et  our  pardons.  {_Exnint. 

Pedro.  Tniese  1  think  would  be 
Offience  enough,  if  their  own  indiscretions 
Would  suffer  *em  ;  two  of  the  old  seditions ! 
When  thej  want  enemies,  they  are  their  own 

foes  : 
Were  they  a  little  wiser,  I  should  doubt  'em  ; 
Till  when.  111  ne'er  break  sleep,  nor  suffer 

hunger.  [easy. 

For  any  barm  he  shall  teceive :  For  tis  as 
If  he  bceuilty,  to  turn  these  two  old  men 
Upon  their  own  throats,  and  look  on,  and 

live  still, 
As*tis  to  tell  fire  pound ;  a^reat  deal  sooner. 
And  so  111  %»  my  meat,  and  then  to  hawking. 


^   Lie  lay.]  This  passage  is  a  confirmation  of  a  correction  I  made  in  The  Scornful  Lady : 
Thouch  y\r.  Theobald   niaken  au  uuhappy  query  whether  we  should  not  read,  *  WefaUtm  :' 
But  this  is  the  same  thing  ;  /ay,  as  you  may  see  in  note  ^  upon  llie  Scornful  Lady,  being 
f^lUfsc,        Sympson. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Marc-Antonio  and  a  Gcntlanan. 

Marc,  ^1R,  this  is  compliment;  I  pray  you 
^     leave  me. 

Gent.  Sir,  it  is  not. 

Marc.  V\hy,  I  w  ould  only  see 
The  town. 

Gent.  And  only  that  I  come  to  sfiew  you. 

Marc.  Which  I  can  see  without  you. 

Gent.  S**  you  may, 
Plainly,  not  safely:  For  such  difference 
As  you  have  seen  betwixt  the  sea  anti  earth 
W hen  wavrs  rise  high,  and  land  would  beat 

Vm  bark. 
As  fearful  of  invasion;  such  we  find 
When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Marc.  Sir [fearing 

Gent.  Besides,  our  genVal  of  the  gallics. 
Your  hasty  nature,  charg'd  me  not  return 
Without  you  safe. 

Marc.  'Oh,  sir,  that  Rodorigo 
Is  nohlf,  and  he  docs  mistake  my  temper: 
'i'lirre  is  not  in  the  world  a  mind  less  apt 
To  conceive  wrongs,  or  do  'em.    Has  he  seen 

inc 
In  all  this  voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleases 

Enter  Eviicn'uiy  zcilh  dircrs  Attendants, 

To  call  me  fri<?nd,  let  slip  a  hasty  word?— 
'.Sllj!;ht,  sir  I  yonder  is  a  lady  vcil'd; 
For  propcrncss  heyund  comparison. 
And  hure  her  face  is  like  the  rest;  we'll  see't. 


Gent.  Why,  you  are  hasty,  sir,  already. 
Know  you 
What  'tis  you  go  about? 

Marc.  Yes;  I  would  see 
The  woman's  face. 

Gent,  hy  Heav'n,  you  sliall  not  do't! 
You  do  not  know  the  custom  of  the  place: 
To  d  raw  that  curtain  here,  tho'she  were  mean. 
Is  mortal. 

Marc.  Is  it  ?  Earth  must  come  to  earth 
At  liist ;  and,  by  my  troth,  I'll  try  it,  sir. 

Gt'Jit.  Then  1  must  hold  you  fast.     By  all 
the  faith 
That  can  be  plac'd  in  man,  'tis  an  attempt 
More  dangerous  than  dea^  ;  'tis  death  and 
I  know  the  lady  well.  *        [shame  I 

Marc.  Is  she  a  lady  ?    . 
I  shall  the  more  desire  to  see  her,  sir. 

Gent.  She  is  Alanso's  wife,  the  Governor, 
A  noble  gentleman. 

Marc.  U'hcn  let  me  go : 
If  I  can  win  her,  you  and  I  will  govern 
This  town,  sir,  fear  it  not,  and  we  will  alter 
These  l>arbarous customs  then;  for  every  lady 
Shall  be  seen  daily,  and  seen  over  too^^. 

Gent.  Come,  do   not  jest,  nor  let  your 
passions  bear  you 
To  such  wildenterprizes  !  Hold  you  still ; 
For,  as  I  have  a  soul,  you  shall  not  do't ! 
She  is  a  lady  of  unblemish'd  fame. 
And  here  to  offer  that  affront,  were  base. 
Hold  on  your  way;  and  we  will  see  the  town, 
And  overlook  the  ladies. 


n  And  seen  ovrr  too.]  Svmpson  thinks  it  probable  we  should  read,  *  seen  overt  too;'  i.  e. 
open.  But  the  last  hue  of  the  next  speech,  'And  ozerlook  the  ladies/  seems  to  confirm  the 
old  reading. 
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Marc.  I  am  schooPd, 
And  promise  you  I  will. — But,  good  sir,  sec ! 
She  will  pass  by  us  now:  I  hope  I  may 
Salute  her  thus  far  off. 

Gent*  'Sfoot,  are  you  mad? 
Twill  be  as  ill  as  th*  other. 

t  Attend.  What's  the  matter? 
What  would  that  fellow  have? 

Gent,  Good  sir,  forbear. 

1  Attend.  It  seems  you  are  new  landed; 
would  you  beg 
Any  thing  here  ? 

Marc.  Yes,  sir,  all  happiness 
Tu  that  fair  lady,  as  I  hope. 

Gent.  Marc-Antonio !  [would  beg 

Marc.  Her  face,  which  needs  no  hiding,  I 
A  sight  of. 

Gent.  Now  go  on ;  for  'tis  too  late 
To  keep  this  from  a  tumult. 

1  Attend.  Sirrah,  you 
Shall  see  a  fitter  object  for  your  eyes, 
Than  a  fair  lady's  face. 

£i/g.  For  Heav'n's  sake,  raise  not 
A  quarrel  in  the  streets  for  me ! 

1  Attend.  Slip  in  ihen; 
This  is  your  door. 

Eug.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then  ? 

1  Attend.  VVe  must,  mt  suffer  [speak. 

This  outrage.     Is't  not  all  your  minds,  sirs? 

AIL  Yes. 

iVg.  Then  I  do  beseech  ye,  let  my  lord 

Enter  three  or  four  Soldiers. 

Not  think  the  quarrel  about  me;  for 'tis  not. 

[Exit. 

Gent.  Sec,  happily  some  of  our  galley  sol- 
Are  come  ashore,  [diers 

1  Attend.  Come  on,  sir !  you  shall  see 
Faces  enough. 

Enter  certain  Townsmen, 

Gent.  Some  one  of  you  call  to 
Our  General !  the  whole  roar  of  the  town 
Comes  in  upon  us. 

Marc.  I  have  seen,  sir,  better 
Perhaps,  than  that  was  cx>ver'd ;  and  will  yet 
See  that,  or  spoil  yours.  [The^  Ji^ht, 


Enter  Fhilippo,  Theodosia,  and  Leocadia, 

Phil.  On  !  why  start  you  back  ? 
Thcod.  Alas,  sir,  they  are  fighting. 
J^oc.  Let's  be  gone. — 
See,  see,  a  handsome  man  struck  down ! 

Gent.  Ho,  General ! 
Look  out !  Antonio  is  in  distress. 
Thcod,  Antonio? 
Leoc.  Antonio  ?    Tis  he. 
JRad.  [within."]  Ho,  Governor! — Make  a 
shot  into  the  town ! 
IMl  part  you.   Bring  away  Antonio    [A  shit. 
Into  my  cabin.   [&e.  Attend,  and  Townsmen, 

Gent.  I  will  do  that  office : 
I  fear  it  is  the  last  that  I  shall  do  him. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers  and  GentlemanpWith 
Maro-Antanio,  * 
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Theod.  The  last?  why,  will  he  die? 
Leoc,  Since  I  have  found  him. 
Happiness  leave  me,  when  I  leave  him!  [Exit. 

Phil.  Why,  Theodosia ! 
My  sister !  wake !  Alas,  I  griev'd  but  now 
To  see  the  streets  so  full,  and  now  1  grieve 
To  sec  them  left  so  empty :   I  could  wish 
Tumult  himself  were  here,  that  vet  at  least 
Amongst  the  band  I  might  espy  some  face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 
Embrace  an  errand  for  a  cordial, 
Or  aqua-vita,  or  a  cup  of  sack. 

Or  a  physician.     But  to  talk  of  these 

She  breathes !  Stand  up !  oh,  Theodosia ! 
Speak  but  as  thou  wert  wont :  give  but  a  sigh. 
Which  is  but  the  most  unhappy  piece  of  life^ 
And  I  will  ever  after  worship  sadness. 
Apply  myself  to  grief,  prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  sorrow! 
.  Theod.  Oh,  Philippo,  help  me !        [arms, 
Phil.  I  do :  These  are  my  arms,  Philippo's 
Thy  brother's  arms,  that  hold  ihce  up. 

Thcod.  You  help  me 
To  life;  but  I  would  see  Antonio 
That's  dead.  [thou? 

Phil.  Thou  shalt  see  any  thing.  How  dost 
Theod.  Better,  I  thank  you. 
Phil.  Why,  that's  well.     Call  up 
Thy  senses,  and  uncloud  thy  cover'd  spirits. 
How  now? 

Theod,  Recover'd.     But  Antonio! 
Where  is  he? 

Phil,  We  will  find  him.     Art  thou  well? 
Theod,  Perfecdy  well,  saving  the  miss  of 
him. 
And  I  do  charge  you  here,  by  our  alliance. 
And  by  the  love  which  would  have  been  be- 
twixt us, 
Knew  we  no  kindred;  by  that  killing  fcnr^ 
Mingled  with  twenty  thousand  hopes  and 

doubts, 
Which  you  may  think  plac*d  in  a  lover's  heart, 
And  in  a  virgin's  too  when  she  wants  help, 
To  grant  roe  your  assistance  to  find  out 
This  man,  alive  or  dead  I  and  I  will  pay  you, 
In  service,  tears,  or  prayers,  a  world  of  wealth ; 
But  other  treasure  I  have  none.    Alas ! 
You  men  have  strong  hearts;  but  we  feeble 

maids   - 
Have  tender  eyes,  which  only  given  be 
To  blind  themselves,  crying  for  what  they  see. 
Phil.  Why  dost  thou  charge  me  thus?  Have 
I  been  found 
Slow  to  perform,  what  I  could  but  imagine 
Thy  wishes  were  ?    Have  I  at  any  time 
Tendcr'd  a  business  of  mine  own,  beyond 
'A  vanity  of  thine?    Have  I  not  been, 
As  if  I  were  a  senseless  creature,  made 
To  serve  thee  without  power  of  questioning? 
If  so,  why  fear'st  thou? 

Theod,  1  am  satisfied.  [cadia  ? 

Phil.  Come  then,  let's  go.— Where's  Leo- 
Theod,  I  know  not,  sir. 
Phil.  Where's  Leocadia? 
Theod,  I  do  not  know. 
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Phil.  Leocadm ! 
This  tumult  made  the  streets  asdead  an  niebt; 
A  man  may  talk  as  freely !  what's  become 
Of  Lcocadia? 

Theod,  She's  run  away. 

Phil,  Be  gone,  and  let  us  neirer  more  be- 
hold 
Each  other's  face,  till  we  may,  both  together. 
Fasten  our  eyes  on  her !    Accursed  be 
Those  tender  cozenin*;  names  of  Charky, 
And  Natural  Affection !  they  have  lost 
Me,  only  by  observing  them,  what  cost. 
Travel,  and  fruitless  wishes,  may  in  vain 
Search  thro'  the  world,  but  never  find  a)>ain. 

Tkeod.  Good  sir,  be  patient !  I  have  done 
no  fault 
Worthy  this  banishment. 

PhiL  Yes;  Leocadia, 
The  lady  so  distress*d,  who  was  content 
To  lay  her  story,  and  to  lay  her  heart 
As  open  as  her  story  to  yourself; 
Who  was  content  that  I  should  know  her  sex,. 
Before  dissembled,  and  to  put  herself 
Into  my  conduct;  whom  I  undertook 
Safely  to  guard ;  is  in  this  tumult  lost ! 

Theod,  And  can  I  help  it,  sir  ? 

Phil.  No ;  'would  thou  couldst ! 
You  might  have  done,  but  for  that  zeal'd  reli- 
gion 
You  women  bear  to  swoonings:  You  do  pick 
Your  times  to  faint,  when  somebody  is  by 
Bound  or  by  nature,  or  by  love,  or  service. 
To  raise  you  from  that  well-dissembled  death : 
Inform  roe  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 
Dead  in  her  private  chamber  by  herself. 
Where  sickness  would  no  more  forbear  than 
And  I  will  quit  the  rest  for  her.  [here, 

Theod  1  know  not 
What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  dis- 
But,  by  my  trOth,  I  did  not.  [semble ; 

Phil.  By  my  troth, 
'Would  I  had  tried !  'would  I  had  let  thee  Iain, 
And  follow'd  her ! 

Theod,  I  would  you  had  done  so. 
Rather  than  been  so  angry.  Where's  Antonio? 

Phil,  Why  dost  thou  vex  me  with  these 
questions? 
I'll  tell  thee  where ;  he's  carried  to  the  gallies, 
'There  to  be  chain'd,  and  row,  and  beat,  and 

row 
With  knotted  ropes,  and  pi zzles;  if  he  swoon, 
He  has  a  dose  of  biscuit. 

Theod.  I  am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

Phil.  Was  ever  man  thus  troubled  ? 
Tell  me  where  Leocadia  is  J 

Theod.  Good  brother, 
Be  not  so  hasty,  and  I  think  I  can : 
Y'ou  found  no  error  in  me,  when  I  first 
Told  you  she  was  a  woman;  and,  believe  me. 
Something  I  have  found  out  which  makes  me 

think, 
Nay  almost  kuow  so  well,  that  I  durst  swear 
She  fol1ow*d  hurt  Antonio. 

Phil.  What  do  we      ' 


Enter  the  GoMmor,  tzpo  Attendants,  and  the 

Townsmen, 

Then  lingring  here  ?  We  will  aboard  tlie  pal- 
And  find  her.  [lies. 

Gov.  Made  he  a  shot  into  the  town  ? 

1  Attend.  He  did,  sir. 

Goo.  Call  back  those  gentlemen. 

1  Attend,  The  G<»vernor 
Commands  you  back. 

Phil.  We  will  obey  him,  sir.  [He  is 

Guv.  You  Have  him  cause  to  shoot,  I  know 
So  far  from  rash  offence,  and  holds  with  me 
Such  curious  friendship — Could  not  one  of 

yoo 
Have  calPd  me  while  'twas  doing  ?    Such  an 
Before  my  door  too?  [uproar,. 

1  Totem.  By  my  troth,  sir, 
We  were  so  busy  in  the  public  cause. 
Of  our  own  private  falling  out,  that  we  for- 
got it.  [soon- 
At  home  we  see  now  you  were  not;  but  as 
As  the  sliot  made  us  fly,  we  ran  away 
As  fast  as  we  cmild  to  seek  your  honour. 

Goto,  Twas  gravely  done !  but  no  man  tells 

the  cause,  [differ. 

Or  chance,  or  what  it  was,  that  made  you 

1  Towns.  For  my  part,  sir,  if  there  were 
any  that 
1  knew  of,  the  shot  drove  it  out  of  ray  Lead. 
Do  you  know  any,  neiglibours? 

All,  Not  we,  not  we. 

Gov,  Not  we  ?    Nor  can  you  tell  ? 

i  Attend.  No  other  cause,  [gallies. 

But  the  old  quarrel  betwixt  the  town  and  the 

Goto.  Come  nearer,  gentlemen!  What  are 
your  names  ? 

Phil.  My  namf  Philippo. 

Theod.  And  mine  Tbeodoro. 

Gov.  StranstTS  yoii  arc,  it  seems. 

Phil.  Newly  arriv'd. 

Gov.  Then  vou  are  they  begun  this  tumult. 

Phil,  No,  sir. 

Gov,  Spetik  one  of  you. 

1  Attend.  They  are  not;  I  can  quit 'em. 

Theod,  Yet  we  saw  part,  and  an  unhappy 

part, 

Of  this  debate ;  a  long-sought  friend  of  ours 

Struck  down  for  dead,  and  borne  unto  the 

His  name  is  Marc-Antooio.  [gallies; 

Phil   And  another 
Of  our  own  company,  a  gentleman 
Of  nohir  birth,  besides  accotiipanied 
With  all  the  gifts  of  Nature,  ravish'd  hence 
We  know  not  how,  in  this  dissention. 

Gov.  Get  you  home  all,  and  work ;  and 
when  I  hear 
You  meddle  with  a  weapon  any  more,    fyon 
But  those  belonging  to  your  trades,  111  lay 
Where  your  best  customers  sliall  hardly  find 
you.  [Exeunt  Townsmen, 

I'm  sorry,  gentlemen,  I  troubled  you. 
Being  both  strangers,  by  your  tongues,  and 

looks, 
df  worth  t  To  make  ye  some  part  of  afaeodf^ 
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If -there  be  any  thing  in  this  poor  town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  would  command, 
Command  nie ! 

TJteod.  Sir,  this  wounded  gentleman, 
If  it  might  please  you,  if  your  power  and  love 
Extend  so  far,  I  would  be  glad  to  wish 
Might  be  removed  into  the  town  for  cure: 
The  gallies  stay  not;  and  his  wouud,I  know, 
Cannot  endure  a  voyage. 

Gov.  Sir,  he  shall, 
I  warrant  you.-^Go  call  me  hither,  sirrah. 
One  of  my  other  servants.     [Exit  1  Attend. 

Fhil.  And  besides. 
The  gentleman  we  lost,  signor  Francisco, 
Shall  he  be  rendered  too  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

G(/v.  And  he,  sir,  too.     Go,  sirrah,  bear 
this  ring  ^ 
To  Rodorigo,  my  most  noble  friend, 
The  general  of  the  gallies :  Tell  him  this. 

J  Whispers  to  his  Servant.     Exit  Servant, 
eod.  Now  wc  shall  have  'em  both. 

Phil.  Blest  be  thy  thoughts 
For  apprehending  this !  blest  be  tliy  breath 
For  uttering  it! 

Gov.  Come,  gentlemen,  you  shall 
Enter  my  roof;  and  I  will  send  for  surgeons. 
And  you  shall  see  your  friends  here  presently. 

Theod.  His  name  was  Marc-Antonio. 

Gov.  I  know  it. 
And  have  sent  word  so. 

Phil.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francisco's  name  ? 

Gov.  Nor  his.     You're  truly  welcome ; 
To  talk  about  it  more,  were  but  to  say 
The  same  word  often  over:  You  arc  welcome. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Marc-Anttmio,  carried  bi/  ivo  Soldiers; 
Leocudia  and  the  SerTunt  following. 

Serv.  This  is  the  house,  sir. 

Marc.  Enter  it,  1  pray  you; 
For  i  am  faint,  altho'  I  think  my  wound 
Be  nothing.  Soldiers,  leave  us  now;  I  thank 
you. 

1  Sold.  Heaven  send  you  health,  sir! 
Set^.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Marc.  My  wound  *s  not  iu  my  feet;  I  shall 
entreat  'cm, 
I  hope,  to  bear  me  so  far.  [Exit, 

2  Sold.  How  seriously 

These  land-men  fled,  when  our  general 
Made  a  shot,  as  if  he  had  been  a  warning 
To  rail  *em  to  their  hall ! 

1  Sold.  I  cannot  blame  'em : 
What  a  man  have  they  now  in  the  towo 
Able  to  maintain  a  tumult,  or  uphold 
A  matter  out  of  square,  if  need  be?    Oh, 
The  quiet  hurly-burlies  that  IVe  seen 
In  this  town,  when  we*ve  fought  four  hours 

together. 
And  oot  a  man  amongst  us  so  impertiaeDt  * 


Or  modest  to  ask  why? 
But  now  tlie  pillars  that  bare  up  this  blessed 
Town  in  that  regular  debate,  and  scrambling. 
Are  dead,  the  more's  the  pity. 

52  Sold.  Old  Ignatio 
Lives  still. 

1  Sold.  Yes,  1  know  him ;  he  will  do 
Prettily  well  at  a  man's  liver :  But  where 
Is  there  a  man  now  living  in  the  town 
'J'hat  hath  a  steady  hand,  and  understands 
Anatomy  well  ?    If  it  come 

To  n  particular  matter  of  the  lungs. 
Or  the  spleen,  why,  alas!  Ignatio  is  to  seek. 
Are  there  any  such  men  left  as  I  [you 

Have  known,  that  would  say  they  would  hit 
In  this  place  ?     Is  there  ever  a  good  artist. 
Or  a  member-piercer,  or  a  small-gut-man^ 
Left  in  the  town  ?    Answer  me  that. 

2  Sold.  'Mass,  ^ 
I  think  there  be  not. 

1  Sold,  No,  I  warrant  thee. 
^  Come,  come ;  'tis  time  we  were  at  the  gallies. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Governor,   Eugenia^   Marc-Ant<mio, 
^  Philippo,  Theodosia,  Leocadia,  and  Attend- 
ants. 

Gov.  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I  said 

already. 

You  may  command  my  house;  but  I  must  beg 

Pardon  to  leave  you.     If  the  public  business 

Forc*d  mc  not  from  you,  I  myself  should  call 

it 
Unmannerly;  but,  good  sir,  do  you  give  it 
A  milder  name.  >  Jt  shall  not  be  an  hour 
Ere  I  return. 

Marc.  Sir,  I  was  ne'er  so  poor 
In  my  own  thoughts,  as  that  I  want  a  means 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov,  Sir,  within  this  hour.  [Exit, 

Marc.  Is  this  the  lady  that  I  quarrell'd  for? 
Oh,  Lust,  if  wounds  cannot  restrain  thypower^ 
Let  shame !  Nor  do  I  feel  my  hurt  at  all. 
Nor  is  it  au^ht;  only  I  was  well  beaten. 
If  I  pursue  It,  all  the  civil  world. 
That  evepdid  imagine  the  content 
Found  in  the  band  of  man  and  wife  unhroke, 
The  reverence  due  to  housholds,  or  the  ble- 
That  may  be  stuck  upon  posterity,        [mish 
Will  catch  me,  bind  me,  burn  upon  ray  fore- 
head, 

*  This  is  the  wounded  stranger,  that,  receiv'd 

*  For  charity  into  a  house,  attempted*—— 
I  will  not  do  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  how  do  you  now, 
That  you  walk  oflf? 

Marc.  Worse,  madam,  than  I  was; 
But  it  will  over. 

Eug,  Sit,  and  rest  a  while !' 

Marc.  Where  are  the  surgeons? 

Eug,  Sir,  it  is  their  maimer. 
When  they  have  seen  tlie  wound,  especially 
Tlie  patient  being  of  worth,  to  go  cpnsult 
(Which  they  are  now  at  in  another  room) 
About  the  dressing. 
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mintci  Madam,  I  do  feci 
Mvself  not  well. 

Tfieod.  Alas  ! 

Leoc.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

FMg.  Will  you  drink  waters  ? 

Marc,  No,  good  madam ;  'tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me,  nor  I  thinki 
Any  thing  dangerous :  But  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  sit  so  heavy  on  my  con->> 

science. 
That  will  perplex  my  mind,  and  stop  my  cure ; 
So  that  unless  I  utter  'em,  a  scratch. 
Here  on  my  thumb,  will  kill  me.  Gentlemen, 
I  pray  you  leave  the  room,  and  come  not  in 
Yourselves,  or  any  other,  'till  I  have 
Open'd  mvself  to  this  most-honour*d  lady ! 

Phil.  We  will  not. 

Theod.  Uh,  bless'd  !  he'll  discover  now 
His  love  to  me. 

Leoc.  Now  he  will  tell  the  lady 
Our  contract. 

[Exeunt  omnes  prirtcr  Eug.  and  Marc. 

Eng,  I  do  believe  he  will  confchs  to  me 
The  wrong  he  did  a  lady  in  the  streets; 
But  I  forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I  perceive 
Myself  grow  worse  and  worse. 

£i/g.  Shall  I  call  back 
Your  friends? 

Marc.  Oh,  no !  but,  ere  I  do  impart 
What  burthens  mc  so  sore,  let  me  entreat  you 
(For  there  is  no  trust  in  these  surgeons) 
To  look  upon  my  wound  ;  it  is  perhaps 
My  last  request:  But  tell  me  truly  too, 
(That  must  be  in)  how  far  do  you  imagine 
It  will  have  power  upon  me. 

Eug.  Sir,  I  will. 

Marc.  For  Heav'n's  sake,  softly  !  Oh !  I 
must  needs  lay 
My  bead  down  easily,  whilst  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do,  sir.— 
Tis  but  an  ordinary  blow;  a  child 
Of  mine  has  had  a  greater,  and  been  well: 
Are  you  faint-hearted  .* 

^rarc.  Oh! 

Eug.  Why  do  you  sigh  ? 
There  is  no  danger  in  the  world  in  this: 

I  wonder  it  should  make  a  man Sitdown'-^. 

What  do  you  mean?  why  do  you  kiss  my 

breasts? 
Lift  up  your  head ;  your  wound  may  vvell 
endure  it.  [fection 

Marc.  Oh,  madam,  may  I  not  express  af- 
(Dying  affection  too,  I  fear)  to  those 
That  do  me  favours,  such  as  this  of  yours? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  so,  'tis  well:  But  what's 
toe  business 
Lies  on  your  conscience? 

Marc.  I  will  tell  you,  madam. 

Eug.  Tell  me,  and  laugh? 

Marc.  But  I  will  tell  you  true, 
Tho'  I  do  laugh  :  I  know,  as  well  as  you, 
My  wound  is  nothing ;  nor  the  power  of  earth 


Could  Isiy  a  wound  upon  mc  in  your  presence, 
That  I  could  feel :  But  I  do  laugh  to  think 
How  covertly,  how  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  men,  and  wise  men  too^  we  shall  deceive 


em. 
Whilst  they  imagine  I  am  talking  here 
With  that  short  breath  I  have,  ready  to  swoon 
At  <»very  full  point;  you  my  ghostly  mother 
To  hear  my  sad  confession  ;  you  and  I 
V^'iil  on  that  bed  within,  prepar*d  for  me, 
Debate  the  matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear ! 
Thou  wert  but  now  as  welcome  to  this  house 
As  certain  cures  to  sick  men,  and  just  now 
This  sudden  alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  j)l;iguesconie  to  infect  it;  if  thou  knrw'st 
How  loathsome  thon  wilt  be,   thou  wouldsD 

entreat 
These  walls  or  post^  to  help  thee  to  a  hurty 
Past  thy  dissimulation. 

Marc.  Gentle  madam. 
Call 'em  not  in! 

Eug.  I  will  not  yet;  this  place 
I  know  to  be  within  the  rench  of  tongue 
And  ears  ;  thou  canst  not  force  me ;  there- 
fore hear  me 
What  I  will  tell  thee  quickly:  Thou  art  bom 
To  end  some  way  more  dise stt-cm'd  than  this; 
Or,  which  is  worse,  to  die  of  this  hurt  yet. — 
Come,  gentlemen! 

Enter  Leocadia. 

Marc.  Good  madam  1 

Eug.  Gentlemen  ! 

Ltoc.  Madam,  how  is't  ?  Is  Marc- An  ton  ii> 
well  ? 
Mcthinks  your  looks  are  alter*d,  and  I  see 
A  strange  distemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I  am  wrought 
By  that  dissembling  man,  that  fellow,  worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Theodosia^ 

I^oc.  Gentle  madam,  speak 
To  me  alone  !  let  not  them  understand 
His  fault !  he  will  repent  it,  I  dare  swear. 

Eug    I'll  tell  it  you  in  private. 

Phil.  Marc-Antonio, 
How  do  you  ? 

Marc.  Stand  further  off,  I  pray  you  ; 
Give  me  some  air. 

Theod,  Good  brother,  will  he  'scape  ? 
The  surgeons  say  there  is  no  danger, 

Phil,  *Scape  ? 
No  doubt  he  will. 

Leoc.  Alas,  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all  ? — Madam,  I  do  beseech  you 
Let  me  but  speak  to  him,  you  and  these  by. 
And  I  dare  almost  promise  you  to  make  him 
Shew  himself  truly  sorrowful  to  you. 
Besides,  a  story  1  shall  open  to  you. 
Not  put  in  so  good  words,  but  in  itself 
So  full  of  chance,  that  you  will  easily 


^  1  tiktnder  it  ihould  make  a  man  sit  down,]  So  the  former  editions. 
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Foi-give  my  tediousness,  aad  be  well  pleas'd 
With  that  so  much  afflicts  me. 

Eug.  Good  sir,  do. 

Levc.  And  I  desire  no  interruption 
Of  speech  may  trouble  me,  'till  I  have  said 
What  I  will  quickly  do. 

Theod.  What  will  she  say  ? 

Eug.  Come,  gentlemen,  I  pray  you  lend 
your  ears. 
And  keep  your  voices. 

I^ifC.  Si<;iior  Marc-Antonio, 
Ilow  do  you  ? 

JMarc.  Oil,  Llie  surccons! 

Leoc.  Let  tne  toll  you. 
Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  dissemble, 
It  is  no  time  to  do  ko ;  leave  the  thouj^hts 
Of  this  vain  world,    forget  your  tlesh  and 

blood, 
And  make  your  spirit  an  untroubled  way 
To  pass  to  what  it  out;ht. 

Alarc.  YouVe  not  in  earnest? 
Why,  I  can  walk,  sir,  and  am  well. 

l^oc.  *  Tis  true 
That  vou  can  walk, and  do  believe  vou're  well: 
It  is  the  nature,  as  your  surgions  say. 
Of  these  wounds,  for  a  man  to  go,  and  talk, 
Nay  merrily,  'till  his  last  iiour,  his  minute: 
Tor  lieav'n's  sake,  sir,  sit  down  again  ! 

Marc,  Alas, 
Where  are  the  surixeons? 

Laic.  Sir,  they  vvill  not  come;  [say, 

If  tliey  sliould  dress  you,  you  would  die,  they 
F-re  one  told  twenty.  Trouble  not  your  mind, 
Keep  your  head  warm^  and  do  not  stir  your 
Andlyou  may  live  an  hour.  [t>o^y> 

Marc.  Oh,  Ileav'ns,  an  hour? 
Alas,  it  is  too  little  to  remember 
But  half  the  wrongs  that  I  iiave  done:  lIow 

short 
Then  for  contrition,  and  how  least  of  all 
For  satisfaction  ! 

Leoc.  liut  you  desire 
To  satisfy  ? 

Marc.  Heav'n  knows,  I  do  ! 

Leoc,  Then  know 
That  I  am  he,  or  she,  or  what  you  will, 
Most  wrong'd  by  you,  your  Leocadia, 
(I  know  you  must  remember  me) 

ALtrc,  Oh,  IIcav*n  ! 

Leoc.  That  lost  her  friends,  that  lost  her 
fatlicr's  house, 
Thf.t  lost  her  fame  in  losing  oT  her  sex^ 
With  these  strange  garments:  There  is  no 

excuse 
To  hinder  me  ;  it  is  within  your  power 
To  give  me  satisfaction  ;  you  have  time 
Jjct't  in  this  little  pic*. e  of  life  to  do  it : 
Therefore  I  charge  you,  for  your  conscience 
sake,  [live 

And  for  our  fame,  which  I  would  fain  have 
When  both  of  us  are  dead,  to  celehrale 
That  contract,  which  you  have  both  seal'd 

aJid  sworn, 
Yet  ere  you  die;  which  must  be  hastily, 
lleav'n  knows. 


Marc,  Alas,  tlie  sting'of  conscience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults !  Draw  nearer 

all, 
And  hear  what  I,  unhappy  man,  shall  say. 
First,  madam,  I  desire  your  pardou  ;  nest, 
(I  feel  my  spirits  fail  me  !)  gentlemen. 
Let  me  shake  bands  with  you,  and  let's  be 

friends ; 
For  I  have  dene  wrong  upon  wrong  so  thick, 
I  know  not  where,  that  every  man  methinks 
Should  be  mine  enemy ;  forgive  me  both  ! 
Lastly,  'tis  true  (oh,  1  do  feel  the  power 
Of  dc»ath  seize  on  me  !)  that  I  was  contracted 
By  seal  and  oath  to  Leocadia; 
(I  must  speak  fast,  because  I  fear  my  life 
Will  else  be  shorter  than  my  speech  would  be) 
But  'tis  impossible  to  satisfy 
You,  Leocadia,  but  by  repentance, 
Tho'  I  can  dyingly  and  boldly  say 
I  know  not  your  dishonour;  yet  that  was 
Your  virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well: 
But  herein  lies  the  impossibility; 
(Oh  !  Theodosia,  Theodosia !) 
I  was  bctroth'd  to  Theodosia, 
Before  I  ever  saw  thee ;  lleav'n  forgive  me  I 
She  is  my  wife  this  half-hour  wbilsti  live. 

Theod.  That's  I,  that's  I !  I'm  Theodosia, 
Hear  me  a  little  now,  who  have  not  sufter'd 
Disgrace  at  all  methinks,  since  you  confess 
What  I  so  long  have  sought  for.  Here  is  with 
Philippo  too,  n)y  brother.  [me 

Marc.  1  am  glad ; 
All  happiness  to  him  !  Come,  let  me  kiss  thee, 
Beg  pardon  of  that  maid  for  my  ofience ; 
And  let  me  further,  with  a  dying  breath. 
Tell  in  thine  ear  the  rest  of  my  desires. 

Eug.  I  am  afraid  they  will  all  four  turn 
if  we  hold  longer  talk.  [women, 

Leoc.'  Alas,  there  is 
No  hope  for  me ;  that's  Theodosia, 
And  that  her  brother.  I  am  only  sorry 
I  was  beholding  to  'em ;  I  will  search 
Over  the  world,  as  careless  of  my  fortunes 
As  they  of  me,  'till  I  can  meet  a  curse 
To  make  these  almost-killing  sprrows  worse ! 

[Exit:. 

Theod.  Sir,  as  I  live,  she  lied,  only  to  draw 
A  just  confession  from  you,  which  she  hath; 
A  happy  one  for  me !  Ask  of  this  lady, 
Ask  ot  my  brother. 

Eug.  Sir,  she  did  dissemble; 
Your  wound  is  nothing. 

Phil,  Leocadia's  gone !  [^ErU, 

Theod.  Rise  up,  and  stir  yourself;  'tis  but 
amazement 
And  your  imagination  that  afflicts  you; 
Look  you,  sir,  now! 

Marc.  I  think  'tis  so,  indeed. 

Theod,  The  surgeons  do  not  como,  because 
they  swear 
It  needs  no  dressing. 

Eug.  You  shall  talk  with  'em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy. 

Marc,  Where's  your  brother, 
I  And  Leocadia  ?  - 
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Eug,  Within  belike. 

Mure,  I  feel  myself^  methinks,  as  well  as 
ever.  [give 

Eug.  Keep  then  yotir  mind  so  too;  I  do  for- 
The  fault  vou  did  to  me ;  but  here  is  one 
Must  not  be  wrong'd  hereafter. 

Marc,  Neither  shall  she : 


When  I  make  jests  o£  oaths  again,  or  make 
My  lust  play  with  religion  ;  when  I  leave 
To  keep  true  joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
M^-self  tru^  sorrow  for  my  passed  deeds ; 
May  I  want  grace  when  I  would  fain  repent, 
And  find  a  great  and  sudden  punishment ! 

[Ejreunt, 


ACT  V. 


j^. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  PhilippOy  Diego,  and  Incubo. 

Phil.  117HERE  is  mine  host?  did  not  he 
^  ^    see  him  neither  ? 
Diego,  Not  I,  i*  faith,  sir. 

Phil.  Nor  the  muleteer?  [sleep, 

Inc.  Nay,  he's  past  seeing,  unless  it  be  in's 
By  this  time ;  all  his  visions  were  the  pots, 
Three  hours  since,  sir. 

Phil.  Which  way  should  she  take? 
Nay,  look  you  now  1  d'  you  all  stand  still  ? 

Good  Heav*n  ! 
You  might  have  lighted  on  him.    Now,  this 
instant !  [him. 

For  love's  sake,  seek  him  out !  Whoever  finds 
I  will  reward  his  fortune  as  his  diligence. 
Get  all  the  town  to  help  that  will  be  bir'd ; 
Their  pains  I'll  turn  to  annual  holiday, 
If  it  should  chance  but  one  bring  word  of  her: 
'Pray  you,  about  it ! 

Inc,  Her,  sir  ?  who  do  you  mean  ? 

Phil.  I  had  forgot  myself;    the  page,  I 
That  came  along  with  us.  [meant, 

Diego.  lie  you  gave  the  cloaths  to  ? 

Phil.  I  gave  the  cloaths  to,  rascal  ? 

Diego.  Nay,  good  ^r  ! 

Phil.  Why  dost  thou  mention  or  upbraid 
my  courtesies, 
Slave  ? 

Diego.  For  your  honour,  sir. 

Phil.  Wretch!  I  was  honoured,     ['sdeathi 
That  she  should  i-vear  'em  (he,  I  would  say) 
Go,  get  and  tind  him  out,  or  never  see  me. 
I  bhall  betray  my  love,  ere  I  possess  it. 
Some  star  direct  me,  or  ill  planet  strike  me  ! 

[Exit. 

Inc.  Best  to  divide. 

Diego,  ril  this  way. 

Inc.  And  I  this. 

Diego.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  a  rial ! 

Jnc.  'lis  done.  [pie-house; 

Diego.  My  course  is  now  directly  to  some 
I  know  the  pages'  compass. 

Inc.  I  thmk  rather 
The  smock  side  o'  th'  town,  the  surer  harbour 
At  his  years  to  put  in. 

Diego.  If  [  do  find  [now. 

The  hungry  haunt,  I  take  him  by  the  teeth 

Inc.  I  by  the  tail ;  yet  I  as  you ! 

Diego.  No  more.  '       [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IL 
Enter  Philippo, 

Phil,  Dear  Leocadia,   wiiere  canst  thou 

befied 
Thus,  like  a  spirit,  hence  ?  and  in  a  moment? 
What  cluud  can  hide  th€e  from  my  following 

search. 
If  yet  thou  art  a  body  ?  Sure  she  hath  not 
IVen  any  house :  She  did  too  late  leave  one 
Where  all  humanity  of  a  place  receiv'd  her, 
And  would,  if  she  had  stay'd,  have  help'd  to 

right 
The  wrong  her  fortune  did  her.  Yet  she  must 
Be  entered  somewhere,  or  be  found ;  no  street, 
Lane,  passage,  corner,   turn,  hath   'scap*d 

enquiry. 
If  licr  despair  had  ravish'd  her  to  air. 
She  could  not  yet  be  rarified  so. 
But  some  of  us  sliould  meet  her:  Tho'  their 

eyes  [would 

Perhaps  be  leaden,   and  might  turn,  mine 
Strike  out  a  lightning  for  her,  and  divide 
A  mist  as  thick  as  ever  darkness  was. 
Nay,  see  her  thro'  a  quarry :  They  do  lie. 
Lie  grosly,  that  say  Love  is  blind ;  by  him, 
And  Heav*n,tliey  lie !  he  has  a  sight  can  pierce 
Thro*  ivory,  as  clear  as  it  were  horn, 
And  reach  his  object. 

Enter  Incubo, 

Inc.  Sir,  he's  found,  he's  found ! 
Phil.  lia?  where?  But  reach  that  happy 
note  again. 
And  let  it  relish  truth,  thou  art  an  angel. 

Inc.  lie's  here;  fast  by,  sir;  calling  for  a 

To  go  aboard  the  gallies.  [boat 

Phil.  Where,  where  ?  Hold  thee  !     [Exit. 

Inc.   He  Hiight   ha'  kept  tliis   now,   I'd 

nought  to  shew  for't,  [woni: 

If  he  had  had  the  wit  t*  have  gone  from's 

Those  direct  men,  they  are  no  men  of  fashion; 

Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a  very  smelt. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Leonardo,  with  a  Surgeon, 

Leo.  Upon  your  art,  sir,  and  your  faith 

t*  assist  it,  tal? 

Shall  I  believe  you  then  his  wound*s  not  mor* 
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Surg,  Sir,  *cis  not  worth  your  question,  less 

your  Tear.  [cept 

Li'o.  Vou  do  restore  mc,  sir;  I  pray  y*ac- 

Tliih  smuli  reinembraitcc  of  a  father's  thanks. 

For  so  assur'd  a  benefit. 

Surg.  Kxcusc  ujo  !  [lieve 

Li'o.  Sir,  i  (ail  S()are it, and  noast  not  be- 
But  that  your  fortune  may  recei\'e  t;  except 
You*d   I. a*  uie  think  you  live  not  by  your 
pia^iice. 
Sfirg.  I  crave  your  pardon,  sir;  you  teach 
luc  manners.  [require. 

Leo.  I  crave  your  love  and  friendMiip;  and 
As  I  have  made  now  both  myself  and  busi- 
ness f'we, 
A  portion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring 
lender  the  person  of  a  cali'd  assistant, 
I'o  iiis  next  opening;   where  X  may  but  sec 

him, 
Ami  utter  a  few  words  in  him  in  private, 
And  you  will  merit  uie:   For  1  am  loth. 
Since  here  1  have  not  to  appear  myself, 
Or  to  be  known  unto  tiie  Governor, 
Or  make  a  tunmlt  of  my  purpose. 

Surg.  Ncitlier  fyou 

I  ho)jc  will  be  your  need,  sir:   I  shall  bring 
Both  there,   and  otF  again,  without  the  ha- 
zard, [ilreun/. 

SCENE  IV, 
Enter  Philipoo  and  Leocadia, 

Phil.  \\\\\  you  not  liear  nie? 

'*Lfoc.  1  have  heard  so  inuch  [tonio, 

Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever  I  No,  Maro-An- 
Afler  thy  sentence,  I  may  hear  no  more: 
Thou  hiist  pronouncM  me  dead ! 

Phil.  A})peal  to  Reason  : 
S!jc  will  rrprieveyou  froMi  the  powcrof  grief, 
Wliicii  riiK'5  but  in  her  absence :  Hear  oie  say 
A  suv'ereii;ii  ines^a^e  fro:u  her,  wincli  in  duty, 
Ai»vJ  love  to  your  o.vn  safety,  y«m  ought  hear. 
Why  do  you  "strive  so  ?  wlntlier  would  you  tiyr 
You  cannot  wreat  yourself  away  from  care. 
You  ni:iy  from  counsel;  you  may  shift  your 

place, 
But  not  your  person ;  and  another  clime 
lUukes  you  no  other. 

Lciic.  Oh ! 

Plul.  Tor  passion's  sake, 
(Which  I  do  serve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 
If  you  will  sj^h,  si»;h  h<:re  ;  if  yoa  would  vary 
A  sigh  to  teiirs,  or  outcry,  do  it  here! 
Nosliade,  no«le&art,  <iarkness,  nortneprave. 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  than  I. 
Only  but  hear  me  speak  ! 

Leoc.  What  would  you  say  ? 

PUtl.  That  which  shall  raise  your  heart, 
or  pull  down  mine. 
Quiet  your  passion,  or  provoke  mine  own; 
We   must  have  both  one  balsam,   or  one 
wound. 


For  know,  lov*d  fair,  since  the  first  prori- 

deuce 
Make  me  your  rescue,  I  liave  read  you  thro*, 
And  with  a  wond'ring  pity  lo<iked  on  you ; 
I  have  observ'd  the  method  of  your  blood. 
And  waited  on  it  e*en  witli  sympathy 
Of  a  like  red  and  paleness  in  mme  own  ; 
I  knew  which  blush  was  Anger*s,  which  was 
Ltive's,  [Truth; 

Which  was  the  eve  of  Sorrow,   which   of 
And  could  distin<;uish  honour  from  disdain 
In  every  c  .ange ;  and  you  arc  worth  my  study* 
I  saw  your  voluntary  misery 
Sustained  in  truvel:  A  disguised  maid, 
Wearied  withseekin;:,  and  with  finding  lost ; 
Neglected,  where  you  hop'd  most,  or  put  by  ; 
I  saw  it,  lind  have  laid  it  to  my  heart : 
And  tho'  it  were  my  sister  which  was  righttHi, 
Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  j)ui  oif  nattire. 
Could  not  be  glad,  where  I  was  bound  to. 

triumph, 
iMy  care  for  you  so  drown*d  respect  of  her; 
Nor  did  I  only  apprehend  your  bonds, 
But  studied  your  release;  and  for  that  day 
liave  I  madenparansom,brtuightyou  health, 
Preservative  'gainst  chance,  or  injury. 
Please  you  apply  it  to  the  grief;  myself. 
LeiHi.  Humph!  [a cure. 

PkiL  Nay,  do  not  think  me  less  than  such 
Antonio  was  not;  and,  *tis  possible, 
Philippo  may  succeed  :  My  blood  and  house 
Are  as  deep-rooted,  and  as  fairly  spread. 
As  Marc-.\nt4inio's;'aud  in  that  all  seek. 
Fortune  hath  given  him  no  precedency: 
As  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  1  may  burn 
Incense  as  much  us  he;  L  ever  durst 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  self-same  light 
At  any  feast,  or  triumph,  and  ntV'r  car'd 
Which  side  my  lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  survey ;  I  durst  have  told  my  tale 
Tho'  his  discourse  new  ended.-  \}-^^f 

Lf4)c,  My  repulse 

Phil,   Let  not  that  torture  you,  which 
makes  me  happy ; 
Nor  think  that  conscience,  fair,  which  is  no 

shame  I 
'Twasno  repulse;  it  was  your  dowry  ntlier'*; 
For  then  methought  u  thousand  i!r;H  es  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thon^a.'iil  stories 
Of  c<mstant  virtue,    which   you   uien  out- 

reach'd. 
In  one  example  did  proclaim  you  ricfi  : 
Nor  do  I  tJiink  you  wretched,  o.-  dis^rac'd, 
After  this  suft'ruig,  and  do  iherr.foro  I'lke 
Advantage  of  your  need ;  but  rather  know 
You  are  the  chaigc  and  business  of  tho«e 

powers, 
Wiio,  like  best  tutors,  do  inflict  hard  tasks 
Upon  great  natures,  and  of  noblest  liopcs. 
Read  trivial  lesscms,  and  half  lines  t>  slugs  ; 
riiey  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  misch.mce. 
Spend  more  than  half  their  ageiu  ignorance. 


3*  *Twa*  no  repuhe,  I  was  your  dimry  rather?\  The  sense  seems  to  require  us  to  read  either^ 
It  w.a.%^  or  i  wih;  for  how  was  ht  her  dowru,  or  reuuUt  i 
Vol.  li.  ;$  U 
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[Act  5.  Scene  4. 


Jjtoe.,  Tis  well  you  think  so. 

"PhiL  You  fthall  think  so  too ; 
You  shall,  sweet  Leocadia,  and  do  so. 

Ijtoc.  Good  sir,  no  more !  you  have  too 
fair  a  shape 
To  play  so  foul  a  part  in  as  the  tempter: 
Say  that  I  could  make  peace  ^itii  Fortune, 

who, 
Who  should  absolve  me  pf  my  vow  yet  ?  ha  ? 
My  contract  made  ? 

JVii/.  Your  contract  ? 

Iaqc,  Yes,  my  contract : 
Am  I  not  his?  his  wife? 

Vhil.  Sweet,  nothing  less? 

ieoc.  I  have  no  name  then  ? 

VhiL  Truly  then,  you  have  not: 
How  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  was  before 
Auother*s  husband  ? 

\jtoc.  Oh,  tho'  he  dispense 
With  his  faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

PAi/.  You  do  mistake],  clear  soul;  his  pre- 
contract 
Dotli  annul  yQurs,  ^d  you  have  giv*n  no  faith 
That  ties  you  in  Religion,  or  humanity ; 
You  rather  sin  against  that  greater  precept. 
To  covet  wliat's  anotlicr's ;  sweet,  you  do : 
Believe  me,who  darenh;  urge  dishonest  things! 
itemove  that  scruple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Your  dangers  now  into  your  judgment's  scale, 
^d  weigh  them  with  your  safeties :  Tliink 

but  whither 
JS^ow  you  can  go ;  what  you  can  do  to  live ; 
How  near  you  ha*barrM  all  ports  to  youi'own 

succour, 
Except  this  one  that  I  here  open,  love, 
bhould  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a  prey 
To  ihe  wild  lust  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  this  shape  (ike  a  temptation. 
And  think  you  wi^nt  the  man  you  personate; 
Would  not  regard  this  shift,  which  luve  put  on 
As  virtue  forc'd,  but  covet  it  like  vice ; 
So  should  you  live  the  slander  of  eacii  sex. 
And  be  the  child  of  error  and  of  shame ; 
And,  which  is  worse,  even  Marc-Antony 
Would  be  caird  just,  to  turn  a  wanderer  off, 
And  fame  report  you  worthy  his  contempt ; 
Where  if  you  make  new  choice,  and  settle 

here. 
There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood, 
£ach  current  keeps  his  course,  and  till  suspi- 
cious 
Shall  return  honours.  Came  you  forth  a  maid? 
G6  home  a  wife:  Alone?  and  in  disguise? 
Go  home  4  waited  Leocadia: 
Go  home,  and,  by  the  virtue-of  that  charm, 
transform  all  mischiefs,  as  you  are  trans- 
form'd; 
Turn  your  bflfcndcd  father's  wrath  to  wonder. 
And  all  his  loud  iiricf  to  a  silent  welcome; 
Unfold  the  riddl -s  you  have  made.     What 
sayy^U? 


'Enter  Sanchio  carried,  AlphontOf^ndServanttu 

Now  is  the  time;  delay  is  but  despair; 
If  you  be  changM,  let  a  kiss  tell  me  so ! 
Leoc,  I  am ;   but  bow,  I  rather  feel  than 
know. 

Sane,  Come,  sir;  you're  welcome  now  to 
Take  off  my  hood.  [Barcelona. 

J'dil,  Who  be  these?  Stay;  )et\ view  em  ] 

Alph.  'Twas  a  long  journey ;  are  you  no% 
wear?,  sir  ? 

Sane,  Weary?  I  could  have  rid  it  in  mine 

Lettc.  Alas!  famiour, 

PhiL  What  ail  you,  dear? 

Leoc.  It  is  my  father. 

Phii.  Yourfithcr?  which? 

Lcor.  He  that  is  carried  :  Oh, 
Let  us  make  hence ! 

Phil.  For  love's  sake,  good  my  heart  I 

Leoc.  Into  some  bouse^  before  he  see  me. 

P/iil.  Dear, 
Be  not  thus  frighted. 

Leoc.  Oh,  his  wrath  is  tempest. 

Phii,  Sweet,  take  your  spirit  to  youj  and 
stay.     Be*t  he, 
He  cannot  know  you  in  this  habit ;  and  me 
I'm  sure  he  less  knows,  for  he  never  saw  nie. 

Alph.  Ua !  who  is  that?  my  son  Philippo? 

Phil.  Sir! 

Alph.  Why,  vvhat  make  you  here?  Is  this 
Salamancf^  ?  Tiqq  . 

And  that  your  study?  ha?— Nay,  stay  him 
WVll  see  him,  by  his  leave. 

Serv.  You  must  not  strive,  sir. 

Aifth.  No,  no ;  come  near. 

Sane,  My  daughter?  Leocadia? 

A/ph.  How,  sir!  your  daughter? 

Sonc.  Yes,  sir;  and  as  sure  ["run 

As  that's  your  son.  Come  hither!  What  now? 
Out  o'your  sex  ?  breech'd?  Was  it  not  enouuh 
At  once  to  leave  thy  father,  and  thine  honour 
Unless  th'  hadst  quit  thyself  loo  ?  ' 

Phil,  Sir,  what  fault 
She  can  be  urg'd  o(^,  1  must  take  on  me 
Tlie  guilt  and  punishment. 

Sane.  You  must,  sir?  How 
If  voii  shall  not,  tho'  you  must?  I  deal  not 
Witlj  hoys,  sir,  I;  You  have  a  father  here 
Shall  do  me  right.  . 

Alph,  Thou  art  not  mad,  Philippo? 
Art  thou  Marc-Antonio,  son  to  Leonardo? 
Our  business  is  to  them.  [Leoc^idia  slips  out. 

Sane.  No,  no,  no,  no ! 
I'll  ha'  the  business  now,  with  you,  none  else. 
'Pray  you  let's  spe^k  in  private.— Carry  me' 
to  him.—  fhiui. 

Your  son's  the  ravisher,  sir;  and  here  I  find 
I  hope  youll  give  me  cause  to  think  you  noble. 
And  do  me  right,  with  your  sword, sir,  as  be-' 

comes 
One  gentleman  of  honour  to  aootber : 


37  She  can  be  urg'd  of.]  The  pddncss  of  the  construction  here  inclines  me  to  think  that 
|hould  read,  ^  urg'd  wUn,*        St/mpson, 

(y  often  occurs  in  old  authors  iu  the  sense  of  zvith. 
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All  this  is  fair,  sir ;  here*s  the  sea  fast  by;        I  I*  th*  point  of  honour,  by  his  leaVe;  so  tell 
tjpon  the  sands  we  will  determine.        [on't;  |  him: 

*Tis  that  I  call  you  to ;  let's  make  no  days 
ril  lead  your  way. — ^To  the  sea-side,  rascals ! 
Phil.  Sir, 


I  would  beseech  your  stay;  he  may  not  fol- 
low you. 

Sane,  No?— Turn.— 1^1    kill    him    here 
then. -^Slaves,  rogues,  blocks j        [been 
Why  do  you  not  bear  me  to  him  }    Ha  you 
AcQuainted  with  my  motions,  logs,  so  long. 
And  yet  not  know  to  time  'em  ? 

FkiL  Were  you,  sir. 
Not  impotent—— 

Alpk,  Hold  your  peace,  boy ! 

Sane,  Impotent?  [fat}ier*s. 

^Death,  1*11  cut  his  throat  first,  and  then  his 

Alph,  You  must  provide  you  theii  a  sharper 

razor  [sword. 

Than  is  your  tongue;  for  I  not  fear  your 

Sane,  'Beart,  bear  me  to  eitlier  of  'em ! 

Fhil,  'Pray,  sir,  your  patience. 

Enter  Governor  and  Attendantt. 

Alph,  My  curse  light  on  thee,  if  thou  stay 

Phil.  Hold!  [him*! 

Gov.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  gentlemen  ? 
what  tumult 
Is  this  you  raise  i'  th'  street  ?  before  my  door  ? 
Know  you  what  'tis  to  draw  a  weapon  here  ? 

Sane,  Yes,  and  to  use  it.  Bear  me  up  t'  him. 
Thus,  at  a  traitor^s  heart !  [rogues. 

Alph,  Truer  than  thine. 
.  Gov.  Strike,  strike;  some  of  the  people 
disarm  'em; 
Kill  *ero,  if  tliey  resist. 

Phil.  Nay,  generous  sir, 
Let  not  your  courtesy  turn  fury  now. 

Gov.  Lay  hold  upon  'em ;  take  away  their 
weapons! 
I  will  be  worth  an  answer,  ere  we  part, 

Phil.  TTis  the  Grovernor,  sir,  . 

Alph.  I  yield  myself. 

Sane.  My  swordf  ?  What  think'st  thou  of 
me?  'pray  tliee,  tell  me. 

1  Attetid.  As  of  d  gentleman. 

Sane.  No  more  ? 

1  Attend.  Of  worth, 
And  quality. 

Sane.  An  I  should  quit  my  sword. 
There  were  small  worth  or  quality  in  that, 

friend ; 
'Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  worth  and  quality, 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it,  I  say ! 

1  Attend    The  Governor, 
You  hear,  CMuimands. 

Sane.  The  Governor  shall  ps^rdon  me. 

Phil.  How !  Leocadia  gone  asain  ? 

^[JEji7  Phil. 

Sane,  He  shall,  friend, 


His  person  and  auth'orify  1  acknowledge, 
And  do  submit  me  to  it;  but  my  sword, 
He  shall  excuse  die,  were  he  ^fteen  gover^ 

nors; 
That  and  I  dwell  together*,  and  must  yet^ 
Till  my  hand^  part,  assure  him. 

Gov.  I  say,  force  it ! 

Sane.  Stay,  hear  roe!  Hast  thou  ever  reAcI 
Caranza**? 
t)ndcrstandt'bt  thou  honour,  noble  Governor  ? 

Gov,  For  that  we'll  have  more  fit  dispute. 

Sane.  Your  name,  sir  } 

Gov.  You  shall  know  that  too,  but  on 

colder  terms  \  [it, 

Vour  blood  and  brain  Are  now  too  hot  to  take 

Sane,  Force  my  sword  from  me  ?  This  is  an 

God,  Bring  'em  away  !  fafiTront. 

Sane,  Y'ou'll  do  me  reparation?  [Exeunt p 

Enter  Philippo. 
Phil.  I  have  forever  lost  her,  and  am  losL 
And  worthily;  my  tarpeness hath  undone  me! 
She*s  gone  hence,  asham'd  of  me ;  yet  I  seek 
Will  slie  be  ever  found  to  me  again,  [her : 
Whom  she  saw  staud  so  poorly,  and  dare  no- 
thing [drawn 
In  her  defence  here,  when  I  should  hatie 
This  sword  out,  like  a  meteor,  and  have  shot  it 
In  both  our  ptirents'  eyes,  and  left  'em  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  angers?  Oh,  I'm  %vorthy^ 
On  whom  tliis  lose  and  scorn  should  light  to 

deaths 
Without  the  pity  that  should  wish  me  better^ 
Either  alive,  or  in  my  epitaph.  [Exiti 

Enter  Leonardo  and  MarC'Antonio, 
Leo.  Well,  son^  your  father  is  too  near  him**' 

self. 
And  hath  too  much  of  nature,  to  put  off 
Any  affection  that  lielongs  to  you  t 
I  could  have  only  wish'd  you  had  acquainted 
Her  father,  whom  it  equally  concerns, 
Tho'  you'd  presumed  on  me  j  it  might  have 

open'd 
An  easier  gale  and  path  to  both  our  joys: 
For  tho'  1  am  none  of  those  flinty  fathers. 
That,    when  their  children  do  but  natural 

things, 
Turn  rock  and  offence  straight,  yet.  Marc* 
All  dre  not  of  my  quarry.  [Antonio^ 

Marc.  '  Tis  my  fear,  sir ; 
And  if  hereafter  I  should  e'er  abuse 
So  greiit  a  piety,  it  were  my  malice* 

Enter  Attendunti, 

Attend.  We  must  entreat  you,  gentlemehi 
to  take 
Another  room  j  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,  on  some  business* 


^Caranza.]  Caranza  was  an  author  who  wrote  a  Treatise  on  the  Duello;  he  is  often  men- 
tioned m  our  Author  and  Ben  Jonson  with  rid.cnle.  See  Evtry  Man  in  bis  Humour,  an4 
The  New  Inn,  by  the  latter.         /I. 
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Enter  Covernor,  Sanchio,  Alphonto^  and 
Attendants. 

Marc,  Wc  will  give  him  way.     [believe), 
Sane.  I  will  have  right,  sir,  on  you  (that 
If  there  he  any  marshal's  court  in  Spain. 
Gov,  Fur  that,  sir,  we  shall  talk. 
SutiC.  Pox  !  do  not  slight  me, 
Tho'  I'm  without  a  sword. 
Gov.  Keep  to  your  ( hair,  sir. 
Sunc.  Pox !  let  me  fail,  and  hurl  my  chair, 

slaves,  at  him ! 
Gov.  You're  the  more  temper'd  man,  sir ; 
let  me  eutreat 
Of  you,  the  manner  how  this  brawl  fell  out. 
Alph,  Fell  out?  I  know  not  how,  nor  do  I 
care  much; 
But  here  we  came,  sir,  to  this  town  together. 
Both  in  one  business,  and  one  wrong,  engaged, 
To  seek  one  Leonardo,  an  old  Genoese 
I  ha'  said  enough ;  there  !  would  you  more  ? 

— False  father 
Of  a  false  son,  call'd  Marc-Antonio,  [father, 
IVho  had  stole  both  our  daughters;  and  whicTi 
Conspiring  with  his  son  in  treachery. 
It  secmM,  to  fly  our  satisfaction. 
Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  town, 
Here  to  take  ship  for  Italy  ! 

Leo.  You  heard  [falshood : 

More' than  was  true  then,  by  the  fear,  or 
And  tho'  1  thought  not  to  reveal  myself 
(Pardon  my  manners  in't)  to  you,  for  some 
Important  reasons  ;yet,  being  thuscharactcr'd 
And  challeng'd,  know  1  dare  appear,  and  do. 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

•  Marc.  I  say  he's  not  worthy 
The  name  of  man,  or  any  honest  pre  fare. 
That  dares  report  or  credit  such  a  blander. 
Do  you,  sir,  say  it? 
Alph,  Sir,  I  do  say  it. 
Gov,  Hold! 
Is  this  your  father,  signer  Marc-Antonio? 
You've  ill  requited  me,  thus  to  conceal  him 
From  him  would  honour  him,  and  do  him 
service. 


Enter  Eugenia. 

Jjto,  Twas  not  his  fault,  sir. 

Eug.  Where's  my  lord  ? 

Gov.  Sweetheart! 

Eug.  Know  you  these  gentlemen  ?  they  are 
all  the  fatiicrs 
Unto  our  friends. 

Gat.  So  it  nnpcar^,  my  dove. 

Sane.  Sir,  I  say  nothing :  1  do  want  a  sword; 
And  'till  I  have  a  sword  I  will  say  nothing. 

Eug.  Good  sir,  command  these  gentlemen 
their  arms ; 
Entreat  'em  as  your  friends,  not  as  your  pri- 
Wbere  lu;  their  swords?  [soners. 

Gov.  Rcbtorc  each  man  his  weapon. 

&nr.  It  seems  thou  hast  not  read  Caranza, 
fellow : 


I  must  have  reparntion  of  honour. 
As  well  as  this;  I  find  that  wounded. 

Giro.  Sir, 
I  did  not  know  your  quality;  if  I  bad, 
*Tislike  I  should  have  done  you  more  respects. 
Sane,  It  is  sufficient,  by  Caraoza's  rule. 
Eug.  I  know  it  is,  sir. 
Sane.  Have  you  read  Caranza,  lady  ? 
Eug,  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the 
He  was  my  kinsman.  [duel, 

Sane.  Lady,  then  you  know. 
By  the  right  noble  writings  of  yoor  kinsman. 
My  honour  is  as  dear  to  me  as  the  king's. 
Eug.  Tis  very  true,  sir. 
Sane.  Therefore  I  must  crave- 
Leave  to  poon  now  with  my  first  dependances^t 
Eug.  What!  ha' you  more? 
Goto.  None  here,  good  si^nor. 
Sane,  I  will  refer  me  to  Caranza  still. 
Eug.  Nay,  love,  I  prithee  let  me  manage 
With  whom  is't,  sir?  [this  ! 

Sane,  With  that  false  man  Alpbonso. 
E.ug.  Why,  he  has  th*  advantage,  sir,  in 
Sane,  But  I  [legs. 

In  truth,  and  hand,  and  heart,  and  a  good 
sword. 
Eug.  But  how  if  he  won't  stand  you,  sir? 
Alph.  For  that, 
Make  it  no  question,  lady ;  I  will  stick 
My  feet  in  earth  down  by  him,  where  he  dare. 
Sane.  Oh,  would  thou  wouldst ! 
Alph.  I'll  do  it ! 
Sane.  Let  me  kiss  him. 
I  fear  thou  wilt  not  yet. 

Eug,  VVhy,  gentlemen, 
If  yoa'll  proceed  according  to  Canint»« 
Methinks  an  easier  way  were  two  good  chairs; 
So  you  would  be  content,  sir,  to  i>c  bound, 
'Cause  he  is  lame:  I'll  fit  you  with  like  wea- 
pons, 
Pistols  and  poniards,  and  ev'n  end  it,  if 
The  difference  bttwcen  you  be  so  mortal 
It  cannot  be  ta'en  up. 

Sane.  Ta'en  up  ?  take  off 
This  head  first ! 

Alph.  Come,  bind  m*e  in  a  chair. 
E.ug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you,  dove  ? 

Eug.  Let  me  alone;  [done, 

And  set  'cm  at  their  distance :  When  you've 

lend  me  two  poniards;  i'il  have  pistols  ready 

Quickly.  \Exiu 

Enter  Philip fw, 

Phil.  She's  not  here.— Marc-Antonio, 
Saw  you  not  Lcocadia  ? 
AJarc.  Not  I,  brother. 
Phil.  Brother,  let's  speak  with  yon.  You 

were  false  unto  her. 
Marc,  I  was,  bin  have  ask'd  pardon :  Why 

d'you  un^e  it? 
Phil,  Yon  were  not  worthy  of  her ! 
Mare,  May-be  I  was  not ; 
I  But  'tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  so. 


99  Mjfjirzt  dependance.]  Dependence  is  here  used  tcchaically,  in  the  language  cf  the  dutUo* 


Act  5.  Scene  4.] 

Phil,  My  sister 
Is  not  so  fair 

Marc,  It  skills  not. 

Vhil.  Nor  so  virtuous. 

Marc,  Yes,  she  must  bo  as  virtuous. 

PhiL  I  would  fain 

Marc.  What,  brother? 

PhtL  Strike  you. 

'  Marc,  I  shall  not  bear  strokes, 
Tho*  I  do  these  strange  words. 

Phil,  Will  you  not  kill  me? 

Marc,  For  what,  good  brother? 

Phil.  Why,  for  speaking  well 
Of  Ixfocadia. 

Marc.  No,  indeed. 

Phil.  Nor  ill 
Of  Theodosia? 

Enter  Eugenia^  Leocadh,  Theodosia,  amd 
Servant  with  two  pistols. 
Marc.  Neither. 

Phil,  Fare  yoa  well  then !  [too 

Eug,  Nay,  yuu  shall  have  as  noble  seconds 
As  ever  duellists  had.  Give  *em  their  weapons: 
Now,  St.  lago ! 
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Sane,  Are  they  charg'd  ? 

Eug,  Charg*d,  sir? 
I  warrant  you. 

Alph.  *Would  they  were  well  dischargM ! 

•Sane.  I  like  a  sword  much  better,  I  confess* 

Eng,  Nay,  wherefore  stay  you?  Shall  I 
mend  your  mark? 
Strike  one  another  thorough  these? 

Phi/,  My  love! 

Alph.  My  Theodosia  ! 

Sane.  I  ha*  not  the  heart. 

Afph.  Nor  I. 

fluff.  Why,  here  is  a  dependnnce  ended. 
Unbind  that  gentleman.  Come,  take  here  to 
yoii  "^  ffeast 

Your  sons  and  dauirhters,  and  be  friends !  A 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  fray. 
Lovers,  take  you  your  own ;  and  all  forbear, 
Under  my  roof,  either  to  blush  or  fear! 
My  love,  what  say  you?  could Carauza him* 
Carry  a  busim.'ss  better?  [self 

Gov.  It  is  well. 
All  are  content,  I  hope;  and  we  well  eas*d, 
If  they  for  whom  we've  done  all  this  be 
pieat'd.  [  Exeunt  omna. 
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Those  graces  some  more  fortunate  arc  8tor*d 

with) 
Seek  any  whom  you  please,  and  I  will  study, 
With  my  l>cst  service,  to  deserve  those  favours 
That  shall  yield  you  contentment. 
Vir.  You're  roist^ikcn. 
Jul.  No,  I  am  patient,  sir;  and  so,  good 
I  will  not  be  oB'en!>ive.  [morrow  .' 

Vir.  Hear  my  reasons. 
Jul.  Tfio*  in  your  life  a  widow's  hed  re- 
ceives me, 
For  your  sake  I  mutt  love  it.  May  she  prosper 
That  shall  succeed  me  in  it,  and  your  ardor 
Last  longer  to  her  ! 

Vir.  By  the  love  I  bear, 
First  to  my  country's  peace,  next  to  thyself, 
(To  wh(»m  compar'd,  my  life  1  rate  at  nothing) 
Stood  here  a  ludy  tliat  were  the  choice  abs* 

ti-act 
Of  all  the  beauties  Nature  ever  fashion'd. 
Or  Art  gave  ornament  to,  compared  to  thee, 
Thus  as  thou  art,  obedient  and  loving^ 
I  should  contemn  and  loath  her ! 

Jul,  I  do  believe  you. 
How  I  am  blesssM  in  my  assur\l  belief 
This  is  unfetgn'd  !  And  why  tiiis  sadneis  tlien? 

Vir,  Why,  Juliana? 
Believe  me,  these-  my  sad  and  dull  retirements. 
My  often,  nay,  ahnost  continued  fasts, 
(Sleep  banish'd  from  my  eyes,  all  pleasures 

strani;crs) 
Have  neither  root  norprowth  from  any  cause 
That  may  afrive  at  woman.    Shi>uldi>t  thou  be 
(As  Chastity  forbid  !;  false  to  my  bed, 
I  shoulJ  himent  my  fortune,  perhaps  punish 
Thv  faUhood,  and  then  study  to  for^-et  thee; 
But  that  which,  like  a  never-emptied  sprinj;, 
Feed>  hi;:h  the  toneutof  my  swcilinj;  grief, 
Is  what  my  country  sutlers;  there's  a  ground 
Where  sorrow  may  be  planted,  and  i^priii^  up 
Thro*  yielding  rajic,  and  wonianisii  despair, 
And  yei  not  shame  the  owner. 

Jul.  I  do  believe  it  true; 
Yet  1  should  think  myself  a  happy  woman, 
If,  in  this  general  and  timely  mourning, 
I  might  err  give  to  you,  or  else  receive, 
A  little  lawful  comfort. 
Vir.    1  hy  discretion 
In  this  may  answer  for  me :  Lof -k  on  Naples, 
The  country  where  we  both  wire  born  and 
Naples,  tlic  Paradii-e  of  Italy,  [bred; 

As  that  i>of  the  earth;  Naples,  that  was 
The  svviet  retreat  of  all  the  woriiiiest  llo- 
uiuns. 


When  they  had  sharM  the  spoils  of  the  whole 

worW; 
This  flourishing  kingdom,  whose  inhabitants, 
For  wealth  and  bravery,  liv*d  like  petty  kings; 
Made  subject  now  to  such  a  tyranny. 
As  that  fair  city  that  receiv'd  her  name 
From(>onstantme  tlieGrcat,now  in  the  power 
Of  barbarous  infidels,  n)ay  forget  her  own. 
To  look  with  pity  on  our  miseries; 
So  far  in  our  calamities  we  transcend  her: 
For  since  this  Arragoniao  tyrant,  Fcrrand, 
Seiz'd  on  tiie  government,  there's  notliiug  left 

us 
That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  afflictions. 
Jul.  And  hardly  those;  tlte  king's  btrange 
cruelty 
Equals  all  precedents  of  tyranny. 

Vir.  Equals,  say  you  '? 
He  has  out-gone  the  worst :  Compar'd  to  him. 
Nor  PhaUu'is,  nor  Dionysius, 
Caligula,  nor  Nero  can  be  mention*d. 
They  yet  as  kings  abused  their  regal  power. 
This  as  a  merciiant;  all  the  country's  fat 
lie  wholly  does  engross  unto  himscif : 
^  Our  oils  he  buys  at  his  own  price,  then~ sells 
them 
To  us  at  dearer  rates ;  our  plate  and  jewels. 
Under  a  feijiu'd  pretence  of  public  use, 
lie  b(>rrows;  which  denied,  his  instruments 

force. 
The  races  of  our  horses  he  takes  from  il5% 
Yet  keeps  them  in  our  pastures;  rapes  of 

matrons, 
And  virgins,  are  too  frequent;  never  man 
Yet  thank'd  him  for  a  pardon ;  for  religiou, 
It  is  a  thing  he  dreams  not  of. 

Jul.  I've  heard 
(How  true  it  is  I  know  not)  that  he  sold 
The  bi.shopiick  of  Tarcnt  to  a  Jew, 
For  thiitcen  tfiousaiid  ducats. 

Vir.  I  was  presciit, 
And  saw  the  iiioncy  paid.     The  day  would 

leave  me 
Ere  I  could  immberout  his  impious  actions. 
Or  what  the  miserable  subject  sutiVrs: 
And  can  you  entertain,  in  such  a  time, 
A  tiiougli't  of  dalliance  ?     Tears,  aud  sighs,. 

auil  jiroans, 
Would  better  now  become  you. 

Jul.  They  indeed  are 
The  only  weapons  our  poor  sex  can  use. 
When  we  are  injur'd;  and  they  may  become 

us: 
But  for  men,  that  were  bom  free,  men  of  raiJk, 


*  Fquall,  sm/ 1/ou?]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

•  Tltf:  r.ict  s  of" our  Itoi'scs  he  takes  Jrpni  vs. 

Yet  ktifij,s  them  m  our  jjoUurcs.]  Seward  supposes  the  word  races  corrupt,  and  says, 

*  The  old  i'ulu)  reads  ruseSy  so  that  the  prcs<;nt  reading  is  probably  only  a  conjecture.     But 

*  as  it  hrui  possession  1  would  not  disturb  it,  only  otfer  the  folUming  conjectures  to  the 
.*  reader's  cioice.     The  choicest,  or  the  braveit,  or  tiie  rarest,  or  the  racers  o(  ou^  horses. 

*  Tijc  Neapolitan  horses  are  light;  and  if  this  last  is  not  thoupht  too  stiff,  it  seems  to  bid  lair 

*  for  having  been  the  orijiiual.*  There  is  something  rati:er  hard  in  tlie  text;  but  the  F«iet 
seems  to  mean,  that  the  tyrant  takes  from  his  sul)jtcts  the  use  ot  the  horses,  whidi  be 
oUigea  them  to  tminluin.    The  labour  of  a  horse  may  m  poetry  be  culled  his  race. 


At:t  1.] 
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(That  would  be  registered  fathers  of  dicir 

country, 
And  to  have  on  their  tombs,  in  golden  letters. 
The  noble  stile  of  *  Tyraiit^killers'  written; 
To  ivecp  like  fools  and  women,  and  not  like 

wise  men 
To  practise  a  redress,  deserves  a  name 
Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 
Vir.  Thy  grave  reproof, 
If  what  thou  dost  desire  were  possible 
To  be  effected,  might  well  argue  it 
As  wise  as  loving;  but  if  you  consider, 
Witli  what  btroug  guards  this  tyrant  is  de- 
fended, 
Ruffians,  and  male- contents  drawn  from  all 

quarters, 
That  only  know  to  serve  his  impious  will; 
The  citadels  built  by  him  in  the  neck 
Of  this  poor  city ;  the  inviuciblt  strength 
Nature,  by  Art  assisted,  gave  this  castle; 
And  ai)ove  all  his  fear;  admitting  no  man 
To  see  him,  but  unarm'd,  it  being  death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a  weapon ; 
You   must  confess,  unless  our  hands  were 

cannons, 
To  batter  dowT)  these  walls;  our  weak  bVeath 

mines. 
To  blow  his  forts  up;  or  our  curses  lightning. 
To  force  a  passage  to  him,  and   then  blast 

him ; 
Our  power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you. 
Weep  our  misfortunes. 

Jul    Walls  of  brass  resist  not       ' 
A  noble  undertaking;  nor  can  Vice 
Raise  any  bulwark,  to  make  good  the  place 
Where  Virtue  seeks  to  enter:  Then  to  fall 
In  Mich  a  brave  attempt,  were  such  an  honour 
That  Brutus,  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 
Were  my  dead  father  in  you,  and  my  bro- 
thel's. 
Nay,  all  tlie  ancestors  I  am  deriv'd  from, 
(As  you,  in  being  what  you  arc,  are  all  these) 
I'd  rather  wear  a  mourning  garment  for  you. 
And  should  he  more  proud  of  my  widowhood. 
You  dying  for  the  freedom  of  this  country, 
'Jlian  jf  i  were  a«sur*d  1  should  enjoy 
A  perpetuity  of  life  and  pleasure 
With  you,  the  tyrant  living. 

r/r.  Till  this  minute,  [woman, 

1  never  heard  thee  speak  !    Oh^  more  than 
And  more  to  he  helov'd  !  can  I  find  out 
A  cabinet  to  lock  a  secret  in. 
Of  equal  trust  to  thee?  All  doubts  and  fears. 
That  scandalize  your  sex,  be  far  from  me ! 
Thou  shalt   parUike  my  near  and  dearest 

counsels, 
And  further  them  with  thine. 
Jul.  1  will  be  faithful. 
f^ir   Know  then,  this  day  (stand  Heav'n 
propitious  to  us) 
Our  liberty  begins. 

Jul.  InFerrand's  death? 


•> 
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Vir,  Tis  plotted,  lore,  and  stroi^y;  tifUd, 
believe  it,  \;     , 

For  nothing  else  could  do  it,  'twas  the  thought 
How  to  proceed  in  this  design,  and  end  it. 
That  made  strange  my  embraces. 

Jw/.  Curs'd  be  she 
That's  so  indulgent  to  her  own  delightSi- 
That,  for  their  satisfaction,  ii^ould  give 
A  stop  to  such  a  glorious  enterprizc ! 
Forme,  I  would  not  for  the  world  1  had  been 
Guilty  of  such  a  crime :  Go  on,  and  prosper! 
Go  on,  my  dearest  lord  !  I  love  your  honour 
Above  my  life;  nay,  yours.    My  prayers  go 

with  you ; 
Which  [  will  strengthen  with  my  tears.  The 


wrongs 


Of  this  poor  country,  edge  your  sword !  oh, 

may  it 
Pierce  deep  into  this  tyrant's  heart !  and  then 
When  you  return,  bath'd  in  his  guilty  blood, 
I'll  wash  you  clean  with  fountains  pf  true  joy. 
But  who  arc  your  assistants?  tho'  I  am 
So  covetous  of  your  glory,  that  I  could  wish 
You  had  no  sharer  in  it.  ^Knock, 

y^ir.  Be  not  curious. 
They  come ;  however  you  command  my  bo* 
To  them  I  would  not  have  you  seen,     [^m, 

Jul.  I'm  gone,  sir. 
Be  confident;  and  m^y  my  resolution 
Be  prcaent  with  you !  lExit, 

Vir,  Such  a  masculine  spirit. 
With  more  than  woman's  virtues,  were  a 

dower 
To  weigh  down  a  king's  fortune* 

Enter  Briuonet,  Cumillo^  and'Bonvere,- 

Jiris.  Good  day  to  you ! 

Cam.  You  are  an  early  stim^r. 

Vir.  What  new  face 
Bring  you  along? 

lioHV.  If  I  stand  doubted,  sir. 
As  by  your  looks  I  guess  it,  you  much  injart 
A  man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves,  this  country. 
With  as  much  zeal  as  you  do;  one  that  hatei 
The  prince  by  whom  it  suffers,  and  as  deadly; 
One  that  dares  step  as  far  to  gain  my  freedom. 
As  any  he  that  breathes;  tliac  wears  a  sword 
As  sharp  as  any's. 

Cam.  Nay,  no  more  comparisons. 

Ronv.  What  you  but  whisper,  I  dare  speak 

aloud,  L^^^f 

Stood  the  king  by;  have  means  to  put  in  act 
What  you  but  coldly  plot:  If  this  deserve  ihca 
Suspicion  in  the  best,  the  boldest,  wisest, 
Pursue  your  own  intents;  I'll  follow  uiina; 
And  if  1  not  out-strip  you— 

Brit.  Be  assured,  sir, 
A  cr)nfidence'  like  this  can  Dever  ba  ^ 
Allied  to  treachery. 
'   Cam.  Who  durst  speak  so  much. 
But  one  that  is,  like  us,  a  sufferer^ 
And  stands  as  we  affected  ? 


\ 


>  A  conscience  like  this,  &c.]  That  this  passage  is  corrupt  will  not  admit  of  a  dQubt.  Wt 
have  ventured  to  substitute  the  word  confidence  for  conKicnct. 
Vol.  II.  '      3  X 
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[Act  iz 


Vir.  You  are  cozcn'd, 
And  all  undone  !    JLvVy  intt  lligcncer 
Speaks  treason  with  like  licence.    Is  not  this 
lionvere,  that  hath  for  many  years  been 

traiifd 
In  Ferrand's  school,  a  man  iii^  trust  and  fa- 
Kewardcd  too,  and  liighly?  [vour, 

Com.  Grant  all  this, 
The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is 
now,  [off, 

A  man  disgrac'd,  and  with  contempt  thrown 
Will  spur  hira  to  rtvcnjie,  as  swift  as  they 
That  never  were  in  favour. 

Vir.  Poor  and  childish !  [certain ; 

Bris.  His  regiment  is  cast,  tliat  is  most 
And  his  command  i*th' castle  giveu  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  knowledge. 

Vir.  Grosser  still !    What  shepherd 
Would  yield  the  poor  remainder  of  his  flock 
To  a  known  wolt,  tho'  he  put  on  the  habit 
Of  a  most  faithful  do^,  and  bark  like  oue, 
As  this  but  only  talks? 

Cam.  Yes,  he  has  means  too.       [know  it! 

Vir.  I  know  it  to  my  grief,  weak  men,  I 
To  make  his  peace,  if  there  were  any  war 
Between  him  and  his  master*,  by  betraying 
Our  innocent  lives. 

,  Ronv.  You're  too  suspicious,  [per : 

And  I  have  borne  too  much,  beyond  my  tem- 
Take  your  own  ways !  IMI  leave  you. 

Vir.  You  may  stay  now ;  [for. 

You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  fish'd 
But  one  word,  gentlemen:  Have  you  diVco- 
To  him  alone  our  plot  ?  [ver'd 

Bris.  To  Jiim,  and  others 
That  are  at  his  devotion. 

Vir.  Worse  and  worse! 
For  were  he  only  conscious  of  our  purpose, 
Tho*  with  the  hreacli  of  hospitable  laws, 
In  my  own  house  I'd  siUuce  him  for  ever : 
But  what  is  past  my  help  is  past  my  care. 
I  have  a  life  to  l(»sc. 

Cam.  Have  better  hopes. 

Ronv.  And  when  vou  know,  with  what 
charge  J  have  furthered 
Your  noble  undertaking,  you  will  swear  me 
Another  man ;  the  guards  I  have  corrupted, 
And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  noblest  youths, 
Attir'd  like  virgins,  such  as  hermits  would 
Welcome  to  their  sad  cells,  prepar'd  amasque, 
As  done  for  the  kinu^s  pleasure. 

Vir.  For  his  safety 
I  rather  fear ;  and  as  a  pageant  to 
Usher  our  ruin. 

Ronv.  We,  as  torch-bearers, 


Will  wait  on  these;  bat  with  such  art  and 

canning 
I  have  convey'd  sharp  poniords  in  the  wax. 
That  we  may  pass,  tho'  searched,  thro'  alJ  his 

guards 
Without  suspicion,  and  in  all  his  glory 
Oppress  him,  and  with  safety. 

Cam.  Tis  most  strange 

Vir.  To  be  effected. 

Ronv.  You  are  doubtful  still.  [if  you 

Bris.  But  we  resolv'd  to  follow  him ;  and 
Desist  now,  Virolet,  we*ll  say  'tis  fear. 
Rather  than  providence. 

Cam.  And  so  we  leave  you—    [£reicii^. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  To  your  wise  doubts,  and  to  my  bet^ 

ter  counsels. 
Oh !  pardon  me,  my  lord,  and  trust  me  too; 
Let  me  not,  like  Cassandra,  prophesy  truths. 
And  never  be  believ'd,  before  the  mischief; 
I  have  heard  all,  know  this  Ronvere  a  villain. 
A  villain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 
This  for  your  ruin,  only  to  make  way 
To  his  hopes  in  my  embraces ;  at  more  leisure) 
I  wiir  acquaint  you  wherefore  I  conGeal*d  it 
To  this  last  minute;  if  you  stay,  you*reIosty 
And  all  prevention  too  late.    1  know. 
And  'tis  to  me  known  only,  a  dark  cave 
Within  this  house,  a  part  of  my  poor  dower, 
Where  you  may  lieconcealM,  as  in  the  center, 
Till  this  rough  blast  be  o'er.  Where  there  is  air. 
More  than  to  keep  in  life,  Ferraod  will  find 
So  curious  his  fears  are.  [you; 

Vir.  yis  better  fall 
Than  hide  my  head  now,  ('twas  thine  own 
My  friends  engag'd  too.  [advice) 

Jut.  You  if  tan  d  further  bound. 
Than  to  ueak  men  that  have  betray *d  them- 
selves, 
Or  to  my  counsel,  tho'  then  just  and  loyal: 
Your  fancy  hath  been  good,  but  not  your 

judgment 
in  choice  of  such  to  side  you.   Will  you  leap 
l'rt)m  a  steep  tower,  because  a  dcisp'rate  fool 
l)oet>  it, and  trusts  the  wind  to  save nis  hazard? 
There's  more  expected  from  you;  all  men's 

cyta 
Arc  fix'd  on  Virolet,  to  help,  not  hurt  them: 
Make  good  their  hopes  and  ours !    You  have 

Mworn  often, 
That  you  dare  credit  me,  and  nllow'd  me  wise, 
Altho*  a  woman ;  e'en  kings  in  great  actions 
Wait  opportunity,  and  so  must  you,  sir, 
Or  lose  your  understandings. 


^  His  master,  betraj/ing.']  I  have  inserted  by  in  the  text  against  the  authority  of  all  the 
editions.    This  passage  is  deficient  without.       Sympson. 

5  Lose  your  understanding.]  This  place  seems  to  want  an  helping  hand.  I  would  propose 
reading  undertaking.  ^  Kings  wait  opportunity  to  perform  tlieir  designs  in,  and  so  must  you, 
'  otiierwise  yon  will  lose  your  undertaking.'  For  'tis  not  the  understanding  but  undertahng 
which  would  be  lost.        Sympson. 

I'he  text  is  right,  and  only  means,  '  It  would  be  madness  to  think  you  must  not,  like 
*  others,  be  guided  by  the  opportunity.'  His  answer  confirms  this,  '  Lose  your  uiider* 
standing'  may,  without  violence,  be  taken  in  this  sense. 
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Vir.  Thou  art  constant; 
I  an  uncertain  fooi,  a  most  blind  fool : 
Be  thou  ray  guide. 

JuL  If  1  fail  to  direct  you. 
For  torment  or  reward,  when  I  am  wretched, 
May  aonstancy  forsake  me ! 

Vir,  I've  my  safety.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Castruccio  and  Villto, 

Vil.  Why  are  you  rapt  thus? 

Cast,  Peace,  thou  art  a  fool.  [ship, 

Vil,  But  if  I  were  a  flatterer,  like  your  wor- 
I  should  be  wise,  and  rich  too : 
There  are  few  else  that  pros|>er,  bawds  ex- 
They  hold  an  equal  place  there.        [cepted, 

Cast.  A  shrewd  knave  I 
But  oh,  the  king,  the  happy  king  ! 

Vil,  Why  happy? 
In  bearing  a  great  burthen  ? 

Cast.  What  bears  he. 
That's  borne  on  princes'  shoulders? 

Vil,  A  crown's  weight,  [ore 

Which  sets  more  heavy  on  liis  head  than  th' 

Slaves  dig  out  of  tlie  mines,  of  which  'tis 

made.  [that  heavy 

Cast.  Thou  worthily  art  hb  fool,  to  think 
That  carries  him  i'th' air:  The  rev'rence  due 
To  that  most  sacred  gold  makes  him  ador'd, 
His  footsteps  kiss'd;   his  smiles  to  raise  a 

beggar • 
To  a  lord's  fortune ;  and,  when  he  but  frowns, 
The  city  quakes 

Vil.  Or  the  poor  cuckolds  in  it, 
Coxcombs  I  should  say.    I  am  of  a  fool 
Grown  a  philosopher,  to  hear  this  parasite. 

Cast.  The  delicates  he's  serv'd  with,  see 
and  envy— 

ViL  Vd  rather  have  an  onion  with  a  sto- 
Than  these  without  one.  [mach, 

Cast,  The  celestial  musick, 
Such  as  the  motion  of  the  eternal  spheres 

[Musick, 
Yields  Jove  when  he  drinks  nectar 

Vil.  Here's  a  fiue  knave ! 
Yet  hath  too  man^f  fellows. 

Cast.  Then  the  beauties, 
That  with  variety  of  choice  embraces 

[These  pass  over. 
Renew  his  age 

Vil.  Help  him  to  crouch  rather. 
And  the   French  cringe;  they're  excellent 
surgeons  that  way. 

Cast.  Oh,  majesty !  let  others  think  of  Hea- 
While  I  contemplate  thee.  [ven, 

Vil.  This  is  not  atheism. 
But  court  observance. 

Cuit.  Now  die  god  appears, 
Usher'd  with  earthquakes. 

ViL  Base  idolatry !  [Flourish.  - 

Enter  Ferraud,  Guard,  Women,  and  Servants, 

Fer.  These  meats  are  poison'd !   hang  the 
cooks !— No  note  more,  [T^^he  musick, 

•  His  smiles  to  raise  a  heggar.]  Sympson 

3  X 


On  forfeit  of  your  fingers  !   do  you  envy  me 
A  minute's  slumber  ?— What  are  these  ? 

1  Guard.  The  ladies 
Appointed  by  your  majesty. 

Fer,  To  th'  purpose ! 
For  what  appointed  ? 

1  Guard.  For  your  Grace's  pleasure. 

Fer.  To  suck  away  the  liiUe  blood  is  left 
me. 
By  my  continual  cares !  F  v^n  not  apt  now : 
Enjoy  them  first,  taste  of  my  diet  ouce ; 
And,  your  turus   serv'd,   for  fifty  crowns 

a- piece 
Their  husbands  may  redeem  them. 

Womeu.  Great  ^r,  mercy  ! 

Fer,  I'm  deaf.     NVhy  stare  you  ?  Is  what 
we  command 
To  be  disputed  ?  Who's  this?  Bring  you  rhe 
Y  upbraid  me  to  my  face  ?  [dead 

Cast.  Hold,  emperor ! 
Hold,  mightiest  ot  kings!  I  am  thy  vassal, 
Tiiy  foot-stool,  that  durst  not  presume  to 
On  thy  offended  face.  [look 

Fer.  Castruccio,  rise. 

Cast.  liCt  uot  the  lightning  of  thy  eye  con- 
sume me. 
Nor  hear  that  musical  tongue  in  dreadful 
That  speaks  all  mercy.  ftlmnder, 

Vil.  Here's  no  flattering  rogue  ! 

Cast,  P errand,  that  is  the  father  of  bis 
The  glory  of  maukind [people, 

Fer.  No  more,  no  word  more ! 
And  while  I  tell  my  troubles  to  myself, 
Be  statues  without  motion  or  voice : 
Tho'  to  be  flatter'd  is  an  itch  to  greatness. 
It  now  offends  me. 

Vil.  Here's  the  happy  man  ! 
But  speak  who  dares. 

Fer.  When  I  was  innocent, 
I  yet  remember  I  could  eat  and  sleep. 
Walk  unaffrightcd ;  but  now  terrible 
To  others,  my  guards  can't  keep  fear  from  me; 
It  still  pursues  me;  oh,  my  wounded  con- 
science ! 
The  bed  I  would  rest  in  is  stuff  *d  with  thorns ; 
The  ground's  strew'd  o'er  with  adders,  aud 

with  aspicks, 
Where-e'er  1  set  my  foot :  But  I  am  in. 
And  what  was  got  with  cruelty,  with  blood 
Must  be  defended.  Tho'  this  fife's  a  hell, 
I  fear  a  worse  hereafter.    Ha! 

Enter  Ronvere  and  Guard. 

Ronv.  My  lord ! 

Fer.    Welcome,  Ronvere!  welcome,  my 
golden  plummet, 
With  which  I  sound  mme  enemies' depths 

and  angers ! 
Hast  thou  discovered  ? 

Ronv.  Ail  as  you  could  wish,  sir, 
The  plot,  and  the  coutrivcrs;  was  made  one 
Of  the  conspiracy. 

Fer;  Is  Viroletin? 

reads,  '  His  smiles  tb  raise  a  Beggar/ 
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Ranv,  Tliehetkd  of  all :  He  only  scented  me; 
And,  from  his  fear  that  I  play'd  false,  is  fled; 
The  rest  I  have  in  fetters. 

Fer.^Death  and  hell ! 
Next  to  ray  mortal  fae,  the  pirate  Sesse, 
I  aimM  at  him  !  He's  virtuous,  and  wise, 
A  lover  of  his  freedom  and  his  country's; 
Dangerous  to  such  as  govern  by  the  sword, 
And  so  to  me. — No  track  which  way  he  went  ? 
No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ro7iv.  There's  some  hope  left ; 
fiut  with  a  rough  hand  to  be  seiz*d  upon. 

Fer.  Whatis't? 

Ronv.  If  any  know  or  where  he  is, 
Or  which  way  he  is  fied,  it  is  his  wife : 
Her,  with  his  father,  I  have  apprehended, 
And  brooeht  among  the  rest. 

Fer.  Twas  wisely  ordered  : 
Go  fetch  them  in,  and  let  my  executioners 
Appear  in  horror  with  the  rack.  [Exit  Ronv, 

Vil.  I  take  it,  signor. 
This  is  no  time  for  you  to  flatter,  or  me 
To  fool  in. 

Cast.  Thou  art  wise  in  this:  Let's  off; 
It  is  unsafe  to  be  near  Jove  when  he 
Begins  to  thunder. 

ViL  Good  morality !  [Exeunt  VilSf  Cmt. 

Fer,  I  that  have  picrc  d  into  the  hearts  of 
men; 
Forced  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks 
Secrets,  whose  least  discovery  was  death; 
Will  rend,   for  what  concenis  my  life,  the 
Of  a  weak  woman's  faith.  [fortress 

Enter  Jtowoerey  Guards  and  Extcutionert 
with  a  rack,  Camillo,  Brutonet,  Fandul" 
phOf  and  Juliana. 

Cam.  >V^ate'er  we  suffer,  [ever 

The  weight  that  loads  a  traitor's  heart,  sit 
Heavy  on  thine ! 

Br  is.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee, 
Fall  thou  by  others ! 

Ronv.  Pish !  poor  fools,  your  curses 
Will  ne'er  reach  me. 

Jul.  Now,  by  my  Virolet's  life. 
Father,  this  is  a  glorious  stage  of  murder ! 
Here  are  6  ne  properties  too  7,  and  such  spec- 
tators 
As  will  expect  good  action  !  To  the  life 
Let  us  perform  our  parts;  and  we  shall  live 
When  these  are  rotten.    'Would  we  might 

begin  once ! 
Are  you  the  master  of  the  company? 
Troth,  you  are  tedious  now. 

Fer.  She  docs  deride  me.  [lable 

Jul.  Thee  and  thy  power !  If  one  poor  syl- 
Could  win  me  an  assurance  of  thy  favour, 
I  would  not  speak  it;  I  desire  to  be 
The  great  example  of  thy  cruelty, 


To  whet  which  on,  know,  Ferrand,  I  alone 
Can  make  discovery  where  my  Virolet  isy 
Whose  life  I  know  thou  aim'st  at:  But  if 

tortures 
Compel  me  to 't,  may  hope  of  Heav'n  flomke 
I  dare  tliy  worst.  .  [me ! 

Fer.  Are  we  contemn'd? 

Jul,  Thou  art. 
Thou  and  thy  ministers !  My  life  is  thine  ; 
But  in  the  death  the  victory  shall  be  rame. 

Pond.  We've  such  a  mistress  here  to  teach 
us  courage, 
That  cowards  might  Icam  from  her. 

Fer.  You  are  slow !  [She  is  put  on  the  rack. 
Begin  the  scene.    Thou  miserable  fool. 
For  so  ril  make  thee 

Jul,  Trs  not  iu  thy  reach ;  [ed. 

I'm  happy  in  my  sufferings,  thou  mostwretch- 

Fer,  So  bmve  ?  Ill  tame  you  yet.    Pluck 
harder*,  villains! 
Is  she  insensible  ?  no  srgh  nor  groiin  ? 
Or  is  she  dead  ? 

Jul.  No,  tyrant!  tho' I  suffer 
More  than  atvoman,  beyoud  flesh  and  blood> 
Tis  in  a  cause  so  honourable^  tliat  I  scorn. 
With  any  sign,  that  may  express  a  sorrow,^ 
To  shew  I  do  repent. 

Fer,  Confess  yet,  and 
Thon  shalt  be  safe. 

Jul,  'Tis  wrapt  up  iu  my  soul. 
From  whence  thou  canst  not  force  it« 

Fer,  I  will  be 
Ten  days  a-killing  thee. 

Jul.  Be  twenty  thousand ; 
My  glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ronv,  Tis  a  miracle  ? 
She  tires  the  executioners,  and  me. 

Fer,  Unloose   her;    I  am  couquer'd. — I 
must  take 
Some  other  way.— Reach  her  my  chair,  in 
Of  her  invincible  fortitude.  [booour 

Ronv.  Will  you  not 
Dispatch  the  rest? 

Fer.  When  I  seem  merciful. 
Assure  tliysclf,  Ronvere,  I  am  most  cruel.-* 
Thou  wonder  of  thy  sex,  and  of  this  natioo« 
That  hast  chang'd  my  severity  to  mercy. 
Not  to  thyself  alone,  but  to  thy  people, 
(In  which  1  do  include  these  men)  my  ene^ 
Unbind  them.  [mies! 

Fand.  This  is  strange ! 

Fer.  For  your  intent 
Against  my  life,  which  you  dare  not  deny, 
I  only  ask  one  service. 

Cam,  Above  hope  !  [Se8se» 

Fer,  There  rides  a  pirate  near,  the  Duke  of 
My  enemy  and  this  country's,  that  in  bond$ 
Holds  my  dear  friend  Abcanio:  Free  this 
friend. 


" properties.]  A  term  much  used  at  the  play-houses  for  the  habits  and  impleoients 

necessary  for  the  representation.        Sympson, 

*  Pluck  hard,  villains.]  The  measure  here  as  well  as  sense  call  for  the  alceratioo,  which 
both  Mr.  Theobald  and  myself  had  lighted  on,  and  which  I  have  thought  proper  to  ^tand  ia 
the  text.       iS^n^Mon. 
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Or  bring  the  pirate's  head,  besides  your  par- 
don, 
And  hoDoar  of  the  action,  your  reward 
Is  forty  tliousand  ducats :  And  because 
I  know  that  Virolet  is  as  bold  as  wise. 
Be  he  your  general.  As  pledge  of  your  faith. 
That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  roan 
And  this  most  constant  matron  stay  with  me. 
Of  whom,  as  of  myself,  I  will  be  careful.. 
She  shall  direct  you  where  her  husband  is. 
Make  choice   of  any  ship  you  think  most 
They  are  rigg*d  for  you.  [useful ; 

[Exeunt  Guard,  with  Juliana  and 
Pandiilpko. ' 
Brit.  We  with  joy  accept  it. 
Cam,  And  will  proclaim  Icing  Ferrand  mer- 
ciful. [Exeunt  JBHi.  and  Cam. 


Ronv.  The  mystery  of  this,  my  lord  f  of 
Changed  in  your  nature  ?  [are  you 

Fer.  Ill  make  tiiee  private  to  it : 
The  lives  of  these  weak  men,  and  desperate 
woman,  [them ; 

Would  no  way  h^e  secured  me,  had  I  took 
Tis  Virolvt  I  aim  at  s  he  has  power. 
And  knows  to  hurt.  If  they  encounter  Sesae, 
And  he  prove  conqueror,  I  am  assur'd 
They'll  find  no  mercy;  if  that  they  prova 

victors, 
T  shall  recover,  with  my  friend,  his  head 
I  most  desire  of  all  men. 

Ronv.  Now  I  have  it.  [all; 

Fer.  ni  make  thee  understand  the  drift  of 

So  we  stand  sure,  thus  much  for  tliosc  that 

fall !  [Exeunt. 


ACT  11. 


Enter  Boatneain  and  (runner. 

Boatt,  T  AY  her  before  the  wind ;  up  with 

-*-^  her  canvas, 
And  let  her  work  !  the  wind  begins  to  whistle. 
Clap  all  her  streamers  on,  and  let  her  dance. 
As  if  she  were  the  minion  of  the  ocean ! 
Let  her  bestride  the  billows  'till  they  roar. 
And  curl   their  wanton  heads!  Ho,  below 
there ! 
Sailors  [withiTi].  Ho,  ho ! 
Boats.  Lay  her  North-East,  and  thrust  her 
mizen  out; 
The  day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  wind 

courts  us. 
Oh,  for  a  lusty  sail  now,  to  give  chase  to ! 
Gun.  A  stubborn  bark,  that  would  but 
bear  up  to  us, 
And  change  a  broadside  bravely  I 
Boats.  Where's  the  Duke? 
Gun.  I  have  not  seen  him  stir  to-day. 
Boats.  Oh,  Gunner,  [iour! 

What  bravery  dwells  in  his  age,  and  what  va- 
And  to  his  friends^  what  gentleness  and 

bounty ! 
How  long  have  we  been  inhabitants  at  sea 
Gun.  Some  fourteen  years.  [here? 

Boats.  By  fourteen  lives  I  swear  then. 
This  elementue  er  nourish'd  such  a  pirate. 
So  great,  so  fearless,  and  so  fortunate, 
So  patient  in  his  want,  in  act  so  valiant ! 
How  many  sail  of  well-mann'd  ships  before  us, 
As  the  bonito  does  the  flying  fish. 
Have  we  pursued  and  scour  d,  that,  to  out- 
strip us,  [on ! 
They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  very  snirts 
W^hat  gallies  have  we  bang'd,  and  sunk,  and 
taken,    ,                                      [fiance. 
Whose  only  fraughts  were  fire  and  stern  de- 
And  nothing  spoke  but  bullet  in  all  these! 
How  like  old  Neptune  have  I  seen  our  gene- 
ral 


Standing  i'  th'  poop,  and  tossing  his  steel  tri* 

dent,  [him! 

Commanding  both  the  sea  and  winds  to  serve 

Gun.  His  daughter  too  (which  is  the  ho* 

nour.  Boatswain, 
Of  all  her  sex)  that  martial  maid— 
Boats.  A  brave  wench  !  [begun. 

Gun.  How  oftentimes,  a  fight  being  new 
Has  she  lcup*d  down,  and  took  my  linstock 

from  me, 
And  crying,  *  Now  fly  right,'  fir'd  all  my 

chasers ! 
Then,  like  tlie  image  of  the  warlike  goddess. 
Her  target  brac*d  upon  her  arm,  her  sword 

drawn. 
And  anger  in  her  eyes,  lenp*d  up  again. 
And  bravely  haiKd  the  bark;  I*ve  wonder*d, 

~Boatswain, 
That  in  a  body  made  so  delicate. 
So  soft  for  sweet  embraces,  so  much  fire. 
And  manly  soul,  not  starting  at  a  danger—— 
Boats,  Her  noble  father  got  her  in  his  fur}*. 
And  so  she  proves  a  soldier. 

Gun.  This  too  I  wonder  at. 
Taking  so  many  strangers  as  ho  does. 
He  uses  them  with  that  respect  and  coolness, 
Not  making  prise,  but  only  borrowing 
What  may  supply  his  want;  nor  that  for 

nothing ;  [of. 

But  renders  back  what  they  may  stand  in  need 
And  then  parts  lovingly:  Where,  if  he  take 
His  countryman,  that  should  be  nearest  to 

him. 
And  stand  most  free  from  danger,  he  sure 

paysfor't;  [bark, 

He  drowns  or  hangs  the  men,  ransacks  the 
Then  gives  her  up  a  bonfire  to  his  fortune. 
Boats,  The  wrongs  he  has  received  from 

that  dull  country  j[e\ty ; 

(That's  all  1  know)  have  purchas'd  all  his  cni« 
We  fare  the  better.  Cbeeriyy  checrly,  boys  I 
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Tbe  ship  runs  memlj;  mjr  captain**  melan- 
choly. 
And  nothing  cures  that  in  him  but  a  sea-fight : 
I  hope  to  meet  a  sail,  boy,  and  a  right  one. 
Gun,  That's  my  hope  too ;  I*m  ready  for 

the  pastime. 
Boats,  r  th'uiean  time,  let's  bestow  a  song 
upon  him. 
To  shake  him  from  his  dumps,  and  bid  good 

day  to  him. 
Ho/  in  the  hold ! 

Enter  a  Boy.    ^ 

Boy.  Here,  here. 
Boats,  To  th*  main-top.  Boy ! 
An  thou  keu^st.a  ship  that  dares  defy  us, 
Here's  gold. 

Boy,  I'm  gone.  [Exit, 

Boats,  Come,  sirs,  a  quaint  levet, 

[Trump,  €  levet. 
To  waken  our  brave  general !  Then  to  our 
labour  I 

Enter  Duke  qfSesse  (above),  and  Mnrtia  like 

an  Amnxon* 

Duke,  I  thank  you,  loving  mates,  I  thank 
you  all ! 
There's  to  prolong  your  mirth;  and  good  mor- 
row to  you ! 
Mart,  Take  this  from  me  ;  you're  honest, 
valiant  friends, 
And  such  we  must  make  much  of.    Not  a 
sail  purring? 
Gun.  Not  any  within  ken  yet. 
Boats.  Without  doubt,  lady. 
The  wind  standing  so  fair  and  full  upon  us, 
We  shall  have  sport  anon.    But,  noble  ge- 
neral, 
Why  are  you  still  so  sad  ?  You  take  our  edge 
You  make  us  dull  and  spiritless.  [off; 

Duke,  111  tell  ye, 
Because  I  will  provoke  ye  to  be  fortunate ; 
Far  when  you  know  my  cause,  'twill  double 

arm  you: 
This  woman  never  knew  it  yet,  my  daughter ; 
Some  discontents  she  has. 

Mart,  Tray,  sir,  go  forward. 

Duke.  These  fourteen  years,  I've  stored 

it  here  at  sea^. 

Where  tbe  most  curious  thought  could  never 

find  it.  [mates. 

Boats.  Call  up  the  Master,  and  all  the 

Enter  (below)  Master  and  Sailors, 

Duke.  Good  morrow ! 
Master.  Good  morrow  to  our  general,  a 
g;^od  one ! 
And  to  tliat  noble  lady  all  good  wishes ! 
Mart.  I  thank  you.  Master. 


Duke.  Mark  me  f  thus  it  is  then ; 
Which  I  did  ne%'er  think  to  have  discorer'd. 
Till  full  revenge  had  wooed  me;  but,  to  sa- 
tisfy [theo. 
My  faithful  friends,  thus  I  cast  off  my  bur* 
In  that  short  time  I  was  a  courtier. 
And  follow'd  that  most  hated  of  all  princf-s, 
Ferrand,  the  full  example  of  all  mischiefs, 
(Compell'd  to  follow  to  my  soul  a  stranger) 
It  was  my  chance  one  day  to  play  at  chess. 
For  some  few  crowns  witn  a  minion  of  this 
king,                                             [sure  ; 
A  mean  poor  man,  that  only  serv'd  his  plea- 
Removing  of  a  rook,  we  grew  to  words. 
From  this  to  hotter  anger :  To  be  short, 
I  got  a  blow. 

Mart.  How,  how,  m^  noble  father ! 
Duke.  A  blow,  my  girl ;  which  I  had  soon 
repaid. 
And  sunk  the  slave  for  ever,  had  not  odds 
Thrust  in  betwixt  us.  I  went  away  disgrac'd— 
Mart,  For  honour's  sake,  not  so,  sir ! 
Duke.  For  that  time,  wench; 
But  call'd  upon  him,  like  a  gentleman,  pour. 
By  many  private  friends ;  knock'd  at  his  va- 
Courted  liis  iionour  hourly  to  repair  me; 
And  tho'  he  were  a  thing  my  thoughts  made 

slight  on. 
And  only  worth  ^he  fury  of  my  footman. 
Still  I  pursued  him  nobly 

Mart,  Did  he  *scape  you?  [coldly? 

My  old  brave  father,  could  you  sit  down  so 
Duke,  Hwve  patience,  and  know  all.  Pur- 
sued him  fairly. 
Till  I  was  laugh'd  at,  scorn'd,  my  wrongs 

made  May-games ; 
By  him  unjustly  wrong'd  should  be  all  justice; 
The  slave  protected :    Yel  at  length  I  found 
him,  [buried, 

Found  him,  when  he  sunpos'd  all  had  been 
And  what  I  had  receiv'd  durst  not  be  ques- 

tion'd ; 
And  then  he  fell,  under  my  sword  he  fell. 
For  ever  sunk;  his  poor  lile,  li^e  the  air 
Blown  in  an  empty  bubble,burst,  and  left  him. 
No  noble  wind  of  memory  to  raise  him. 
But  then  began  ray  misery !  I  fled. 
The  king's  frowns  following,  and  my  friends' 

despair : 
No  hand  that  durst  relieve;  my  country  fear- 
Basely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a  tyrant,    [ful. 
Which  made  his  bad  will  worse,  stood  still 

ond  wondcr'd, 
Their  virtue^  bed-rid  in  'em.   Tlien,  my  giri, 
A  little  one,  I  snatch'd  thee  from  thy  nurse, 
The  model  of  thy  father's  miseries. 
And  some  small  wealth  was  fit  for  present 

carriage. 
And  got  to  sea,  where  I  profcss'd  my  anger, 


>  I  hitoe  stored  it  here  at  sea.]  Thus  the  octavo,  and  it  may  be  right;  the  edition  of  1647 

gives  it  thus, 

*  I've  stoed  here  at  sea.' 
I  conjecture  we  should  read  with  a  small  addition,  stowed.  So  a  little  lower  the  Master  says, 
'Down  with  'era,  stow  'cm  in.'        Syn^son. 
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And  will  do,  wbibt  that  base  ungrateful  coun- 
try. 
And  that  bad  king,  bave  blood  or  means  to 

quench  me. 
Now  ye  know  rU. 

Muster.  VVe  know  all,  and  admire  all: 
Go  on,  and  do  all  still,  and  still  be  fortunate! 

Mart.  Had  you  done  less,  or  lost  this  noble 
anjjfcr. 
You  had  been  worthy  then  mcu*s  empty  pities. 
And  not  their  wonders.  Go  on,  and  use  your 

justice. 
And  use  it  still  with  that  fell  violence 
It  first  appear'd  to  you !  If  you  go  less, 
Or  take  a  doting  mercy  to  protection, 
The  honour  of  a  father  I  disclaim  in  yon, 
Call  back  all  duty,  and  will  be  prouder  of 
The  infamous  and  base  name  of  a  whore, 
Than  dau»hter  to  a  great  duke  and  a  coward. 

Duke,  Mine  own  sweet  j^Iartia,  no;  tliou 
know*st  my  nature; 
It  cannot,  must  not  be. 

Mart.  I  hope  it  shall  not. 
But  why,  sir,  do  you  keep  alive  still  young 
Ascanio,  prince  of  Hossauu,  king  Fcrrand*s 
Most  beloved  one,  you  took  two  mouths  a^o  f 
Why  is  not  he  flung  overboard,  or  tiang'd  f 

Duke,  ril  tell  thee,  girl: 
It  tvcre  a  mercy  in  my  nature  now, 
So  soon  to  break  the  thread  of  his  alBictions^*; 
I  am  not  so  far  reconcil'd  yet  to  liim. 
To  let  him  die  ;  that  were  a  benefit. 
23esides,  I  keep  iiim  as  a  bait  and  tliet, 
To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  king: 
I  look  each  hour  to  hear  of  his  armadas; 
And  a  hot  welcome  they  shall  have. 

Mart.  But  hark  you ! 
If  you  were  over-sway'd  with  odds 

Duke.  I  find  you :  [ing, 

I  would  not  yield ;  no,  girl ;  no  hope  of  yield- 
Nor  fiinji;  myself  onehour  into  their  mercies. 
And  give  the  tyrant  hope,  to  gain  his  kingdom. 
No;  1  can  sink,  wench,  and  make  ftbift  to  die; 
A  thousand  doors  are  open,  I  shall  hit  one. 
I  am  no  ni^r^ard  of  my  life;  so  it  go  nobly, 
AH  ways  are  equal,  and  all  hours,  I  care  not. 

Mart.  Now  you  speak  like  my  father ! 

Muster,  Noble  general, 
If  by  our  means  they  inherit  au^htbut  bangs, 
The  mercy  of  tlie  main-yard  light  upon  us ! 

No; 
We  can  sluk  too,  sir,  and  sink  low  enough, 
To  pose  theii*  cruelties  to  follow  us ;      [way. 
And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  world  go  tliat 
A  thousiuid  cowards  suck  his  bones ! 


Gun.  Let  the  worst  come, 
I  can  unbreech  a  cannon,  arid  without  much 

/lielp 
Turn  her  into  the  keel ;  and  when  sh*  has 

split  it. 
Every  man  knows  his  way*  his  own  prayerf, 
And  so  good  night,  I  think  ! 

Matter.  We've  liv*d'all  with  you, 
And  will  die  with  you,  general. 

Duke.  1  thank  you,  gentlemen. 

Boif  [above],  A  sail,  a  sail! 

Muster.  A  chearful  sound  ! 

JBoy.  A  sail ! 

Boats.  Of  whence  r  of  whence.  Boy  ? 

Botf.  A  lusty  sail ! 

Mart.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boi/.  She  plows  the  sea  before  her. 
And  foams  i*  th*  moutli* 

Boats.  Of  whence? 

Bitj/.  I  ken  not  yet,  bir. 

Duke,  Oh,  may  she  prove  of  Naples ! 

Master.  Prove  the  devil. 
We'll  spit  out  fire  as  thick  as  sh^. 

Bay.  Hoy! 

Master.  Brave  Boy  ?  [Master ; 

Boy.  Of  Naples,  Naples;  I  think  of  Naples, 
Methinks  I  see  the  arms. 

Master,  Up,  up  another. 
And  ^ive  more  certain  signs !     [Exit  Sudw. 

Duke.  All  to  your  busiuess! 
And  stand  but  right  and  true 

Boats.  Hang  liim  tliat  halts  now  ! 

Boy.  Sh'  has  us  in  chase. 

Matter.  \Vc*ll  spare  her  our  main-top-sail; 
She  shall  not  look  us  long,  we  arc  no  starters. 
Down  with  the  fore-sail  too !  we'll  spoon  be- 
fore her.  [honoui: 

Mart.  Gunner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my 
Load  me  but  these  two  minions  in  the  chase 

there  '* ; 
And  load  'cm  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair 

welcome. 
And  be  thine  eye,  and  level,  as  thy  heart  is  J- 

Gun,  Madam,  I'll  scratch  *em  out;  I'll  piss 
'em  out  else. 

Sailor  [above'].  Hoy ! 

Duke,  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sailor.  Of  Naples,  Naples,  Naples ! 
I  see  her  top-flag,  how  she  quarters  Naples. 
I  hear  her  trumpets. 

Duke.  Down !  She's  welcome  to  us ! 

[Ereunt  Master^  Boats.  Gun,  Sailorr. 

Every  man  to  his  charge  !  Man  her  i'  th*  bow 

well,  [sparing. 

And  place  your  rakers  right  ><.   Daughter,  be 


■<*  Break  the  bed  of  his  afflictions,]    Corrected  by  Sympson. 

" in  the  chapc.l  The  chape  of  a  sword  is  no  news,  but  I  fancy  that  of  a  ship  will  be 

so  to  every  curious  reader.-  Chase  it  applicable  either  to  the  prow  or  stern  of  a  ship,  and  'tis 
no  matter  in  which  of  these  acceptations  we  understand  it  here.        Sympson. 

We  have  no  doubt  but  Sympson  has  here  hit  on  the  right  word,bu^not  on  its  true  accepta- 
tion ;  for  no  part  of  a  vessel,  we  believe,  bears  the  name  of  tlie  chiae.  The  chase,  in  the  sea 
dialect,  is  a  vessel  pursued. 


m 


**  Flace^our  rakers,]  t.e.  the  guns  with  which  the  enemy*s  vessel  is  to  be  raked.  Falkner, 
his  Marine  Dictionary,  says,  *  Raking  a  ship  it  tht  act  of  Cttnuouadiog  a  ibip 


00  the  stero^ 

'  or 


>.^ 
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Mart,  I  swear  1*11  be  above,  sir»  in  the 
thickest, 
And  where  most  danger  is  I'll  seek  for  honour. 
They  have  bcguii>!  hark,  how  their  trumpets 

call  us ! 
Hark,  how  the  wide-mouth*d  cannons  sing 

uiuon<^st  us ! 
Hark,  lu)w  thcv  sail !  out  of  our  shejls  fur 
shame,  sir) 
Duke.  Now  fortune  and  ray  cause ! 
Mart,  Be  bold  and  conquer!       \  Exeunt. 
[Charge,  tmrnpett  andtkot  within. 

Enter  Master  and  Boatswain. 

Master.  They'll  board  us  once  again;  they're 

tough  and  valiant. 
Boats.  Twice  we  have  blown  'cm  iuto  th' 
air  like  feathers, 
Ancl  made  'em  dance. 

Master,  Good  boys !  fight  bravely,  manly ! 
They  come  on  yet ;  clap  in  her  stem,  and 
yoke  'cm  *'. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  You  shall  not  need;  I  have  provi- 
sion for  'em ; 
I<ct  *cin  board  once  again ;  the  next  is  ours. 
Stand  bravely  to  your  pikes;  away,  be  valiant! 
I  have  a  second  course  of  sen'ice  for  'em. 
Shall  make  the  bowels  of  their  bark  ache,  boy! 
The  Duke  fights  like  a  dragon.     Who  dares 
be  idle?  fJSr 

[Chatge,  trumpets^  pieces  go  off. 

Enter  Master^  Boatswain  following. 

Master.  Down  with  'em  f  stow  'cm  in ! 

Boats.  Cut  their  throats ! 
mii  brotherhood  to  (ling  'em  into  th'  sea. 
The  Duke  is  hurt,  so  is  his  lovely  daughter 
Martia.     We  have  the  day  yet. 

Enter  Gunner. 
Gun,  *Po%  fire  'cm  !  [flew. 

They  have  sinoak'd  us ;  never  such  plums  yet 
Boats.  Thcv've  rent  the  ship,  and  bor'd  a 
hundred  holes; 
She  swims  still  lustily. 

Master.  She  made  a  brave  fight;  and 
She  shall  be  curM,  and  make  a  braver  yet. 
Gun.  Bring  us  some  cans  up;  lam  hot  as 
fire. 

Enter  Boy  with  three  cans. 

Boats.  I  am  sure  I  am  none  o'  th'  coolest. 

Gun.  IMy  caimons  rung  like  bells.  Here's 
to  my  mistress ! 
The  dainty  sweet  brass  minion  split  their  fore- 
She  never  fail'd.  [mast; 

Master.  Ye  did  all  well  and  truly, 
Ukc  faithful  honest  men. 


Boats.  But  it  she  rich,  Master  ? 

[JVua^etf  Jbttrith. 

Enter  Duke,  Martia,  Virolet,  and  Sailors. 

Master,  Rich  for  my  captain*s  purpose 
howsoever, 
And  we  are  his.  How  bravely  now  he  shews. 
Heated  in  blood  and  anger !  tlow  do  yoo,  sir? 
Not  w  ounded  mortally^  I  hope  ? 

Duke.  No,  Master; 
But  only  wear  tlic  livery  of  fury.— 
I'm  hurt,  and  deep. 

Master,  My  mistress  too? 

Mart.  A  scratch,  man ;  [sir, 

IVly  needle  would  ha'  done  as  moeh. — Good 
Be  provident  and  careful  I 

Duke.  'Prithee,  peace,  girl; 

This  wound  is  not  the  fiist  blood  I  have 

blush'd  in.  [ye, 

Ye  fought  all  like  tall  men;  my  thanks  among 

That  speaks  not  what  ray  purse  means,  but 

my  tongue,  soldiers.-—— 
Now,  sir,  to  you  that  sought  me  out,  that 

-found  me. 
That  found  me  what  I  am,  the  tjrrant's  tyrant ; 
You  that  were  iinp'd,  the  weak  arm  to  his 
You're  welcome  tn  ^our  death !  [^olly, 

Jlr.  I  do  expect  it ;  [iL 

And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  but  wait 

Duke.  Thou  bor'st  the  face  once  of  a  noble 
gentleman, 
Rank'd  in  the  first  file  of  thevirtuons. 
By  every  hopeful  spirit  shew'd  and  pointed 
Thy  country's  lOve;  one  that  advanc'd  her- 

honour. 
Not  tainted  with  the  base  and  servile  uses 
The  tyrant  ties  men's  souls  to.  Tell  roe,  Viro- 
let, [credit— 
If  shame  have  not  forsook  tliee,  with  thy 

Vir.  No  more  of  tlicse  racks!  what  I  am, 
I  am. 
I  hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  confessions ; 
Nor  if  I  shew  ill,  will  I  seem  a  roonstf*r. 
By  niakingmymind  prisoner!  Do  your  worsts 
When  I  came  out  to  deal  with  you,  I  cast  it. 
Only  those  base  inflictions  fit  for  slaves. 
Because  I  am  a  gentleman 

Duke.  Thou'rt  none ! 
Thou  wast  while  thou  stood'st  good ;  thou'rt 

now  a  villain, 
And  agent  for  the  devil ! 

Vir,  That  tongue  lies ! 
Give  me  my  sword  again,  and  stand  all  arm'd ; 
I'll  prove  it  on  ye  all,  I  am  a  gentleman, 
A  maQ  as  fair  in  hon(7Ur — Rate  your  prisoners? 
How  poor  ond  like  a  pedaeoi;ue  it  shews, 
How  far  from  nobleness!  Tis  fair,  you  may 

kill  us;  guage 

But  to  defame  your  victory  with  foul  Ian- 


'  or  head,  so  as  that  the  balls  shall  scour  the  whole  length  of  her  detks ;  which  is  one  of  the 

*  most  dangerous  incidents  that  can  happen  in  a  naval  action.' 

*3  Yoke  'em.]  Sympson  supposes  tins  corrupt,  and  imagines  we  shouldrcad  '  rake  'em.' 

*  Yoke  'em'  may  mean,  *  lying  along-side  of  *em,*  so  as  to  fight  with  small  arms;  upon  which 
tkc  Gunner  |ays,  *  You  shall  not  need;  t  have  provision  for  'cm.* 
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Duke.  Go  fling  bini  overboard.   1*11  teach 
you,  sirrah 

Vir,  You  cRii*t  teach  ine  to  die.     I  could 
kill  you  now 
With  patience,  in  despising  all  your  cruelties, 
And  make  you  choke  with  anger. 

Duke.  Away,  1  say!  [language. 

Mart,  Stay,  sir;  h'  has  civ'nyou  such  iiold 
I  am  not  reconcil*d  to  him  yet ;  and  therefore 
He  shall  not  have  his  wish  ohservM  so  nearly, 
To  die  when  he  please;  f  beseech  you  stay, 

Duke.  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt.    [sir. 

Mart.  Carry  him  to  th*  bilboes, 
And  clap  him  fast  there,  wkh  the  prince. 

Vir.  Do,  lady ; 
For  any  death  you  give  Vm  bound  to  bless 
you.  [Kieunt  Virolet  and  Sailors. 

Mart.  Now  to  your  cabin,  sir,  ('pray  lean 

up<m  me)  f^*^"* 

And  take  your  rest ;  tlie  surgeons  wait  all  for 
Duke.   Thou  muk*st  me  blush  to  see  thee 
bear  thy  fortunes. 
Why,  sure  I  have  no  hurt;  I  have  not  fought 
Master.  You  bleed  apace,  sir.  [sure? 

Mart.  You  grow  cold  too. 
Duke.  1  must  be  rul'd.     No  leaning! 
My  deepest  wounds  scorn  crutches. 
All.  A  brave  general ! 

[Fiourish  trumpctt,  eomett.     Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Sailors, 

m 

1  Sailor.  Will  they  not  moor  her? 

5S  Sailur.  Not  'till  we  come  to  th'  fort ; 
This  is  too  weak  a  place  for  our  defences. 
The  carpenters  are  hard  ut  work;  she  swimk 

well. 
And  may  hold  out  nnot!ier  fight.  The  ship  wc 
Burns  there,  td  give  us  lii>ht.  [took 

1  Sailitr.  She  made  a  brave  figliL 

2  Sailor.  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 

1  Sailor.  Bcshrew  Uiv  heart,  did  she. 
Her  men  are  gone  to  Candy ;  they  are  p^p> 
All  but  this  prisoner.  [pcc*^> 

2  Sailor.  Sure  he's  a  brave  fellow. 

1  Snilor.  A  stubborn  knave,  but  we  have 
puH'd  his  bravery. 

[Virol,  and  Axcan.  discovered  in  the  bilboes. 
Look,  how  he  lo(»ks  now  !  Come,  iet*s  tio  serve 
Which  is  but  bread  and  water.         [his  diet, 

2  Sailor.  He'll  grow  fat  ou't.  [Ex.  Sailorn. 
Aaca.  I  niubt  confess  I  have  cndur'd  much 

Ev'n  almost  to  the  ruin  of  my  spirit ;   [misery, 

But  ten  times  more  grows  my  uiHiction, 

To  find  my  friend  here. 

Vir.  Had  we  serv*d  our  country. 

Or  honesties,  as  we  have  servM  our  follies, 

We  had  not  been  here  now. 

Asc.  N'is  too  true,  Virolct.  [safety 

Vir.  And  yet  my  en<l  in  vcntVing  fur  your 


Pointed  at  more  than  Ferrand*s  will,  a  base 

[tion, 


one ! 
Some  service  for  mine  own,  some  for  my  na- 
8;)mc  for  my  friend ;  but  I  am  rightly  paid. 
That  durst  adventure,  such  a  noble  office, 
rrom  the  most  treacherous  command  of  mis- 
You  know  him  now.  [chief: 

Asc.  And  when  I  nearer  knew  hfra,  [mcj 
Then  when  f  wailed,  Heav*n  be  witness  with 
(And,  if  I  lie,  my  miseries  still  load  ine  !) 
With  what  tears  I  have  woo'd  him,  with  what 

prayers,  fdangersi 

What  wei(£lit  of  reasons  I  have  laid,  what 
(Then,  when  the  people's  curses  flew  like 

stormv,  [him) 

And  every  tongue  was  whetted  to  defame 
To  leave  his  doubts,    his    tyrannies,    his 

slaughters. 
His  fell  oppressions !  I  know  I  was  hated  too. 
Vir.  And   all   mankind   that  knew    him. 

These  confessions  [may: 

Do  no  go<Ml  to  the  world,  to  Heav'n  they 
Let's  study  to  die  well;  weVe  liv*d  like  cox- 
combs, [too ! 
Asc.  That  my  misfortune  should  lose  you 
Vir.  Yes  ;  [ler ; 
And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  and  bet- 
For  my  life^  'tis  not  this;  or  might  I  save 

yoursj  [me  go ! 

And  some  brave  friends  I  have  engag'd,  let 
It  were  the  meritorious  death  I  wish  for ; 
But  wc  must  hang,  or  drown  like  whelps. 
Asc.  No  remedy  ? 
Vir.  On  my  part,  I  expect  none;    I  know 

tlie  mun, 
now  he  has  been  hettled  to  the  quick 
[  know  his  nature.  [too; 

Asc.  A  most  cruel  Mature ! 
Vit.  His  wron«ishave  bretl  hiin  up;  I  can* 

not  blame  him.  [scorner, 

A%c.  He  has  a  daughter  too,  the  greatest 

And  most  insuUer  upon  misery 

Vir.  For  those,  they're  toys  to  laugh  at, 

not  to  lead  men. 
A  \i Oman's  mirth  or  anger,  like  a  meteor. 
Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  Ik^- 

hind  it: 
Our  iniMries  would  seeiQ  like  roasters  to  us. 
And  shake  our  manly  spirits  intu  fevers, 
If  we  respected  those  ;  the  more  they  glory. 
And  raise  insulting  trophies  on  our  ruins, 
Hie  more  our  virtues  shine  in  paitience. 
Sweet  prince,  the  name  of  Death  was  never 

terrible  [rent 

To  hiip  that  knew  to  live;  nor  the  loud  lor- 
Of  nil  uflQictions,  siu^^ing  as  ihey  swim^ 
A  gall  oi'  heart,  but  to  a  guilty  conscience  i 
Whilst  we  stand  fairu,  tho'  by  a  two-edg*^ 

storm 


»<  Wliilst  zee  stand  fair ;  but  by  a  tico-edgd  storm.]  Si)  reads  the  first  folio;  tjie  text  it 
from  the  second.— The  inunj-e  meant  to  ^)e  conveyed  in  this  and  the  two  ftiiiowins  lines  is 
iiitelliiiihic;  but  thfre  is  soine  confusion  (perhopb  corruption;  in  the  expression :  iluw  can 
tlR-y  fully  whilst  lUey  stand  fair  Y  T/iovgh  is  preferable  to  but,  in  the  present  text;  yet 
perhaps  s*>metl)iiig  is  lost,  signifying,  that  *  whilst  we  Qjurishy  our  state  is  particularly 
*  hontnirubic ;  but  \f  we  even  tall,  even  our  fall  is  glorious/ 

VoL*H.  3  i 
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[Act  a. 


Wc  find  untimely  falls,  like  early  roses, 
Bent  to  the  earth,  ue  bear  our  native  sweet- 
J$c.  Good  sir,  go  on.  [nets. 

Vir.  When  we  are  little  children, 
And  cry  and  fret  for  every  toy  comes  cross  us. 
How  sweetly  do  wc  shew  when  sleep  steals 

on  us !  [er  's; 

When  we  prow  great,  hut  our  affection  great- 
And  strnpglc  with  this  stubborn  twin,  bom 

with  us, 
And  tug  and  pull,  yet  still  we  find  a  giant: 
Had  we  not  then  the  privilege  to  sleep 
Our  everlasting  sleep,  he*d  mcdce  us  idiots. 
The  memory  and  monuments  of  good  men 
Are  more  than  lives;  and  tho*  their  tombs 

want  tongues,  [losses, 

Yet  have  they  eyes  that  daily  sweat  their 
And  such  a  tear  from  stone  no  time  can  value. 
To  die  both  young  and  good  are  Nature** 


curses, 


As  the  world  says;  ask  Truth,  they're  boun- 
teous blessmgs;  [tucs, 
For  then  we  reach  at  Heav'n,  in  our  full  vir- 
And  fix  ourselves  new  stars^  crowu*d  with 
our  goodness. 
ylsc.    You've  double  'arm'd  me. — Hark ! 
what  noise  ts  this? 

[Strqvge  munick  within,  hoboi/s. 
What  horrid  noise?  Is  the  sea  pleas*d  losing 
A  hideous  dirge  to  our  deliverance? 

Vir.  Stand  fast  now. 
[Within  strange  cries,  horrid  noise,  trumpets, 
Axe.  I  am  tix'd. 

Vir.  We  fear  ye  not ;  [him. 

Let  death  appear  in  all  shapes,  w%  smile  on 

Enter  Martia, 

Asc.  The  lady  now  ! 
•    Vir,  The  face  o*  th*  masque  is  a]tcr*d. 

Asc.  What  will  she  do  ? 

Vir.  Do  what  she  can,  I  care  not. 

Asc.  She  looks  on  you,  sir. 

Vir.  Rather  she  looks  tliro*  me; 
But  vet  she  stirs  mc  not. 

Mart.  Poor  wretched  slaves. 
Why  do  ye  live  ?  or,  if  ye  hope  for  mercy, 
Why  do  not  ye  howl  out,  and  fill  the  hold 
With  lamentations,  cries,  and  base  submis- 
Worthy  our  scorn  ?  [sions, 

Vir,  Mndam,  you  are  mistaken  ; 
We  are  no  slaves  to  you,  .  but  to  blind  For- 
tune; '  [tain, 
And  if  site  had  her  eyes,  and  durst  be  ccr- 
"Certoin  our  friend,  I  would  not  bow  unto  her; 
I  would  not  cry,  nor  ask  so  base  a  mercy : 
If  you  see  any  thing  in  our  appearance, 
Worthy  your  sex's  softness  and  your  own 

.glory, 
Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it ! 
We  cannot  hc<;. 

Mart,  ril  make  you  beg  and  bow  too. 

Vir.  Madam,  for  what? 


Mart.  For  life ;  and,  when  you  hope  it, 
Tlien  will  I  laugli  and  triumpli  on  your  base- 
ness. ,  [a  favour, 

Asc.  Madam,  *tis  true,  there  may  be  such 
And  we  may  ask  it  too,  ask  it  witli  honour ; 
And  thank  you  for  tliat  favour,  nobly  thank 

you, 
Tho'  it  be  death ;  but  when  we  beg  a  base 
And  beg  it  of  your  scorn [lif<P# 

Vir.  You're  cozen'd,  woman ; 
Your  handsomeneSs^ay  do  much,  but  not 
But  for  your  glorious  hate [lbij»  way ; 

Mart.  Are  ye  so  stubborn  ? 
'Death,  I  will  make  you  bow ! 

Vir.  It  must  be  in  your  bed  then ; 
There  you  may  work  me  to  humility. 

Mart.  Why,  I  can  kill  thee. 

Vir,  If  you  do  it  handsomely. 
It  may  be  I  can  thank  you;  ebe 

Mart.  So  glorious? 

Asc.  Her  cruelty  now  works. 

Mart.  Yet  woot  thou  ? 

Vir.,  No. 

Mart.  Wilt  thou  for  life's  sake  ? 

Via,  No ;  I  know  your  subtilty. 

Mart,  For  honour's  sake  ? 

Vir.  1  will  not  be  a  pageant; 
My  mind  was  ever  firm,  and  so  III  lose  it. 

Mart,  ril  starve  thee  to  it! 

Vir.  I'll  starve  myself,  and  cross  it. 

Mart.  I'll  lay  thee  on  such  miseries 

Vir.  I'll  wear  'em,  [lets. 

And  with  that  wantonness  you  dolour  brace- 

Mart.  I'll  be  a  month  a-killing  thee. 

Vir.  Poi>r  lady! 
I'll  be  a  month  a-dying  then:  Whnt's  that? 
There's  many  a  calenture  outdoes  your  cru- 
elty, [body, 

Mart.  How  might  T  do  in  killing  of  his 
To  save  his  noble  mind?  Who  waits  there? 

Enter  a  Sailor,  with  a  rich  cap  and  tnantlc. 

Sailor,  Madam  ? 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  man,  and  leave  those 
things  behind  you ;       [Virolct  released. 
And  so  away  I— Now  put  'em  on. 

[Exit  Sailor. 

Vir,  To  what  end? 

Mart.  To  my  end,  to  my  .will. 

Vir.  I  will. 

Mart.  I  thank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me,  I'll  do  more; 
I'll  tell  you, 
I  am  a  servant  to  your  courtesy. 
And  so  far  will  be  woo'd ;  but  if  this  triumph 
Be  only  aim'd  to  make  your  mischief  glorious. 
Lady,  you're  put  a  riclier  shroud  upod  me, 
Which  my  strong  mind  sfiall  sutler  in. 

Mart.  Come  hither. 
And  all  thy  brav'ry  put  into  thy  carriage ; 
For  I  admire  thee. 

Vir.  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 


*i  But  our  n(fctio\)s  greater.']  Affection,  as  I  read,  or  passion,  is  the  stuUtorn  tvin  horn 
with  us,  which  would  make  us  idiots,  if  we  gave  way  to  it,  rather  than  free  ourselves  from  its 
tyranny  ty  the  sleep  of  death,        Seward, 
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4*c.  Take  heed,  ray  friend ! 

Mart.  Look  as  thou  scoru'dbtmy  cruelty; 
I -know  thou  dosL 

Fir.  I  iievtT  feared  nor  flatter'd. 

Mart.  No  ;   if  thou  hadst  th'  hadst  died, 
and  I  had  jzluried.  [cr, 

I  suffer  now ;  and  thou,  which  art  my  prison- 
lia^st  uobly  won  the  free  power  to  despise  me. 
I  love  thee,  and  admire  theeibr  thy  nobleness; 
And, lor  thy  manly  suiferanceyaJD  thy  servfmt. 

Vtr.  Good  lady,  mock  mc  not. 

Mart.  By  lleav'n,  I  love  thee !        [thee ! 
A'.id,  by  tlie  soul  of  love,  am  one  piece  with 
'i*:iy  nnnd,  thy  mind,  thy  brave,  thy  manly 
mind,  [fortune, 

(That,  like  a  rock,  stands^all  the  storms  of  , 
And  beats  'em  roaring  back,  they  cannot  : 

reach  thee;  ' 
That  lovely  mind  I  dote  oo,  not  the  body : 
1  hat  mind  has  robb'd  me  of  my  liberty; 
1  hat  mind  has  darkened  all  my  bravery, 


angers. 


(We're  now  almost  at  harbour;  within  this 
hour,  [ready, 

In  the  dead  wat/ch,  Fll  have  the  long-boat 
And  when  I  give  the  word,  be  sure  you  enter. 
1*11  see  ye  furnisird  both  immediately. 
And  like  yourselves  *^;  some  trusty  man  shall 
wait  yon ;  '    . 

The  watch  i'll  make  my  own ;  only  my  love 
Requires  a  stronger  vow,  which  Til  admini- 
Before  we  go.  [stcT 

Fir.  ril  take  it,  to  confirm  you.   [fetters, 
Mart,  Go  in ;  there  ure  the  keys,  unlock  hi^ 
And  arm  ye  nobly  both.     Til  be  with  you 
And  so,  this  loving  kiss.  [presently; 

Aiq,  Be  constant,  lady.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Duke  (by   torch-light )j  Matter  and 
Surgeoh  with  him. 

Surg.  You  grow  so  angry,  sir,  your  wound 

goes  backward.  [you) 

Duk£.  Tin  angry  at  the  time,  (at  none  of 


And  into  poor  despis'd  things  luni'd  my     Thatseudsbut  one  poor  subject  for  revenge: 

I  would  have  all  the  court,  and  all  the  vil- 
lainy 
Was  ever  practis'd  under  that  foul  tyrant 
Fen  and '7,  and  all  to  quench  my  wrath! 

Master.  Re  patient; 
Your  Grace  may  find  occasion  every  hour 
(For  certain  they  will  seek  you)  to  satisfy. 
And  to  the  full,  your  anger. 

Duke.  'Death,  they  dare  not !  [hunger. 
They  know  that  I  comnmnd  Death,  feed  his 
And  when  I  let  him  loose — *- 

Surg.  You'll  never  heal,  sir, 
If  these  extremes  dwell  in  you;  you  arc  old. 
And  burn  your  spiiits  out  with  this  wild  auger. 

Duke.  Tliou  iiest!  I  am  not  old;  I  am  ^ 
lusty 
And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou 

Mauler.  No  more  of  that !  [art 

Duke.  And  dare  seek  out  a  danger. 
And  hold  him  at  the  sword's  point,  when  thou 

tremblest 
And  creep'st  into  thy  box  of  salves  to  save 

thee. [to-night! 

Oh,  Master,  I  have  had  a  dreadlul  dream 
Methought  the  ship  was  all  on  fire,  and  my 
lo\'d  daughter,  [suddenly 

To  save  her  life,  leap'd  into  th*  sea;  wher« 
A  stranger  snatchM  her  up,  and  swam  away 
with  her. 

Master,  Twas  but  the  heat  o'tli*  fight,  sir. 

Boats,  [within.]  Look  out !  what  is  that  ? 

Sailor  [within].  The  long-boat,  as  I  live  ! 

Boats,  Ho,  there,  i'th' long-boat!  hoi 

Sailor.  She  claps  on  all  her  oors  *«. 


Receive  me  to  your  love,  sir,  and  instruct  ; 
Receive  me  to  your  bed,  and  marry  me  ; 
ril  wait  upon  you,  bless  the  hour  I  knew  you ! 

Vir.  Is  this  a  new  way? 

Mart.  If  yon  doubt  my  faitli, 
First,  take  your  liberty,  (I'll  make  it  perfect) 
Or  any  thing  within  my  power. 

Fir.  I  love  you:  friage? 

But  how  to  recompense  your  love  wiiii  mar-  ' 
AJas,  I  have  a  wife. 

Mart.  Dearer  than  I  am  ? 
That  will  adventure  so  much  for  your  safety?* 
Forget  her  fatlier's  wrongs,  quit  her  own 

honour. 
Pull  on  her,  for  a  stranger's  sake,  all  curses? 

rir.  Shall  this  prince  have  his  freedom 
too?  else  ail 
I  love  is  gone,  all  my  friends  perish. 

Mart,  lie  shall. 

Vir.  What  shall  I  do? 

Mart.  If  thou  despise  my  courtesy, 
When  I  am  dead  for  grief  1  am  forsaken, 
And  no  soft  hand  left  to  assuage  your  sor- 


rows, 


[elti 


OS 


Too  late,   but  too  true,  curse  your  own  cru- 
Asc.  Be  wise,  if  she  be  true!  no  tliread  is 
left  else, 

To  guide  us  from  this  labyrinth  of  mischief; 

Nor  no  way  for  our  friends. 
Vir.  Thus  then  1  take  you; 

I  bind  you  to  my  life,  my  love ! 

Mart.  I  take  you,  [vant. 

And  with  the  like  bond  tie  my  heart  your  ser-  | 


»«  And  like  yourself.]  The  grammar  of  this  passage  requires  a  change  of  numbers  to  keep 
Martia  from  uttering  nonsense.         Sympstm. 
*7  Was^'cr  practised  under  that/out  b'crrand 
Tyrant.]  'iiiese  two  last  words  Imve.  changed  their  places ;  we  must  read  as  I  hav« 
altered  the  place.        Sj/mpson, 

**  She  cUtps  on  all  her  oars.\  These  words  stand  in  the  first  copy  as  a  stage-direction ;  but 
tire  not  inserted  at  ail  in  the. two  following  editions,  Sympson,  we  think  with  judgement, 
supposes  they  were  origiually  a  pavt  of  the  text. 
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[Act  3. 


Duke,  What  noise  is  that? 

Master.  I  hear,  sir [Exit. 

BiHits.  Tlie  devil,  or  his  dam.     Hail  her 

again,  boys. 
Sailor.  The  long-boat !  ho,  the  long-boat ! 
Duke.  Why  the  long-l»oat? 
Where  is  the  long-boat? 
Bouts,  She's  btole  off. 

Enter  Master. 

Duke.  Who  stole  her  ? 
Oh,  my  prophctick  soul ! 

Master.  Voiir  dauj;hlcr*s  ponr,  sir. 
The  prisoners,  and  six  sailors :  Rogv^es ! 

Duke.  Mischiel!  six  thousand  plagues  sail 
with  '-em  I 
They're  in  her  yet;  make  out. 

Muster.  We've  ne'er  a  boat. 

Enter  Gunner, 

Gunner.  Wiio  knew  of  this  trick  *s|? 
Duke.  ^Veij^h  anchors,  and  away ! 
liitats.  We  ha'  no  wind,  sir; 
They'll  beat  us  with  their  onrs. 
Duke.  Then  sink  'em,  Gunner ! 

em,  claw  Vm, 
[Gunner, 


Oh,  sink  'em,  sink  'em,  sink 
As  ever  thou  hast  lov'd  me  ! 

Gun.  I'll  (|o  reason; 
But  ni  be  hnng'd  before  I  hurt  the  lady. 

[Exit. 

Duke,  Who  knew  of  this? 


Afaster.  We  stand  all  clear. 
Duke.  Wliat  devil 


J  A  piece  or  two  go  off. 
1.- 


* 

Put  this  base  trick  into  her  tail  ?  Mj  daugh- 
ter. 
And  run  away  with  rogues !  I  hope  she's  snnk« 

[A  piece  or  ta>o  ptf  off. 
Or  torn  to  piccrs  with  the  shot.  Rots  lind  her! 
The  leprosy  of  wliore  stick  ever  to  lier ! 
.Oh,  she  has  ruin*d  my  revcn^^c ! 

Enter  Gunner, 

Guv.  She's  gone,  sir; 
I  caiHiot  reach  hiT  with  my  shot. 

DvLe.  Rise,  winds ! 
Blow  'till  ye  hurst  the  air,  and  swell  the  ^^\\' 
'1  hat  they  may  siiik  the  stars!     Oh,  dance 
her,  dance  her  !  f  her. 

She's  impudently  wanton;  dance  hrr,  dame 
Mount  her  up«)n  your  surges,  cool  her,  cool 

her! 
She  runs  hot  like  a  whore ;  cool  her,  cool  her ! 
Oh,  now  a  shot  to  sink  her ! — Come,  cut  ca- 
bles ! 
I  will  away  ;  ancf  where  she  sets  her  foot, 
AUho'  it  be  in  Fcri*and's  court,  I'll  follow  her ; 
And  such  a  father's  vengeance  shall  she  suf-' 


icr- 


Dare  any  man  stand  by  me? 
Muster.  All,  idl. 
Boats.  All,  sir. 

Gun^  And  the  same  cup  you  taste- 
Dake.  Cut  cables  then  ; 


[i^ 


For  i  shall  never  sleep,  nor  know  what  peace 
'Till  I  have  pluck'd  her  heart  out. 
Sailor  [uutltin].  All  o'aiain  there ! 

[Ejevnt, 


»9  Gun.  Who  knew  of  this  trick?]  This  speech  srcm*,  both  from  the  text  and  measure,  to 
be  (though  we  have  not  ventured  to  remove  it)  an  accidental  interpolation.  It  is  the  Duke's 
•pcech  a  little  after. 


ACT  III. 


Enter  Tcrrand,  Ronvfre,  Castruccio,  VitliOy 

and  Guard. 

Ronv.  "V/'OU  are  too  gentle,  sir. 

-*■  [Flourish  cornets. 

Fer.  You  are  too  careless ! 
The  creatures  J  have  made  no  way  regard  me: 
Why  should  I  give  you  names,  titles  of  ho- 
nour, 
Rob  families  to  fill  your  private  houses, 
}'or  your  advancement  draw  all  curses  on  me, 
Wake  tedious  winter-nights  to  make  them 
That  for  me  break  no  slumber  ?  [happy 

Rou^^.  Wiiat  we  can. 
We  dare  do. 

Fer.  Why  is  your  sovereign's  life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whose  fall  your 

honours, 
Your  wealth,  your  pomp,  your  pride,  and  all 

must  suffer) 
Ko  better  guarded  ?    Oh,  my  cruel  stars, 


Thnt  mark'd  mc  out  a  king,  raising  me  on 
This  pitiiKicle  of -greatne&s,  only  to  be 
'1  hf  nearer  bhi'rting  ! 

\'iUio.  What  think  you  now,  Castruccio? 
Is  not  ttiib  a  merry  life  ? 

Cast.  Still  thou  art  cozen'd : 
It  is  a  glorious  royal  discontentment! 
How  bra^  ely  it  becomes  him  ! 

Fer.  'I'o  be  made 
The  common  butt,  for  every  slave  to  shoot  at  \ 
No  peace,  no  rest  I  take,  but  their  alarms 
Beat  at  my  licart!  Why  do  1  live,  or  seek  then 
To  add  a  day  more  to  tliese  glorious  troubles? 
Or  to  wliat  end,  when  all  I  can  arrive  at. 
Is  but  the  summing  up  of  fears  and  sorrows? 
What  power  has  my  command,  when  froai 

my  bosom 
Ascanio,  my  most  dear  and  lov'd  Ascanio, 
Was  snatch'd,  spite  of  my  will,  spite  of  my 
succour. 
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And  by  mine  own  proud  slave  rctain'd  most 

miserable  ? 
And  still  thatvillnin  lives  to  nip  my  pleasures, 
It  l>eing  not  Mriihin  my  power  to  reach  him. 

Rimv.  lime  may  restoi'e  all  this:    And 
would  you  htar 
Whose  counsel  never  faiPd  you 

Fer.  Tell  me  no  more  I 
I  faint  beneath  the  hxirthen  of  my  cares. 
And  yield  myself  most  wretched. 

Ronv.  Ou  my  knees 
I  bei5  it,  mighty  sir,  vouchsafe  mc  hearing. 

Fcr.  Speitk,  speak ;  and  I  thus  low,  such 
is  my  fortune. 
Will  hear  vyhat  thou  canst  say. 

Vii/io.  Look  but  ou  this; 
lias  not  B  man  that  has  hut  means  to  keep 
A  hawk,  a  greyhound,  and  a  hunting  nag, 
More  plcabure  than  this  king? 

C^t.  A  dMll  fool  still ! 
Make  me  a  king,  and  let  me  scratch  with  care. 
And  see  who*ll  have  the  better;  give  me  rule. 
Command,  obedience  pleasure  of  a  king. 
And  let  tliu  devil  roar:  The  greatest  corrosive 
A  kin«r  can  iiavc,  is  of  more  precious  ticklin*:. 
And,  handled  tu  the  height,  more  dear  delight, 
Than  other  mcn*s  whole  lives,  let^em  be  safe 
too. 

Viltio.  Thmk  of  the  mutinous  people. 

CaU.  Hang  the  people  ! 
Give  mc  the  pleasure,  let  me  do  all,  awe  all. 
Enjoy  their  wives  and  states  at  my  discretion. 
And  peg  'cui  when  I  please,  let  the  slaves 
mumhie. 

VUiio.  But  say  they  should  be  vex*d,  and 
ri^e  against  chee? 

Cuit.  Let'em  rise,  let'em  rise;  give  me 
the  liri'llc  here. 
And  sec  if  they  can  crack  my  girths:  Ab,Villio, 
Under  the  sun  there's  nqthing  so  voluptuous 
As  riding  (»f  this  monster,  'till  he  founder. 

Fer,  Who's  that  so  loud  ? 

Cast.  I'm  dumb. — Is  not  this  rare? 
Kinds'  looks  make  Pythagoreans;  is  not  this 
A  happiness,  V^illio? 

Viltio.  Yes,  to  put  to  silence 
A  fawning  sycophant. 

Fcr.  Thoii  speak'st  truth  in  all ; 

[To  Ronvere. 
And  tnercy  is  a  vice,  when  there  iiccds  rigor. 
Which  I  with  all  severity  will  practise; 
And  since, as  subjects  i hey  pay  not  obedience. 
They  shall  beforc'd  as  slaves:  I  will  remove 
Their  means  to  hurt,  and,  with  the  means, 

my  fears. 
Go  you,  the  fatal  executioners 
Of  my  commands,  and  in  our  name  proclaim. 
That  from  this  hour  I  do  forbid  all  meeciugs. 
All  private  conferences  in  the  city : 


To  feast  a  neighbour,  shall  be  death ;  to  talk. 
As  they  meet  in  the  streets,  to  hold  discDttrrte 
By  writinw,  nay  by  signs.  See  this  fjerform'd. 
And  I  will  call  )Our  cruelty,  to  those 
That  dare  repine  ai  thin,  to  me  true  sen'ice. 

1  Guard .  This  makes  for  us. 

2  Guard.  Ay,  now  we  have  employments; 
If  we  grow  not  rich,  'twere  fit  ne  s!i  mid  be 

beggars.  [Kxit  Guard. 

Fer,  llonvere! 

Ronv.  My  lord  ^ 

Caat.  Thuu  enemy  to  mnjos^y. 
What  think^st  thuu  of  a  khig^^? 

Viiiio.  As  of  a  man 
That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

r'tfs/.  Of  a  thing  rather 
That  does  divide  an  empire  with  the  gods. 
Observe  but  with  how  little  breath  he  shakes 
A  populous  city,  which  would  stand  unmov'd 
Against  a  whirlwind. 

VUlio.  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  winds. 

Cf{it.  For  me,  i  do  profess  it, 
Were  I  offer'd  to  be  any  thing  on  earth, 
I  would  be  mighty  Kerrand. 

Fer.  Ha!  who  names  me? 
Deliver  thy  thoughts,  slave,  thy  thoughts, 

and  truly. 
Or  be  no  more ! 

Ctf«^  They  rather  will  dt  serve 
Your  favour,  than  your  fury.     I  admire 
CAs  who  docs  not,  that  is  a  'oyal  subject?) 
Your  wisdom,  power,  your  pi  rf cct  happiness. 
The  most  bless'd  of  maukiuf . 

Fer.  Didst  thv^u  but  feel 
The  weighty  sorrows  that  sit  on  a  crown, 
Tho'  thou  shouldst  find  one  in  the  streets, 
Castruccio,  [np : 

Thou  wouldst  not  think  it  worth  the  taking 
But  since  thou  art  enamour'd  of  my  fortune. 
Thou  shalt  ere  long  taatc  of  it. 

Cast.  But  one  day. 
And  then  let  mc  cxpitc! 

Fer.  Go  to  my  wardrobe, 
And  of  the  richest  things  1  wear  cull  out 
What  thou  think'bt  fit.    Do  you  atUMid  hina, 
sirnih. 

Vil.  I  warrant  you  T  shall  be  at  his  elbow; 
The  fool  will  never  leave  him. 

CusC.  Made  for  cvt  r ! 

[Fdil  with  Vil.    A  shout  uUhhi. 

Fer.  What  shout  is  that?     Draw  up  our 
guards. 

Enter  Virulef,  Ascanio,  and  a  Servant. 

Ronv.  Those  rather 
Speak  joy  than  danger. 

Vir.  Bring  her  to  my  house  '9  ; 
I  would  not  have  her  scon  here. 


'0  What  think'st  thou  of  a  kingdom  ?]  Verse  and  context  equally  require  us  to  read  king 
for  kingdom. 

•9  Ron.  Bring  her  to  my  houses 

I  wou'd  not  have  her  seen  here.]  This  is  evidently  a  direction  of  Virolet's  relating  t# 
Martia,  and  to  him  it  should  be  restored.         Seward, 
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Fer,  My  Aseanio ! 
The  most  desir*d  of  all  men,  let  me  die 
Jn  these  embraces.  How  wcrt  thuu  Krdeero'd? 

Asc.  Sir,  this  is  my  preserver. 

Fer.  At  more  leisure 
I  will  enquire  the  maimer,  and  the -means: 
J  cannot  spare  so  much  time  now  from  my 
More  strict  rmbraccs.  Virolct,  welcoQiet(K)! 
This   service   weighs  dowu  your    intended 

trea&on. 
You  long  have  been  mine  enemy;  Icaru  now 
To  be  my  friend,  and  loyal ;  I  «i%k  no  more, 
And  live  as  free  as  Ferraiwl.     Let  him  have 
The  forty  thousattd  crowns  I  gladly  promis'd 
Tor  my  Ascanio's  freedom ;  and  deliver 
His  father  and  his  wife  to  him  in  safety. 
Something  hath  pass'd  which  I  am  sorry  for, 
But  'twill  not  now  be  help*d.    Come,  my 

Aicanio, 
And  reap  the  harvest  of  ray  winter-tra%'els. 
My  best  Aacanio,  my  most-iov*d  Asoanio  ! 
\  Flour  Uft  corn  fit,  Exe.  Fer.  and  Ascanio, 

Vir.  My  Iwd,  all  former  passages  forgot, 
I  am  become  a  suitor. 

Ronv.  To  me,  Virolet? 

Fir.  To  you ;  yet  %vill  not  beg  the  courtesy, 
)3ut  larf;ely  pay  you  for  it. 

Ronv.  To  the  purpose. 

Fir.  The  forty  thousand  crowns  tlie  king 
hath  ^iven  xne, 
I  will  bestiiw  on  you,  if  by  your  means 
I  array  have  liberty  for  a  divorce 
3etwcK»i  SIM  aud  my  wife. 

Ronv,  Your  Juliana? 
That  for  you  hathendur*d  80  much,  «o  nobly  ? 

Fir.  I'he  more  my  sorrow;  but  it  must  be  so. 

ilo»27.Iwillnothmdcrit.— Withoutabribe, 
For  mine  own  midHf  I  would  have  furthcr*d 
J  will  use  all  my  power.  [this*. — 

Vir.  'lis  all  task.— 
Oh,  my  cuis'd  fate,  that  ever  man  should  hate 
Hin)S(lr*  forbeinj;hclov*d  !  or  l>e  compeli'd 
To  cast  away  a  jewel  kinj;*  would  buy, 
Tho'  with  the  loss  of  crown  and  monarchy ! 

\^Eseunt. 

Enter  Duke,  Master^Boatswain,  andGnnuer. 

Duke.  How  do  I  look? 

Master.  You  are  so  stran^ly  alter*d. 
We  scarce  can  know  yoo;  so  young  -again, 

and  utterly  * 
From  that  you  were,  figin^,  or  any  favour. 
Your  fricncU  ciini<ot  discern  you. 

Duke.  I  have  none,  [me  ! 

None  but  my  fair  revenge,  and  let  that  know 
You're  fuieiy  ulter'd  too. 

JtjoaCs.  1  o  please  your  humour : 


fiut  we  may  pOM  wkhout  4i«^ific ;  oar  iiviog 
Was  never  in  their  element. 

-  Gun.  1  his  Jew  sure, 
That  alterVJ  you,  is  a  mad  kr«ave. 

Duke.  Oh,  a  most  excelkutlellow  ! 

Gun.  How  he  h;is  mtw'd  your  head,  has 
rubh'd  -the  soow  otf*. 
And  run  your  heard  into  a  peak  of  twenty  I 

BtHttM.  Stopt  all  the  crannies  in  your  face. 

Matter.  Mo^t  rarely ! 

Boats.  And  now  you  look  as  plump,  your 
eyes  as  sparkling. 
As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a  lady's  saddle, 
lias  he  not  set  your  nose  awry? 

Duke.  The  better. 

Boats.  I  think  it  be  the  better,  hut  'tis 
awry  sure ; 
Nortii  oi^  by  East,  ay,  there's  the  point  it 

stands  in  ; 
Now  half  a  pitint  to<tlte  Southward. 

Duke.  I  could  iaugh. 
But  that  my  business  requires  no  mirth  now : 
Thou  art  a  merry  fellow. 

Boats.  1  would  the  Jew,  sir. 
Could  steer  my  head  r4gluj^for  I've  such  a 

sw  imtning  in't,  :;«."» 

Ever  since  I  went  to  sea  ^eUt  •• — 

Master.  Take  wine,  aftd  purge  it. 

Boats.  I've  had  a  thousaud  pills  of  s:«ck,a 
thousand, 
A  thousand  pottle-pills. 

Gun.  Take  n»ore. 

Boats.  Good  doctor, 
Your  patient  is  easily  persuaded. 

Master.  Methinks  this  Jew  **», 
If  he  were  truly  known  to  fouuder'dc^ir  tiers. 
And  decay *d  ladies,  that  have  lost  their  ileeces 
On  evVy  bubli,  the  next  fair  open  weather. 
He  might  pick  a  pretty  living. 

Boats.   1  hr?  best  of  all  our  gulianCs  now  be 
glad  of  him;  [dec. 

For,  It"  you  uiark  t!K?ir  marches,  they  are  ten- 
Soft,  sofr,aHd  tender;  then  but  observe  tlicir 
bodies,  ^  [g<i<^> 

And  you  shall  find  them  cemented  by  a  sur- 
Or  some  physician,  for  a  year  or  two, 
And  tlien  to  th'  tub  again,  for  a  new  pickle. 
This  Jew  might  live  a  Oentile  here. 

EfUer  two  Citizens  at  opposiite  doort,  saluting 

o/uraff: 

Duke,  What  are  these ^ 
Stand  close  and  murk. 

Boats.  These  are  no  men ;  they're  motions. 

Duke.   What  sad  and  ruthful  faces  ! 

Boats.  How  liw.y  duck  ! 
This  senseless,  silent  courtesy,  loethinks, 


«"  Muster.  The  next  fair'open  weatber 

Methinks  this  JeuK 

Jj'he  v)ere  irultf  known  to  foundered  court  ierSf 

And  decat/d  ladies,  that  hare  lost  thcirjieeces 

On  evert/  bush,  he  might  pick  a  prcttij  livwfr.'^  The  transposition  of  tlie  words, 
*  The  neat  fair  open  weather,'  has  confounded  iIh;  sen:>c  of  this  pubsage  in  all  tlic^ditions. 
r-Sympson  puts  a  period  at  weather. 
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Shews  like  two  Turks  salntiiig  atit  another, 
Upon  two  French  porters*  backs. 

Duke,  They  are  my  countrymen,  [rant. 
And  this  some  for«*d  infliction  from  the  ly- 
What  are  you?  why  is  this?  why  move  thus 

silent, 
As  if  you  were  wnndring  shadows?  why  so  sad? 
Your  tongues  seal'd  up?  Are  ye  oi'  several 

countries, 
You  understand  not  one  another? 

Gun.  That's  an  Englishman  ; 
lie  looks  as  tho'  h*  had  lost  bis  dos> 

Duke,  Your  hahits 
Shew  ye  all  Neapolitans;  and  your  faces 
Deliver  you  oppressed  thing's :  Speak  boldly  ! 
Do  you  t^roan  and  labour  under  this  stiff  yoke? 

Master.  They  shake  their  heads  and  weep. 

Duke,  Oh,  misery ! 
Give  plenteous  sorrows  and  no  tongues  to 

shew  'em  ? 
This  is  a  studied  cruelty. 

1  Cit.  Begone,  sir,  [self. 
(It  seems  you  are  a  stranger)  and  save  your- 

2  Cit.  You  wonder  here  a^  us;  as  much 
we  wonder 

To  hear  you  speak  so  openly  and  boldly, 
1  he  king's  comniaud  being  publish'd  to  the 

contrary : 
Tis  death  here,  above  two  to  talk  together ; 
And  that  must  be  but  common   s:ilutation 

neither. 
Short,  and  so  part. 

Bouts.  How  should  a  man  buy  mustard. 
If  he  be  forc'd  to  stay  the  making  of  it? 
S)/(i.  \tvithin.]  Clear  all  the  streets  before 

the  king! 
1  Cit.  Get  off,  sir, 
And  shift  as  we  must  do.     [Exeunt  Citizens. 
Duke,  ril  sec  his  elory.  [Fiourish. 

Master.  Stand  fast  now,  and  like  men. 

\  Colours. 

Enter  Castruccio  (as  King,  with  a  Guard) 

and  Vdlio. 

Cast.  Begin  the  game,  sir, 
An<\  plu(  k  me  down  the  row  of  houses  there! 
They  hide  the  view  o*th'  hill !  and  sink  those 
Their  ships  arc  foul,  and  stink,  [merchants; 

Muster.  This  is  a  sweet  i^outh  ! 

Cast.  A\\  that  are  taken  in  assemblies, 
Their  hou'^es,  and  their  wives,  their  wealths, 

are  forfeit. 
Their  live?  It  your  devotion.  Villains,  knaves, 
I'll  make  you  bow  and  shake !    1*11  make  you 

kneel,  rogue:>! — 
liow  brave  *tis  to  be  a  king ! 

Gun,  Here's  fint>  tumbhn^! 

Cast,  No  man  shall  sit  i'  tb*  temple  near 
another. 

Boats,  Nor  lie  with  his  own  wife. 

Cast    All,  upon  pain 
Of  present  death,  forjiet  to  write  ! 


Boats.  That's  excellent ; 
Carriers  and  footpost^  will  be  arrant  rcbefls. 
Cast.  No  character,  or  stamp,  that  may 
deliver 
ThHthan's  intention  to  that  mAn  i'th' country. 
Gun.  Nay,  an  you  cat  off,  *  After  my  hearty 
commendations, 
'  Your  friend  and  Oliver,'  no  more  ! 

Crtit.  No  man  smile,  F"'n^» 

And  w^ar  a  face  of  mirth!  That  fellow's  run- 
And  hides  a  double  heart;  he's  your  prize; 
smoke  him. 

Enter  VlroUty  Ronvere,  AMcanio,  and  Martia, 
passing  over, 

Duke,  What  base  abuse  isthis?— Ilal  'tit 
her  face  sure. 
My  prisoners  with  her  too  ?-rBy  Ileav'n,  tile 
Now  is  my  time  !  [whore  «•, 

Master,  Do  what  you  will, 
Duke.  Stay,  hold  yet ! 
My  country  shell  be  serv'd  first ;  let  her  go  ? 
We'll  have  an  hour  for  her,  to  make  her  treiip* 

ble. 
Now  shrw  ourselves,  and  bless  you  with  your 
valours. 
Guard,  Here's  a  whole  plump  of  rogues. 
Duke.  Now  for  your  country ! 

[Exeunt  Virolet,  Src 
Cv^st,  Away  with  'em,  and  hang  'em  !  know 
I  say  no  mercy !  [no  mercy, 

Duke.  Be  it  so ;  upon  'em ! 
Guard,  Treason,  treason,  treason ! 
Bouts.  Cut  the  •slaves  to  giggcts ! 
Gun.  Down  with  the  bullhcefs! 
Duke.  Hold,  hold,  I  command  you  !  Gods, 

look  here.! 
Cast.  A  miserable  thing;  I  am  no  king,  •■ir. 
Duke,  Sirrah,  yourfool's  face  has  prescrv'd 
your  life. 
Wear  no  more  king's  coats ;  you  have  scap'tl  a 
JBoa/s.  Is't  not  the  kiut;?  fscourmg. 

D///ce.  No, 'tis, a  prating  rascal; 
The  puppy  makes  him  mirth. 

Cast,  Yes,  sir,  1  am  % 

A  puppy. 

Btmts,  I  beseech  you  let  mc  hanzhim<; 
I'll  do'tin  my  belt  straight.  % 

Qa.st,  As  you're  honourable  ! 
It  is  enough,  you  may  hang  me. 

Gun.  I II  hang  u:  squib  at  his  tail       [tard.. 
That  stiall  blow -both  his  buttocks,  like  a  pe- 
Cast.  Do  any  thing;  but  do  not  kill  me^ 
gentlemen. 

Enter  Citizens, 

Boats.  Let*s  flea  him, 
And  have  him  fly-blown ! 

Cit.  Away,  and  save  your  lives ! 
The  kmg  himself  is  comiug  on:  If  you  stay, 
You're  lost  for  ever!  Let  not  so  much  noble- 
Wilful  ly  perish.  [ness 


•«  Wild  R'/mre.]  I  have  a  small  suspicion  here  that  vildc  is  tbc  true  reading,  but  I  have  not 

>»fcntured  to  disturb  tlic  text.         Syfnpsun. 
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Ihike.  How  near? 

2  Cit,  lie's  here  behind  you. 

Duke.  We  thank  you.  Vaniiih!    [Exeunt. 

tluter  Ferrand  and  Ronvere.     Flouriih 

comets. 

Fer.  Double  the  guards,  and  take  ia  men 

that  dare ! 

These  slaves  are  frighted.  Where  are  the 

proud  rebels  ?  Pern  ? 

To  wliat  protection  fled  ?  What  villain  leads 

Under  our  n<»se  disturb  our  rest? 

Rout.  We  shall  hear;  [tors 

For  such  a  search  I've  sent,  to  hunt  the  trai- 
Fer.  Yet  better  men,  I  say  !  We  stand  too 

open.  rgl^J'^'y  ? 

How  now,  Castruccio?  How  d'  you  like  our 
Cast.  I  must  confess,  'twas  somewhat  more 
than  roy  match,  sir. 
This  open  glory  agrees  not  with  my  body; 
But  if  it  were  I'th'  castle,  or  some  strength, 
Where  I  misht  have  my  swin«;e- 

VU.  You  have  been  swing'd,  bnither ; 
How  these  deliglits  have  tickled  you!  You 

itch  yet. 
Will  you  walk  out  again  in  pomp^ 
Cast.  Good  fool ! 

VU.  These  rogues  umst  be  rebuk'd,  they 
are  too  saucy,  [sir, 

These  peremptory  knaves.  Will  you  walk  out, 
And  take  the  remnant  of  your  coronation? 
The  people  slay  to  see  it. 
Fer.  Do  not  vex  him  ; 
II'  has  urief  enough  in's  hones.     You  shall  to 

th'  citadel. 
And  like  myself  command:  There  use  your 
But  take  heed  to  your  person.       [plrAsure; 

yU.  The  uKjre  <lan};cr. 
Still  the  more  honour,  brother; 


Cnst.  If  I  reign  not  then, 


[fool. 


And  like  a  kina;— And  thou  shalt  know  it, 
And  thou  shall  feci  it.  fool. 

r<7.  Fools  still  arc  free  men ; 
I'll  sue  for  a  protection,  'till  thy  reian's  out, 

Fer.  The  people  havealms'd  the  liberty 
I  late  allow \l ;  L  now  proclaim  it  scniiter: 
No  men  shall  walk  to«j;ether,  nor  salute; 
For  the^that  do  sliall  die. 

Ronv.  You  hit  the  right*',  sir; 
That  liberty  cut  off,  you're  free  from  practice. 

Fer.  Renew  my  guards. 

Ronv.  I  shall. 

Fer.  And  keep  strict  watclies. 
One  hour  of  iov  [  ask  ! 

Ronv.  You  bhall  have  many. 

[Exeunt.     Flourish  cornets. 

Enter  Pandulpho  and  Juliana^  led  bt/  two  of' 
the  GuardSf  an  not  ifct  fully  recovered.  . 
1  Guard.  You'ic  now  at  liberty,  in  your 
own  house,  lady. 
Anil  here  our  charge  takes  end. 


Pand.  Tis  now  a  cufUMtf, 
We  must  e'en  wooe  those  men  deserve  worst 
of  us;  [drink! 

And  so  we  thank  Tour  labours;  there's  to 
For  that  and  iniuchWf  are  your  occupations,' 
And  to  mean  well  to  no  roan  your  chief  *»t 
harvests. 
2  Guard.  You  give   liberally;  we  bope^ 
sir,  ere't  be  long. 
To  he  oftniT  acquainted  witb  your  bounty  ; 
And  so  we  leave  you. 

Fund.  Do,  for  I  dote  not  on  ye. 
Jut.  But  Where's  my  husband  ?  What  should 
1  do  here,  ^         [ty* 

Or  what  share  have  I  in  this  joy  call'd  liber- 
Withont  his  company  ?  Why  did  you  flatter 
me,  '    [nour'd? 

And  teli  me  he  was  return'd,  his  service  ho- 
1  Guard,  He  is  so,  and  stands  high  in  the 
Line's  favour. 
His  friends  redcem'd,  and  his  own  liberty. 
From  which  yours  is  deriv'd,  confirm'd ;  his 

service 
To  his  own  wish  rewarded :  So  farewell,  lady! 

[Eiefiul  Guard. 
Pand.  Go  persecute  the  good,  and  buut^ 
ye  helMionnds, 
Ye  leeches  of  the  time,  suck  'till  ye  bursty 

slaves ! 
How  does  my  girl  ? 

Jul.  Weak  yet,  but  full  of  comfort. 
Fund.  Sit  down,  and  take  some  rest. 
Jul.  My  heart's  whole,  father ; 
That  joys  and  leaps,  to  hear  my  V^irolet, 
My  dear, my  life,-  has  conquer'd  tiis  afflictions. 
Fund.  Those  rude  hands,  and  that  bloody 
will  that  did  this. 
Thai  durst  upon  thy  tender  body  print 
These  *  haracters  of  cruelty,  bear  me,  Ilea- 


r 


ven : 

Jul.  Oh,  sir,  be  sparine. 
Fund.  I'll  speak  it,  tlio'  I  burst; 
And  tho'  the  air  had  ears,  and  scrv*d  the 

tyrant,  [justice ! 

Out  it  should  so.   Oh,  hear  me,   thou  tireat 
The  miseries  that  wait  upon  their  mischiefs, 
Let  them  be  numberless!  and  no  eye  pity 
Them,  when  their  souls  are  loadeo,  and  io 

labour. 
And  wounded  thro'  and  thro*  with  guilt  and 

horror,  [em ! 

As  mine  is  now  with  grief!  let  men  lauuh  at 
Then,  when  their  monstrous  sins,  like  eartli- 

qtiakes,  shake  'em. 
And  those  eyc«,  that  forgot  Hcav'n,  would 

look  upward, 
(The  bloody  larumsof  the  conscience  beating) 
Let  Mercy  fly,  umi  day,  struck  into  darkness, 
Leave  their  blind  souls,  tohuntouttlteirown 

horjors! 
Jul.    I'nough,   enough!  we  must  forget, 

dear  father; 


«'  you  hit  the  riiiht,  sir.]  The  most  usual  expression  is  white,  but  I  have  been  unwilling  19 
■Hike  unv  aUaniii»jn.         Sinnuson. 
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For  then  we're  glonout  forms  of  Heaven  % 

and  live, 
When  we  can  suflPer,  and  as  soon  forgive.^- 
But  where*8  my  lord?  Methinks  I've  seen 

this  bousoy 
And  have  been  in't  before.  •* 

Pand.  Thine  own  house,  jewel. 
Jul,  Mine,  without  him;  or  lus,  without 
my  company, 
I  tliink  it  cannot  be ;  it  was  not  wont,  fnther. 
Pand.  Sotne  business  with  the  king  (let  it 
be  good,  ileav'n !) 
tlctains  biiu  sure. 

Enter  Bov* 

Jul.  It  must  be  good  und  noble ; 
For  all   men,  that  he  treats  with,  taste  of 
virtue :  [nour't, 

His  words  and  actions  are  his  own,  and  Uo- 
Not  bought,  nor  compell'd  from  him. 

Pand   ilGie*s  tlie  Boy; 
He  can  confirm  us  more.  How  sad  the  child 
look:* !  [master? 

Come  hither,  Lucio ;  how,  aqd  where's  thy 

JuL  Speak,  gentle  Boy.  • 

Pand.  Is  lie  returned  m  safety  ?       [rable, 

JuL  ff  not,  and  that  thou  know'st  is  niise- 
Our  hopes  and  happiness  declin*d  for  ever, 
Study  H  sorrow  excellent  as  thy  master, 
Then  if  thou  canst  live,  lea\c  us. 

hui/.  Noble  madam, 
My  lord  is  safe  return'd ;  safe  to  his  friends, 

and  fortune. 
Safe  to  his  country,  entertained  with  honour; 
Is  here  within  the  house. 

JhL  Do  not  mock  me !  [mind, 

Bo^,  But  such  a  melancholy  hangs  on's 
And  in  his  eyes  inhabit  such  sad  shadows ! 
But  what  ihe  cause  is 

Pand,  Go  tell  liim  we  are  hero.  Boy; 
There  iimst  be  no  cause  now. 

Jul.  llastthou  forj'it  me? 

Jif}if.  No,  noblest  lady. 

Jul.  Telllnm  I  am  here;  [him. 

Tell  him  his  wife  is  here;  sound  my  name  to 
And  thou  shalt  see  him  stMit;  speak  Juliana, 
And^  like  the  sun  that  labours  thro*  a  tem- 
pest, 
How  suddenly  he  will  disperse  his  sadness! 

Pand.  Go,  i  connnand  thee,  instantly ; 
And  charge  !iim  on  his  duty 

JuL  On  his  love,  Boy. 
I*d  fain  go  to  him. 

Pand.  A  way,  away;  you're  foolish. 


JuL  Bear  all  my  service,  sweet  Boy  -     ■ 

Pand,  Art  thou  here  still  ? 

Jul,  And  tell  him  what  thou  wilt  that  shall 
become  thee.  [J^Jrit  Bojf, 

Pand.  V  th'  house,  and  know  we're  here  ? 

JuL  No,  no,  he  did  not ; 
I  warrant  you  he  did  not:  Could  you  think 
His  love  had  less  than  wings,  (had  he  but 

seen  me) 
His  strong  affection  any  thing  but  fire. 
Consuming  all  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  it, 
Till  he  had  met  my  flame,  and  made  one 

body  ? 
If  ever  Heaven's  high  blessings  met  in  one 
And  there  erected  to  their  holy  uses    [man, 
A  sacred  mind  fit  for  their  services. 
Built  all  of  poltsh'd  honour,  'twas  in  this  man : 
Misdoubt  hidft  not. 

Pand,  I  know  he's  truly  noble ; 
But  why  this  sadness,  when  the  general  cause 
Uequires  a  jubilee  Of  joy  ? 

JuL  I  know  not. 

Enter  Virolel  and  Boy, 
Pand.  'Pray  Heav'n  you  find  it  not ! 
JuL  I  hope  1  shall  not. 
Oh,  here  he  coodes^  and  with  him  all  my  hap- 
piness!— [nerly; 
He  stays  and  thinks ;  we  may  be  too  unmao- 
Tray  give  him  leave.              [They  stand  off. 
Parld,  1  do  not  like  this  sadness. 
Vir.  Oh,  hard  condition  of  my  misery ! 
Unheard-of  plagiies!  when  to  behold  that 

woman. 
That  chaste  and  virtuous  woman,  that  pre- 

serv'd  me,' 
That  pious  wife,  wedded  to  ray  afflictions. 
Must  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  dancers! 
Oh,  Fortune,  thou  hast  robb*d  me  of  my 

making, 
I'hc  noble  building  of  a  man  demolish'd, 
And  flung  me  headlong  on  a  sin  so  base 
Man  and  mankind  contemn;   e*en  beasts 

abhor  if ; 
A  sin  more  dull  than  drink,  a  shame  beyond 

S(»  foul,  and  far  from  fauh,  I  dare  ^§t  name 
But  it  will  cry  itself  out  loud,  ingratitude. 
Your  blessing,  sir! 

Pand.  You  have  it  in  abundance; 
So  is  our  joy  to  see  you  safe. 

Vir,  My  dear  one  ! 

JuL  W  has  not  f  of  got  me  yet :  Oh,  take 
me  to  you,  sir! 


•^  For  then  uere  ghriout  forms  of  Heav*n ;  and  live.]  If  we  are  glorious  forms  of  Heaven, 
then  we  live  such  to  be  sore ;  though  by  live  here  joined  to  are  one  would  imagine  the  Poets 
designed  to  athx  different  senses  to  these  two  verses,  and  be  understood  thus,  —  we  must 
forgot,  for  then  we  not  only  are,  but  continne  or  remain  to  be,  *  glorious  forms  of  Heavea 
wlien,'  &c.    Yet  I  suspLCt  (nnd  Mr.  Seward  too)  that  the  line  might  be  wrote  originally  thus: 

*  For  then  we  glorious  forms  of  Heav'n  live;* 
Udc  here  answering  to  the  Latin  vivo,  which  ofteniimes  is  no  more  than  sum.        Sympson. 

1  he  proposed  line  is  a  vile  one.  Live  in  the  text  is  used  empiiatically,  aud  tlie  meaning  of 
this  line  and  the  next  is,  *  We  tliea  truly  enjoy  life,  when  we  pardou  injuries,  as  Ueaveit 
'  foreives  our  iniquities.* 
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Vir.  Must  this  be  added  to  •ncrease  my 
misery,  [goodness? 

That  she  must  weep  for  joy,  and  lose  tliat 
My  Juliaim,  e'en  the  best  of  women, 
Of  wives  the  perfectest  I  Let  me  speak  this, 
And  with  a  modesty  declare  thy  virtuei», 
Chaster  than  crystal  on  the  Scythian  clifts^s, 
The  more  the  ptoud  winds  court,  tlic  more 

the  purer. 
Sweeter  lu  thy  obedience  than  a  sacrifice ; 
And  in  thy  muid  a  saint,  that  even  yethving, 
Producest  miracles ;  and  women  daily, 
With  crooked  and  laiiie  souls  creep  to  thy 
goodness,  [ampies. 

Which  tiavinjc;  touch*d  at,  they  become  ex- 
The  fortitude  of  all  their  sex  is  fable**, 
Compnr'd  to  thine ;  and  they  that  filfd  up  p;lo- 
And  admiration,  in  the  a^e  behind  us,    [ry, 
Out  of  their  celebrated  urns  are  started, 
1  o  stare  upon  the  greatness  of  thy  spirit ; 
WondVing   what  new  martyr  Heaven  has 
begot,  [stones : 

To  fill  the  times  with  truth,  and  ease  their 
Being  all  these,  and  excellent  in  beauty, 
(Fur  noble  things  dwell  in  liie  noblest  build- 

ings) 
lliou  bast  undone  thy  husband,  made  him 
A  miserable  man,  my  Juliana,     [wretched  ; 
I'll'  hast  made  iliy  Virolet. 
Jul.  Now  goodness  keep  me ! 

Oh,  my  dear  lord ['dJ?? 

Fatid.  bhe  wrung  you?  what's  tlie  mean- 
Weep  not,  but  speak,  I  charge  you  on  obe- 
dience ; 
Your  father  charges  you  !  She  make  you  mi- 

That  yo'j  yourself  confess [serable  ? 

Vir,  I  do,  that  kills  me ; 
And  far  less  I  have  spoke  her  than  her  merit. 
JuL  It  is  some  sin  of  weakness,  or  of  ig- 

Fur  sure  my  will [noraiice; 

Vir.  No,  'tis  a  sin  of  excellence. 
Forgive  me,  Ucav'n,  tliatl  profane  thy  bless- 

*      ings ! 
Sit  still,  I'll  shew  yon  all.  [Exit. 

Fund.  What  means  this  madness  ? 
(For  sure  there  is  no  taste  of  right  man  in  it.) 
Grieves  he  our  liberty,  our  preservation  ? 
Or  has  the  greatness  of  the  deed  he  has  done 
Made  him  torgct  for  whom,  and  how,  he  did 
it,  [tit? 

And  looking  down  upon  us,  scorn  the  bene- 
Well,   Virolet,  if  thou  be*5t  proud,  or  trea- 
cherous— • 


JmL  He  cannot,  Mr,  be  cannot ;  he  wtil 
shew  us. 
And  with  that  reason  ground  bis  words— > 

Enter  Virolet,  Martia,  Ronvere,  and  Lawyer. 

Fand.'^lle  comes.— 
What  masque  is  this  ?  whatadmirable  beaoty  ? 
'Pray  lleav'u  his  heart  be  true! 

Jul.  A  goodly  woman ! 

Vir.  Tell  me,  my  dear,  and  tell  me  with- 
out flattery ; 
As  you  are  nobly  honest,  speak  the  truth ! 
What  think  you  of  this  lady? 

Jul.  She's  most  excellent. 

Vir.  Might  not  this  beauty^  tell  me,  (ii*s  a 
sweet  one) 
Witboiu  more  setting-off,  as  now  kis. 
Thanking  no  greater  mistress  than  mere  Na- 
Stagger  a  constant  heart?  [tare, 

Fund,  She's  full  of  wonder ! 
But  yet,  yet,  Virolet 

Vir.  'Pray  by  your  leave,  sir ! 

Jul.  She  would  amaze 

Vir.  Oh,  would  she  so?  I  thank  you. 
Say,  to  this  beauty  she  have  all  additiyos, 
Wealth,  noble  birth 

Fund.  Oh,  hold  there ! 

Vir.  All  virtues, 
A  mind  as  full  of  candor  as  the  truth  is, 
Ay^  and  a  loving  lady  ■ 

Jul.  She  must  needs  [much. 

(l*in  bound  in  conscience  to  confess)  deserve 

Vir.  Nay,  say  bejroud  all  these,  she  be  so 
pious. 
That  e*en  on  slaves  coudcmn*d  she  shower 

her  bcnetits,         ' 
And  melt  iheir  stubborn  bolts  with  her  soft 
What  think  you  then  ?  [F'^J  > 

Fund.  For  such  a  noble  office, 
At  tbeae  years  I  should  dote  myself.    Take 
heed,  boy ! 

Jul.  If  YOU  be  he  that  have  receiv'd  these 
blessings. 
And  this  the  lady,  love  her,  honour  her ! 
You  cannot  do  too  much  to  shew  your  grati- 
tude; [der. 
Yo!ir  greatest  service  will  shew  off  too  sleu- 

Vtr.  This  is  the  lady,  lady  of  that  bounty, 
That  wealth,   that  noble  name,   that  ail,  i 

spoke  of ; 
The  prince  Ascanio,  and  myself,  tlie  slaves 
Kcdeem'd,  brought  home,  still  guarded  by 
her  goodncbs ; 


•3  Chaster  than  crystal,  &c.]  Shakespeare  has  a  passage  similar  to  this:  speaking  of  Vale- 
ria ill  Corioiauui;,  act  v.  scene  3,  he  says, 

*  — — —  The  noble  sister  of  Poplicola, 

*  The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chaste  as  the  isicle, 

*  'J'haf  s  curdled  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow, 

*  And  hangs  on  Dian's  ttmplc.'  R. 

^*  In  fable.]  Though  a  slight  corruption  has  quite  changed  the  word,  yet  as  it  has  left  some 
sen>e  reinaiinn;;,  it  h»s  escaped  the  observation  of  former  editor»;  hut/'etble  being  in  pro- 
per antithesis  tojlfrtitudc,  is  undoubtedly  the  true  reading.         Seward. 

Not  so  unduubtcd/j/:  *  To  fill  the  times  with  truth y   a  few  lines  luwer^  seems  to  oou^m 
Jabk  here. 


Act  3] 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


639 


fderM, 


And  of  our  liberties  you  faste  the  sweetness. 
E'en  you  she  lias  prcserv'd  too,  lengthened 
your  lives. 

Jul.  And  what  reward  d'  you  purpose?  It 
must  be  a  main  one. 
If  love  will  do*t,  we'll  ail  so  lore  her,  serve 

Vir,  It  must  be  my  love.  [her 

Jul.  Ha! 

Vir.  Mine,  my  only  love, 
My  everlasting  love. 

Pand.  How! 

Fir.  Tray,  have  patience ! 
Tlie  recompense  she  ask'd,  and  I  have  ren- 
,  Was  to  become  her  husband.  1  hen  I  vow*d  it. 
And  since  I've  made  it  good. 

Pand.  Thou  durst  not! 

Vir,  Done,  sir. 

Jul.  Be  what  you  please,  this  happiness  yet 
stays  with  me*. 
You  have  been  mine.    Oh,  my  unhappy  for- 

Pand.  Nay,  break  and  die  f  [tune  I 

Jul.  It  cannot  yet :  1  must  live. 
Till  I  see  this  man  blest  in  his  new  love; 
And  then 

Pand,  What  hast  thou  done.^  thou  base 


one,  tell  me ! 


Thou  barren  thing  of  honesty,  and  honour. 
What  hast  tiiou  wrought?  Is   not  this  she, 

(look  on  her, 
Look  on  her  with  the  eyes  of  gratitude, 
And  wipe  thy  false  tears  off)  is  not  this  she. 
That  three  times  on  the  rack,  to  guard  thy 

safety. 
When  thou  stood'st  lost,  and  naked  to  the 

tyrant ; 
Tliy  aged  father  here,  that  shames  to  know 

thee, 
Engag'd  i'  th' jaws  of  danger;  was  not  this  she. 
That  then  gave  up  her  body  to  the  torture. 
That  tender  body,  that  the  wind  sings  thro'? 
yind  three  times,  when  her  sinews,  crack'd 

and  tortiir'd, 
The  beauties  ot"  her  body  turn'd  to  ruins, 
Kven  then,  within  her  patient  heart  she  lock'd 

thee, 
Tlien  hid  thee  from  the  tyrant,  then  preserv'd 
And  canst  thou  he  that  slave — ; —         [thee; 

Afart,  This  was  hut  duty; 
She  did  it  for  her  husband,  and  she  ought  it  ••; 
iSh*  has  had  the  pleasureot'him  many  an  hour; 
And  iFone  minute's  pain  cannot  be  suffor'd — 
Aline  was  above  all  ihese,  a  nobler  venture ! 
(i  speak  it  boldly;  for  I  lost  a  father. 
She  has  one  still  '^';  I  left  my  friends,  sh'  has 

many; 
Ex|  OS  d  my  life  and  honour  to  a  cruelty. 
That  if  it  had  seized  on  me — racks^and  tor- 
tures ?  , 
Alas,  they're  triumphs  to't !  and  had  it  hit. 


For  this  man's  love,  it  should  have  shew'd  a 
triumph.  [him, 

Twice  lost,  I  freed  him ;  Rossana  lost  before 
His  fortunes  with  him,  and  his  friends  be- 
hind him; 
Twice  was  I  rack'd  myself  for  his  deliverance. 
In  honour  firstand  name,  which  wasa  torture 
The  hangman  never  heard  of ;  next  at  sea, 
In  our  escape,  where  the  proud  waves  took 

pleasure 
To  toss  my  little  boat  up  like  a  bubble, 
Tlien  like  a  meteor  in  the  air  lie  hung. 
Then  catch'd  and  (lung  him  in  the  depth  of 

darkness ; 
The  canuon  from  my  incensed  father's  ship 
Ringing  our  knell,  aud  stiil  as  we  peep'd  up- 
ward 
Beating  the  raging surcre,  with  fire  and  bullet. 
And  1  stood  tix'd  for  this  man's  sake,  and 

scorn'd  it: 
Compare  but  this ! 

r<>.  Tis  too  true.     On,  my  fortune  ! 
That  1  must  equally  be  bound  to  dii jcr  ] 
Jul,  You  have  tiie  better,  and  the  nobler 
lady; 
And  now  I'm  forc'd  a  lover  of  her  goodnses  ? 
And  so  far  have  you  wrought  fur  his  deliver^ 

aiice, 
Thai  is  my  lord,  so  lovingly  and  nobly. 
That  now  methinks  1  stagger  in  my  title. 
But  how  with  honesty,  (for  I'm  poor,  lady. 
In  all  my  duteous  service  but  your  shadow. 
Yet  would  be  just)  how  with  fair  fame  and 
credit, 

I  may  go  off?  I  would  not  be  a  strumpet 

Oh,  my  dear  sir,  you  know 

yir.  Oh,  Truth,  thou  knowest  too ! 

Jul,  Nor  have  the  world  suspect  1  fell  to 

mischief. 
Law.   Take  you  no  care  for  that;  here's 
that  has  done  it ; 
A  fair  divorce !  'tis  honest  too. 

Pand,  The  devil ! 
Honest?  to  put  her  off? 

Law.  Most  honest,  sir;  - 

And  in  this  point  most  strong. 
Pand.  The  cause,  the  cause,  sir? 

Law,  A  just  cause  too 

Pand,  As  any  is  m  iiell.  Lawyer! 

Imw.  For  barrenness;  she  never  brought 

him  children. 
Pand.  Why  art  not  thou  divorc'd?  thou 
canst  not  get  'em ; 
Thy  neighbours,  thy  rank  neighbours — Oh, 

base  juggling ! 
Is  she  not  young? 

Jul,  Women  at  my  years,  sir. 
Have  met  tliat  blessiug ;  'tis  in  ileav'n's  high 
Law,  You  never  can  have  any.    [power — 


•s 


—  his  happiness,  &c.]  The  omission  of  a  single  letter  has  made  nonsense  of  this  in 
all  the  former  editions.         Seward. 

^  Ought  it.]  Ought  seems  to  be  used  here  as  the  perfect  tense  of  awe. 
■    *7  He  has  one  still — he  has  manif.]  Martia  is  pleading  that  her  merits  are  superior  to  tliosc 
ef  Juliana;  it  wiis  therefore  a  gross  mistake  to  let  he  stand  in  this  line.  Seward. 
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Pand.  Why*  quick  Lawyer? 
My  philosophical  Lawyer? 

Law.  The  rack  has  spoil'd  her; 
The  distentions  of  those  parts  hath  stopp'd 

all  fruitfulness. 
Pand.  Oh,  I  could  curse ! 
Jul.  And  am  I  grown  so  roiserable,      [ed? 
That  mine  own  piety  ^  must  make  me  wretch- 
No  cause  again&t  me,  but  my  love  and  duty  ? 
Farewell   sir !  Like  Obedience,  thus  I  leave 

you  n      ,  [sir ; 

My  long  farewell !— I  do  not  grudge;  Igneve, 
And  if  that  be  offensive,  1  can  die ;  [him : 
And  then  you're  fairly  free. — Good  lady,  love 
You  have  a  noble  and  an  honest  gentleman ; 
I  ever  found  him  so,  the  world  has  spoke  him; 
And  let  it  be  your  part  still  to  deserve  him ! 
^ve  him  no  less  than  I  have  done,  and  serve 

him,  [my  ashes. 

And  Heav'n  shall  bless  you :  You  shall  bless 
igive  you  up  the  house,  the  name  of  Wife, 
llonoar,  and  all  respect  I  ^orrow'd  from  him. 
And  to  my  praye  I  turn.  One  farewell  more ! 
Nothing  divide  your  loves,  not  want  of  chil- 
dren,' [fruitful! 
Which  I  shall  pray  against,  and  make  you 
Grow  like  two  equal  flames !  rise  high  and 

glorious. 
And  in  your  honoured  age  bum  out  together ! 
To  all  I  knoW,  farewell  t 

BxnrO.  Be  nbt  so  griev'd,  lady ! 

A  nobler  fortune • 

Jul.  Away,  thou  parasite  !       [greatness ! 

Disturb  not  my  sad  thoughts.     I  hate  thy 

Ronv.  I  hate  not  you.      Tm  glad  sbe*s  off 

these  hinges. 
Come,  let's  pursue.       [Exe.  Ronv.  and  Law. 

Pand.  If  I  had  breath  to  curse  thee, 
Or  could  my  great  heart  utter — Farewell, 

villain ! 

Thy  hous«  nor  face  again [ExlL 

Mart.  Let  'em  all  go; 
And  now  let  us  rejoice.  Now  freely  take  me. 
And  now  embrace  me,  Virolet!  give  the  rites 
pf  a  brave  husband  to  his  love. 

••  Mine  own  pity.]  Corrected  in  1750.  - 
*9  To  question  hen^  and  satixfy  yourflamet. 
That  held  an  equal  beautys  equal  bounty y- 


Vir.  I'll  take  my  leave  too. 

Mart.  How!  take  your  leave  too? 

Vir.  The  house  is  uimish'd  for  yop; 
You're  mistress,  may  command. 

Mart.  Will  you  to  bed,  sir? 

Vir.  As  soon  to  Hell ;  to  any  thing  I  bate 
most ! 
You  must  excuse  me !  I  have  kept  my  word : 
You  are  my  wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  fortune, 
W  hich  I  have  done  to  recompense  yoprbountyt 
But  to  yield  up  those  chaste  delights  and  plea- 

sures. 
Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  first  vow's 

Mart.  You  jest!  [those 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  so.— To  give  you 
I  have  divorc'd,  and  lost  with  Juliana, 
And  all  fires  of  that  nature 

Mart.  Are  you  a  husband  ?  [fiamrs, 

Vir.  To  question  hers*®,  and  satisfy  your 
That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty. 
Good  Heav'n  forgive?  No,  no,  the  strict  for- 
bearance 
Of  all  tiiose  joys,  like  a  full  sacrifice, 
I  otfer  to  the  sufferings  of  my  first  love. 
Honour,  and  wealth,  attendance,  state,  al| 

dul^. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  will,  to  make  you  happy; 
But  my  afflicted  mind,  (you  must  give  leave^ 
My  weary  trqnk  must  wander.  [^•^^yl 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me  ? 
Go  from  me  too? 

Vir.  For  ever  thus  I  leave  you  ? 
And,  howsoe'er  I  fare,  live  you  still  happy ! 

•  [Exit. 

Mart.  Since  I  am  scorn'd,  1^1  hate  thee, 
scorn  thy  gifts  too. 
Thou  miserable  fool,  thou  fool  to  pity ! 
And  such  a  rude,  demolished  thing,  I'll  leave 
thee,  [now. 

In  my  revenge— For,  foolish  love,  farewell 
And  anger,  and  the  spite  of  woman,  enter ! 
That  all  the  world  shall  say,  that  read  this 

srory. 
My  hate,  and  not  my  love,  begot  my  glory ! 

[£ri*. 


Good  Heaven,  forgive.]  If  the  reader  can  affix  any  clear  iden  to  the  old  text,  he  will  do' 
more  than  1  can.  T'he  sense  required  seems  to  be  an  exclamation  at  the  thought  of  quitting 
liis  former  wife's  chaste  embraces  to  satisfy  Martia's  flames.  As  her  supposed  barrenness 
was  the  cause  alleged,  my  conjecture  makes  good  sense,  and  keeps  very  close  to  the  trace 
of  the  letters, 

*  To^c*^  on  hers,  and  satisfy  jrour  flames.'        Seward. 
Any  person  who  considers  the  text  fully,  will,  we  believe,  think  that  the  old  reading,  roo- 
cluded  with  a  point  of  interrogation,  is  right :  *  Can  Heaven  forcpve  my  rejecting  hef  love, 
*  and  satisfying  yours?  No,  no^'  4"C. 
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ACT     IV. 


Enter  Duke^  Boatswain,  Matter  Sf  Gunner. 

Duke,  jLTE  that  fears  deaths  or  tfirtures,  let 
"*•-■•     him  leave  me!  [conquest. 

The  stops  that  we  have  nact  with  crown  our 
pominon  attempts  are  fit  for  common  men ; 
The  rare,   the  rarest  spirits.      Can  we  be 

daunted  ? 
We  that  have  smiFd  at  sea  at  certain  ruins. 
Which  men  on  shore,  but  iiasiarded,  would 

shake  at? 
We  that  have  liv'd  free,  in  despite  of  Fortune, 
I^augh'd  at  the  out-stretch*d  arm  of  Tyranny, 
As  still  too  short  to  reach  us,  shall  we  faint 
now  ?  [per, 

No,  ray  brave  mates,  T  know  your  fiery  tem- 
And  that  you  can,  aad  dare,  as  much  as  men. 
Calamity,  tliat  severs  worldly  friendships, 
Could  ne*cr  divide  us ;  you  are  still  the  same, 
The  constant  followers  of  ray  banisb'd  for- 
tunes. 
The  instruments  of  my  revenge,  the  hands 
By  which  I  work,  and  fashion  all  my  projects. 

Master.  And  such  we  will  be  ever. 

Gun.  'Slight,  sir,  cram  me 
Into  a  cannou*s  mouth,  and  shoot  me  at 
Proud  Ferrand's  head;  may  only  be  fall  with 
My  life  I  rate  at  nothing.  [me, 

Bttats.  Could  1  hut  get  . 

Within  my  sword's  length  of  him,  and  if  then 
He  *scnpe  me,  may  tii*  account  of  all  his  sins 
Be  added  unto  mine! 

Master.  1'is  not  to  die,  sir, 
But  to  die  upreyeng*d,  that  stageers  roe : 
For  were  your  ends  serv'd,  and  our  country 
We  would  fall  iviiling  sacrifices.  [free, 

Duke,  To  rise  up 
Most  glorious  martyrs. 

Boats,  But  the  reason  why 
We  wear  these  shapes  ? 

Duke.  Only  to  get  access.  [him, 

like  honest  men,  we  never  shall  approach 
{Such  are  his  fears;    but  thus  attir-d  like 

Switzers, 
And  fashioning  our  language  to  our  habits, 
(Bold,  bloody,  desperate)  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  guard.     But  if  this  fail,  TU  try 
A  thousand  others,  out-do  Proteus 
In  various  shapes,  but  [  will  reach  his  heart, 
^nd  seal  my  anger  on*t. 

Enter  Ronvere  and  the  Guard, 

Master.  The  lord  Ronvere ! 

Boats.  Shall  we  b^gin  with  him? 

Duke.  He  is  not  ripe  yet. 
Nor  fit  to  fall :  As  you  see  me  begin, 
With  all  care  imitate. 


Gun.  We  are  instructed. 

Boats,  '^^ould  we  were  at  it  once ! 

Honv>  Keep  a  strict  watt  li,  ["i^^^ 

And  let  the  guards  be  don  bled  :     This  Ust 
The  king  had  fearful  dreams. 

Duke.  Tis  a  good  omen 
To  our  attempts. 

Ronv.  What  men  are  these?  What  seek  you? 

Duke.  Employment. 

Ro7tv.  Of  what  nature? 

Duke.  We  are  soldiers: 
We  have  seen  towns  tuid  churches  set  on  fire. 
The  kennels  ruuning  blood,  coy  virgins  m- 

vihli'd. 
The  altars  ransack'd.  and  the  holy  relicks. 
Yea,  and  the  saints  themselves,  made  lawful 
spoils  [are  past. 

Unto  the  conquerors;  but  these  good  days 
And  we  made  beggars  by  this  idle  peace, 
For  want  of  action.    J  am,  sir,  no  stranger 
To  the  government  of  thib  state;  I  know  tlia 

king  . 
Needs  men,  that  only  do  what  he  command*, 
And  search  no  further:  It  is  the  profession 
Of  all  our  nation,  to  serve  faithfully,  [us. 
Where  they're  best  paid ;  and  if  you  entertaiu 
I  do  not  know  the  thmgyou  can  command, ' 
Which  we'll  not  put  in  act. 

Ronv.  A  goodly  perstiuagc! 

Master,  And  if  you  have  an  enemy,  or  so, 
That  you  wuuld  have  dispatched 

Gun.  They're  here  can  fit  you.      fmnn — 

Boats.  Or  if  there  be  an  itch,  tlio*  to  a 

Duke,  You  shall  tie 
Our  consciences  in  your  purse-strings. 

Rtmv.  Gentlemen, 
I  like  your  freedom.     I  am  now  in  liaW ; 
But  wait  for  my  return.— I  like  the  rascals  5 
They  may  be  useful. 

Duke.  We'll  attend  yoQ,  sir.  [ment: 

Ronv.  Do,  and  be  contideut  of  entertain- 
I  hope  you  will  deserve  it. 

i Exeunt  Ronv.  and  Guard. 
oubt,  sir. 
Thus  far  we're  prosperons:  We'll  he  bis  cnard, 
Till  tyranny  and  pride  find  full  reward.  [Kxc, 

Enter  Pandulphoand  Juliana. 

Pand.  My  blessing?  Mo;  a  fathcr'^i heavy 
Pursue  and  overtake  him  I  [curse 

Jul.  Gentle  sir ! 

Fund.  My  name,  and  family,  end  in  myself, 
Rather  than  live  in  him ! 

Jul.  Dear  sir,  forbear ! 
A  father's  curses  hit  far  off.  and  kill  too; 
And,  like  a  murdering-piece  ^,  aim  not  atone. 


»•  Murdering-piece.]  Such  a  piece,  Dr.  WarburtOn  observes,  as  assassins  use,  with  many 
parrels.    So  in  Hamlet,  act  iv.  scene  5,  the  King  says, 

— —  *  Oh,  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
'  *  Like  to  a  murdering-piece^  in  many  places 

*•  Gives  me  superfluous  death !' 
llr.Stceveiw  remarks,  that  this  passagt  io  Fletcher  confirtas  Dr.  Warburton's  explanation,  R. 
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But  all  thikt  stiind  vithin  the  Hanperous  level. 
Some  bullet  may  return  upon  yourself  too, 
Tho*  against  Nature,  if  you  still  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  course. 

Fund   Thou  art  not  roade 
Of  that  jwine  stuff  as  other  women  are : 
Thy  injuries  would  teach  Patience  to  bias- 
Yet  stiil  thou  art  a  dove.  [pheroe, 

Jul.  I  know  not  malice: 
But,  like  an  innocent,  suffer.    . 

Fond    More  miraculous!  fne«5, 

>    111  have  a  woman  chronicled,  and  for  good- 
"Which  i»  the  greatest  wonder.     Let  nie  see, 
I  have  no  son  t'  inherit  after  me; 
Him  I  disclaim.  [heir: 

What  then  ?  Til  make  thy  virtues  my  sole 
Thy  story  I'll  have  written,  and  in  gold  too. 
In  prose  and  verse,  and  by  the  ablest  doers  3». 
A  word  or  two  of  a  kind  step-father 
I'll  have  put  in ;  good  kings  and  queens  shall 

buy  It. 
And  if  the  actions  of  ill  great  women. 
And  of  tl\je  modern  times  too,  are  remem- 
bered, 
That  have  unc^one  their  husbands  and  their 

families. 
What  will  onr  story  do  ?  It  shall  be  so, 
And  I  will  straight  al>out  it.  [£xi7. 

Jul,  Such  as  love 
Goodness  for  glory,  have  it  for  reward ; 
1  love  mine  for  itself.    Let  Innocence 
Be  written  on  my  tomb,  tho*  ne*erso  humble, 
'Tis  all  I  am  ambitious  of.     But  1 
Forget  my  vows. 

Enter  Boy. 

Brty.  Tore  m^,  you  are  not  modest, 
Nor  ik  til  is  c»)urt-lik'e  !  Would  you  take  it  well, 
If  she  should  rudely  press  into  your  closrt, 
When  from  your  several  boxes  you  cliuse 
To  make  a  this-day's  fare  with  ?         [paint, 

Jul.  What's  the  matter? 

Boy.  Tray  know  her  pleasure  first. 

Jul.  To  whom  speak  you.  Boy? 

Bcty.  Your  ladyship's  pardon. — That  proud 
lady  thief, 
That  stole  away  my  lord  from  your  embraces, 
/     (Wrinkles  at  two-and-twenry  on  her  cheeks 
for't. 
Or  mercVy  unallay'd  make  blisters  on  it !) 
Would  force  a  visit. 

Jul.  And  dare  yon  deny  her, 
Or  any  else  thnt  1  call  mine?  No  more ! 
Attend  her  with  all  rf'verence  and  respect: 
The  want  in  you  of  manners,  my  lord  may 
Construe  in  me  for  malice.   I  will  teach  you 
How  to  esteem  and  love  the  beauty  he  dotes 
on. 


Enter  Martia. 
Prepare  a  banquet. — Madam,  thus  my  dutj 
Stoops  to  the  favour  you  vouchsafe  your  ser- 
in honouring  her  hou»e.  [vant. 

Mart.  Is  this  in  scorn  ? 

Jul.  No,  by  the  life  of  Virolet !  (Give  me 
leave 
To  swear  by  him,  as  by  a  saint  I  worship. 
But  am  to  know  no  farther;  my  heart  speaki 
that.)  f  doting 

My  servants  have  been  rnde,  and  this  boy. 
Upon  my  sorrows,  hath  forgot  his  duty : 
In  which,  that  you  may  think  I  have  no  share. 
Sirrah,  upon  your  knees,  desire  her  pardon. 

Boy.  1  dare  not  disobey  yoti. 

Mart.  Trithee, /ise : 
My  anger  never  looks  so  low.     T  thank  joa; 
And  will  deserve  it ;  if  we  may  be  private— 
I  came  to  see  and  speak  with  you. 

Jnl.  Be  gone.  [Erit  Boy, 

Good  madam,  sit. 

Mart,  I  rob  you  of  your  place  then. 

Jul,  You  have  deserv'd  a  bef^er,  in  my  be<f ; 
Make  use  of  this  too.  Now  your  pleasure,lady. 
If  in  your  breast  there  l>e  a  worthy  pity. 
That  brings  yoo  for  my  comfort,  you  do 

nobly ; 
But  if  you  come  to  triumph  in  your  conquest. 
Or  tread  on  my  calamities,  'twill  wrong 
Your  other  excellencies.    Let  it  suffice. 
That  you  alone  enjoy  the  best  of  men. 
And  that  1  am  forsaken. 

Mart.  He  the  best? 
The  scum  and  shame  of  mankind  ! 

Jul,  Virolet, 
Lady? 

Mart.  Blest  in  him?  I  would  rnvvouth  had 
Chosen  consuming  fevers,  bed-rid  age. 
For  my  ccmipanioiis,  rather  than  a  thing. 
To  lay  whose  baseness  open  would  e*en  poison 
The  tongue  that  speaks  rt. 

Jul.  Certainly  from  you 
At  no  part  he  doerves  this :  And  I'll  tell  you, 
Durht  I  pretend  hut  the  least  title  to  him, 
I  should  not  hear  this! 

Mart.  He's  an  impudent  villain. 
Or  a  malicious  wretch;  to  you  ungrateful, 
To  me  beyond  expression  barbarous. 
I  morp  than  hate  him  !  From  you  he  desen'es 
A  death  mos»t  horrid ;  from  me,  to  die  for  ever, 
And  know  no  end  of  torments. — Would  you 
have  comfort?  \y^^f 

Would  you  wash  off  the  stain  that  sticks  upon 
In  being  refus'd?   would  you  redeem  your 
fame,  [this, 

Shipwrecked  in  his  base  wrongs  ?  If  you  ocsire 
It  is  not  to  lie  done  with  slavish  suffering, 
But  by  a  noble  anger  making  way 


3*  Ablest  doers.]  The  English  word  doers  here,  is  a  literal  tranj^lation  of  the  Greek  •••iinTf, 
which  means  not  only  simply  a  maker  or  doer^  but  a  maker  of  verses :  The  custom  of  using 
English  words  in  a  Greek  and  a  I^tin  sense,  was  higlily  in  vogue  in  our  Authors*  time; 
Spenser  has  not  only  taken  the  liberty  to  do  so  with  the  one,  but  the  other  too:  So  Shep- 
herd's Calendar,  June,  Colin  says  to  llobbinel, 

*  The  goil  of  shepherds  Tityrns  is  dead, 

*  Wlio  taught  me^  homely  as  I  can,  to  make.^        Symp$o», 
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T»  a  most  bmve  revenge,  wetna^  cailJustice. 
Our  injuries  are  equal ;  juiu  wilh  me  then. 
And  share  the  honour. 

Jul.  I  scarce  understand  you ; 
And  know  I  shall  he  most  unapt  to  learn 
To  hate  tijc  man  I  still  mustlove  and  honour. 

Mart.  This  foolish  dotage  in  soft-hearted 
women 
Makes  proud  men  insolent:  But,  take  your 
1*11  run  another  course.  [^^y; 

Jul.  As  yuu  are  noble, 
Deliver  his  oHeuce. 

Mart.  He  hai  denied 
The  rites  due  to  a  wife. 

Jul.  Oh  me  most  happy ! 
How  largely  am  I  paid,  for  all  my  ^uflTerings! 
Most  honest  Virolet,  tliou  just  performer 
Of  all  thy  promises !  I  call  to  mind  now, 
When  r  was  happy  in  those  joys  you  speak  of. 
In  a  cliaste  bed,  and  warranted  by  law  too, 
He  oft  would  swear,  that  if  lie  should  sur- 
vive me,  [woiiian 
(Which  then  1  knew  he  wish'd  not)  never 
Should  taste  of  hi»  embraces;  this  one  act 
Makes  me  again  his  debtor. 

N  Mart.  And  was  this  [tenin*d  ? 

The  cause  my  youth  and  beauty  were  cou- 
If  I  sit  down  here Well ! 

Jul.  I  dare  thy  worst !  [him 

Plot  what  thou  canst,  my  piety  shall  guard 
Against  thy  malice.    Leave  my  house,  and 
quickl)r !  r Virtue, 

Thou  wilt  infect  these  innocent  walls.     By 
I  will  iuform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpose, 
And  turn  it  on  thine  own  accursed  head; 
Believe'tl  will!  [Rrit, 

Mart.  But  *tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  I  have  decreed  against  him. 
I'll  set  nivbclf  to  sale,  and  live  a  strumpet, 
Forget  my  Lirth,  my  father,  and  his  honour, 
Kather  than  want  an  instrument  to  help  me 
111  my  revenii;e.  Tiie  captain  of  the  guard ! 
Blest  Opportunity  courts  me. 

Enter  Rimvere. 

Ronv.  Sad  and  troubled  ? 
How  bruve  her  an^er  bhews !  How  it  sets  off 
Her  natural  beauty  !  Under  what  happy  star 
Was  V'irolct  born,  to  be  belov*d  and  sought- 

to, 
By  two  incomparable  women? — Noblest  lady, 
I've  heard  your  wroni^s,  and  pity  them ;  and  if 
The  service  of  my  life  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  favour,  I  should  be  most  proud 
To  be  commanded. 

Mart.  *  ris  in  you,  my  lord. 
To  make  me  your  glad  servant. 

Ronv.  Narnti  the  muaiib. 

Mart.  '  lib  not  preferment,  jewels,  gold,  or 
courtship : 
He  that  desires  to  reap  tiie  harvest  of 
My  youth  and  beauty,  must  beghi  in  blood, 
And  light  my  wrongs. 

Ronv.  I  apprehend  you,  madam. 
And  rest  assur'd  'tis  doue:  X  am  provided 
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Of  instruments  to  fit  yo»i.    To  tl^e  king 

rU  instantly  present  yon ;  if  I  fail, 

He  shall  make  good  your  aims.     He's  less 

than  man. 
That,  to  atchieve  your  favour,  would  not  do 
Deeds  fiends  would  fear  to  put  their  agents 

to.  [  Exeunt, 

Enter  Virolet y  reading. 
Fir.  Quod  invitusfociif  noa  est  scelus.  'Tis 
an  axiom. 
Now  whether  willingly  I  have  departed 
With  tliat  I  lov'd;  with  that,  above  her  life 
Lov'd  me  again, crown'd  me  a  happy  husband; 
Was  full  of  children,  her  afiliction:«, 
I'hat  I  begot ;  that  when  our  age  must  perish. 
And  all  our  painted  frailties  turn  to  ashes. 
Then  shall  they  stand  and  propagate  our  lio- 

nours. 
Whetlier  this  done,  and  taking  to  protection 
A  new  strange  beauty,  'twas  an  useful  one- 
How  ?  to  my  lust?  If  it  be  so,  I'm  sinful. 
And  guilty  of  thatcrinte  I  would  Hing  from  me. 
Was  there  not  in  it  this  fair  course  of  virtue. 
This  pious  course,  to  save  my  friends,  my 
country,  ^  [meni. 

That  e*en  then  had  put  on  a  mourning  gar- 
And  wept  the  desolation  of  her  children,  [on. 
Her  noblest  children  ?  Did  not  shf»  thrust  me 
And  to  my  duty  clap  the  spur  of  honour? 
Was  there  a  way,  without  tliis  woman,  left 
me  [man  f 

To  bring  *em  oiT?  tlie  marrying  of  this  wo- 
lf not,  why  am  1  stung  thus?  why  tormented? 
Or,  had  there  been  a  wild  desire  join'd  with  it. 
How  easily  both  these,  and  all  their  beauties. 
Might  I  have  made  mine  own  !  Why  am  I 

touch'd  thus, 
Having  perform'd  the  great  redemption 
Both  of  my  friends  and  family  ?  fairly  done  it. 
Without  base  and  lascivious  ends?  Oh,  Hea- 
ven, )cinef. 
Why  am  I  still  at  war  thus?  why  this  a mi^- 
That  Honesty  and  Honour  had  p^pounded, 
Ay^  and  absolved  my  tender  will,  and  chid  roe. 
Nay,  then  unwillingly  flung  me  on? 

Enter  Juliana  and  Bojf. 

Boy.  He's  here,  madam  ; 
This  is  the  melancholy  walk  he  lives  in. 
And  chuses  ever  to  encrease  his  sadness. 

Jul.  Stand  by.  [ble! 

Vir.  Tisshe !  How  I  shake  now  and  trem- 
The  virtues  of  that  mi[)d  are  torments  to  me. 

Jul.  Sir,  if  my  hated  face  shall  stir  your 
anger, 
( )r  this  forbidden  path  I  tread  in  vex  you. 
My  love  and  fair  obedience  left  behind  me. 
Your  pardon  ask*d,  1  shall  return  and  bless 

you.  fyo"* 

Vir.  Tray  stay  a  little !  I  deliglit  to  see 
May  not  we  yet,  tho'  Fortune  have  divided  us, 
And  set  an  envious  stop  between  our  plea- 
sures, [thus? 
Look  thus  one  at  another?  sigh  and  weep 
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And  with  your  honour  fall,  whtn  Heav'M 

shall  call  you. 
Not  by  a  hellish  mischief. 

Vir,  Speak,  my  blest  one ! 
How  weak  aud  poor  1  am,  now  she  is  from' 

Jul,  Your  wife [m^t 

Vir,  How's  that? 

Jul,  Your  wife 

r<r.  bc!  tender  of  her; 

I  shall  believe  else 

,^  Jul.  I  must  he  true.     Your  ear,  sir! 
For  *tis  so  horrible,  if  the  air  catch  it. 
Into  a  thou^alld  plagiies,a  thousand  monsters, 
It  will  disperse  itsi*lf,  and  frij^ht  resistance. 

[Wkiifters, 
•   Vir.  She  seek  my  life  witli  you  ?  make  you- 

her  agent? 
Another  love  ?    Oh,  speak  hut  truth  \ 

Jul,  Be  patient,  • 
Dear  as  I  love  you,  else  I  leave  you  wretched. 

Vir.  Forward '    Tis  well ;  it  shall  be  wel- 
come to  me  i 
IVe  hvM  too  long,  numlier'd  too  many  days. 
Yet  never  found  tl»e  benefit  of  li^ving; 
Now  when  1  come  to  reap  it  with  my  service,- 
And  |iunt  for  (hat  myyoutliaiid  honour  aim 

at. 
The  sun  sets  on  my  fortune,  ?«d  and  bloody, 
And  everlasting  night  begins  to  close  Aie : 
'Tis  time  to  die. 

Enter  Murtia  and  Ronvefe, 
Jul,  She  comes  herself. 
Rouv.  Iklieve,  lady, 
(And  on  this  anfie!-hand  your  servant  seals  it) 
YoQ  shall  be  nnbtress  of  vour  wliole  desires, 
And  what  you  shall  command. 

Marl.  11h,  minitm  !  [forward. 

My  precious  dame,  are  you  there?     Nay,  co 
Make  your  complaints,   aud  pour  out  vour 
ffign'd  pities,  [still, 

Slave-like  to  him  you  serve 3*;  I'm  the  same 
And  what  I  purpose,  let  the  world  takewitne^V 
Snail  be  bu  finished,  and  to  such  example. 
Spite  of  your  poor  prtventions — My  dear 

gentleman ! 
'My  honourable  innn,  are  you  there  too  ? 
''  You  and  your  hoi  desire?   Your  mercy,  sir! 
I  had  forgot  your  ^rcati^ess. 
Jul.  *lis  nut  well,  lady. 
Mart,  L«jrd,  how  I  hate  this  fellow  now  I 
hoAv  desp'rat^ly 
My  stotnacii  stands  against  him!  this  base 
Tliis  gelded  fool !  [fellow, 

Jul.  Did  you  ne'er  hear  of  modesty  ? 
Mart.  Yes,  when  1  heard  of  yOu,  and  so 
bilievM  it; 
Thou  blootJle.*<s,  brainless  fool ! 
Vir.  How  ! 
Mart.  Thou  despis'd  fool, 

t*  Sohotrible  in  nature,  and  so  horrid.]  This  is  so  wretched  and  tautological  a  line,  that  I 
cai/t  think  it  our  Authors'.       Sampson. 

»  What  few  friends  have  J  found,  that  dare  deliver.]  So  reads  Mr.  Sympson. 
^*  All  the  books  read,  '  slave,  like  to  him.'    Sjfmfton. 


And  read  in  one  another's  eyes  the  lef^ends, 
Aud  wonders,  of  our  old  loves?    fie  not 

fearful ; 
Tho*  YOU  be  now  a  saint,  I  may  adore  you ! 
May  I  not  take  this  hand,  aud  on  it  8acri6ce 
The  sorrows  of  my  heart?    White  seal  of 

virtue ! 
Jul.  My  lord,  you  wrong  your  wedlock. 
Vir.  Were  she  here. 
And  witli  her  all-severe  eyes  to  behold  us. 
We  might  do  this;   I  mi{;ht  luxmo  Juliaim,- 
And  to  tiie  reverence  of  that  name  Ikiw  Urns; 
I  might  high  Juliana,  she  was  mine  once. 
But  I  too  weak  a  guard  for  that  great  trea- 
sure; 
Atkl  whilst  she  lias  a  name,  believe  me,  lady, 
This  broken  iK'ari  shall  never  want  a  sorrow. 
Jul,  Forget  her,  sir;   your  honour  now 

commands  you ; 
You  are  another*s,  keep  those  griefs  for  her; 
iSiie  richly  can  reward  'em.     I'd  have  spoken 

with  you. 
Vir.  What  is  your  will?  for  nothing  you 

can  ask,  [i^^^ 

So  full  of  goodness  are  your  words  and  mean-' 
Mtist  be  denied  :  Speak  boldly. 

Jul,  I  thank  you,  sir.     I  come  not 
To  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  bc  bcliev'd ; 
That  I  desire :  For  1  shall  tell  a  story, 
6o  far  from  seeming  truth,  yet  a  most  true 

one; 
So  horrible  in  nature,  and  so  horrid^; 
So  beyond  wickedness,  that,  when  you  hear  it. 
It  must  appear  the  practice  of  another. 
The  cast  and  malice  of  some  one  you've 

wrong*d  much ; 
And  me  you  may  imagine,  me  accuse  too. 
Unless  you  call  to  mind  my  daily  sufferings. 
The  infmite  obedience  I  have  borne  you. 
That  hates  all  name  and  nature  of  revenge, 
•  My  love,  that  notiiing  but  my  death  cau- sever, 
Rather  than  hers  I  speak  of. 

Vir.  Juliana, 
To  make  a  doubt  of  what  vou  shall  deliver. 
After  my  full  experience  of  your  virtues. 
Were  to  distrust  a  Providence;  to  think  you 

can  lie, 
Or,  being  wrong'd,  seek  after  foul  repairings, 
To  forge  a  creed  against  my  faith. 

Jul,  I  must  do  so,  for  it  concerns  your 

life,  sir;  [prosper! 

And  if  that  word  may  stir  you,  hear,  and 
I  should  bc  dumb  else,  were  not  you  at  stake 

here. 
Vir.  What  new  friend  have  I  founds,  that 

dares  deliver 
This  loaden  trunk  from  his  ulBictions  ? 
Wliat  pitying  hand,  of  all  that  feels  my  mi- 
I^rings  such  a  benefit?  [series, 

Jul,  Be  wise  and  manly ; 
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Thou  only  sign  of  man,  liow  I  contemn  thee ! 
1  liou  woven  worthy  in  a  piece  oF  arras, 
Fit  only  to  enjoy  a  wall !  thou  hea^t 
Beaten  to  use  !   Have  I  preserved  a  beauty, 
A  youth,  a  love,  to  have  my  wis^ies  blasted  ? 
]VIy  dotings,  and  the  joys  I  came  to  offer, 
IVIubt  they  be  lust, and  slighted  by  adormoiise? 

Jul.  Use  more  respect,  and,  woman, 'twill 
become  you ; 
At  least,  less  tongue. 

Alart,  ril  use  all  violence; 
Let  him  look  for  it ! 

Jul,  Dare  you  stain  those  beauties. 
Those  heavenly  stamps,  that  raise  men  up  to 
wonder,  [«lie 

With  harsh  and  crooked  motions?    Are  you 
That  over-did  all  ages  with  yonr  honour, 
And  in  a  little  hour  dare  lose  this  triumph? 
Is  not  this  man  your  husband  ? 

Mart.  ile*s  my  halter!  [thus. 

Which  (having  sued  my  pardon)  I  fling  off 
And  wit!i  him  all  I  brought  him, but  my  anger; 
Which  I  will  nourish,  to  the  desolation 
Not  only  of  his  folly,  but  his  friends, 
And  his  whole  name! 

Vir.  'Tis  well !  I  have  deserv'd  it; 
And,  if  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  rail  too. 

Mart,  Nature  ne*er  promised  thee  a  thing 
so  noble.  [freely; 

Take  back  your  love,  your  vow ;  I  give  it 
I  poorly  scorn  it;  ^^ilzc  now  where  you  please! 
1  hat,  that  the  dullness  of  thy  soul  neglected. 
Kings  sue  for  now.  And  mark  mo,  Virolet! 
'  Thi)u  image  of  a  man,  observe  my  words  well ! 
At  suuli  a  bloody  rate  I'll  sell  this  beauty. 
This  haiidbomcnedb  thou  scorn'st  and  tling*st 
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Thy  proud  migrateful  life   shall  shake   at ! 

i  uke  your  house ; 
The  petty  things  you  left  me,  give  another; 
And  last,  take  home  your  trinket  ^^ !     Fare 
you  well,  sir !  • 

Ronv.  You  have  spoke  like  yourself;  yonVe 
a  brave  lady  !      [Ere.  Ronv.  and  Mart, 

Jul.  Why  do  you  sn»ile,  sir? 

Vir.  Oh,  my  Jiiliajia,  [me 

The  hnpjiincfcS  this  woman*s  scorn  has  wfv'n 
Makes  nic  a  man  a^^ain;  proclaints  itself. 
In  suth  a  aeueral  joy,  thro*  all  iiiy  miseries, 
I'hat  now  inetliinks 

Jul.  i^>ok  to  yourself,  dear  Mr, 
And  trihe  not  with  danger  that  attends  you; 
Be  joy Fu I,  when  youVe  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hear  her?  [dom; 

Sfie  gave  me  hack  my  vow,  my  love,  my  free- 
I  am  free,  free  as  air !  And  tho*  tomorrow 
Her  bloody  will  meet  with  my  life,  and  sink  it. 
And  in  her  execution  tear  me  piecemeal. 
Yet  have  f  time  once  more  to  meet  my  wishes. 
Once  more  t' embrace  my  best,  my  noblest, 
And  time  that's  warranted.  [truest; 


Jfil,  Good  sir,  forbear  it ! 
•  Tho*  J  confess,  equal  with  your  desires 
My  wishes  rise,  as  covetous  of  your  love. 
And  to  as  warm  alarums  spur  my  will  too: 
Yet  pardon  me;  tlie  seal  o*  th*  church  dividing 

us. 
And  hanging  like  a  thrcatning  flame  between 
We  must  noi  meet;  I  dare  not.  [usy 

Vir.  That  poor  disjointing, 
That  only  strong  necessity  thrust  on  you. 
Not  crime,  nor  studied  cause  of  mine,  lx>w 

sweetlr 
And  nobly  \  will  bind  again  and  cherish ! 
How  ]  will  recompense  one  dear  embrace 

now, 
One  free  affection !   How  I  burn  to  meet  it ! 
Look  now  upon  me. 

Jul,  I  behold  you  willingly. 
And  willingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  credit. 
The  love  you  6rst  had  was  preserv'd  with 

honour,  [purchase 

The  last  shall  not  cry  n^Iwre ;  you  shall  uot 
From  me  a  pleasure, ;  that  have  equally 
Lov*d  your  fair  fame  as  you)  at  such  a  rate 
Your  Honesty  and  Virtue  must  be  bankrupt. 
If  I  had  lov'd  your  lust,  and  not  your  lustre. 
The  glorious  lustre  of  yoiu:  matchless  good- 
ness, [mc> 
I  would  compel  you  now  to  bed'*. — Forgive 
Forgive  me,  sir !  How  fondly  still  I  love  you ! 
Y'et  nobly  too :  Make  the  way  straight  before 

me. 
And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  we^  ^ 
Under  the  axe,  upon  the  rack  again^ 
E'en  in  the  bed  of  all  afflictions, 
Whfre  nothing  sings  our  nuptials  but  dire 

sorrows,  \y^^% 

With  all  my  youth  and  pleasure  1*11  embrace 
Make  tyranny  and  death  stand  still  affrighted^ 
And  at  our  meeting  souls  amaze  our  mia^ 

chiefs :         ' 
Till  when,  high  Heaven  defend  you,  and 

Peace  guide  you ! 
Be  wise  and  manly,  make  your  fate  your  owQ| 
By  being  master  of  a  providence 
That  may  control  it. 

riir.  Stay  a  little  with  me : 
My  thoughts  have  chid  themselves.    May  I 

not  kiss  yoU  ? 
Upon  my  truth  I'm  honest. 

Jul,  I  believe  you;  [cies> 

But  yet  what  that  may  raise  in  both  our  fau-» 

What  issues  such  warm  parents  breed 

Vir,  I  obey  you. 
And  take  my  leave  aA  from  the  saint  that 

keeps  me. 
I  will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
In  thy  unimitable  love. 

Jul.  ril  pray  for  you ; 
And  when  you  fall,  L  have  not  long  to  follow. 

[ELreun/. 


35  Trinket]  here  means  the  divorce  he  had  procured  a  little  above.         Si/mp$on, 
3^  IVouid  compel  yoa  now  to  be !]  Corrected  (for  a  corrxction  we  miwi  call  it,  since  the 
ke/  cuii  be  supposed  nothing  but  an  erratum)  in  1750. 
\'0L.  H.  4  A 
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Enter  Duke,  Matter,  Boatswain,  and  Gun- 
tier,  at  one  door;  Martia  and  Ronvere  at 
another, 

Dttke.  Now  we  have  got  free  credit  with 
the  captain — 

Jl/os/^r.  Soft,  soft!  he's  here  again.  Is  not 
that  lady — 

Or  have  I  lost  mine  eyes  ?  a  salt  rheum  seizes 
But  I  should  know  ihaljfaee.  ['cia; 

Boats.  Make  him  rtot  madder ! 
Let  him  foi^et  tlie  woman ;  steer  a-larboard. 

Master,  lie  will  not  kill  her. 

Boats.  Any  thing  lie  meets; 
He's  like  a  hornet  now,  he  liums,  and  buzzes 
Nothing  but  blood  and  horror. 

Master.  I  would  save  the  lady; 
For  such  another  lady 

Boats.  There's  the  point;  [tie. 

And  you  know  there  want  women  of  her  met? 

Master,  Tistrue;  they  bring  such  children 
now,  such  demi-lances, 
Their  fatlier's  socks  will  make  them  clirist- 
ning  cloaths. 

Gun.  No  more !  they  view  us. 

Duke,  You  shall  pla^  awhile, 
And  sun  yourself  in  this  felicity,  [still. 

You  shall,  yo\i  glorious  whore  I  I  know  you 
But  I  sliall  pick  an  hour  when  most  securely — 
1  say  no  more. 

Jionv.  D'you  see  those?  those  are  they 
Shall  act  your  will. — Come  hitlier,  my  good 
fellows!  [fellows? 

You're  now  the  king's. — Are  they  not  goodly 

Mart.  They've  bone  enough,  if  they  have 
stout  heart  to  it. 

Master.  Still  the  old  wench ! 

Duke.  'Pray,  captain,  let  me  ask  you 
What  noble  lady's  that  ?  'Tis  a  rude  question; 
But  I  desire  to  Know. 

Rohv.  She's  for  the  king,  sir; 
Let  that  suffice  for  answer. 

Duke.  Is  she  so,  sir? 
In  good  time  may  she  curse  it !    Must  I 
Breed  hacknies  for  his  Grace? 

Honv.  What  wouldst  thou  do 
To  merit  such  a  lady's  favour 

Duke.  Any  thing. 

Ronv.  That  can   supply  thy  wants,   atid 
raise  tliy  fortunes?  fdare  execute: 

Duke.  Let  her  command,  and  see  what  I 
I  keep  my  conscience  here.     If  any  man 
Oppose  her  will,  and  she  would  have  him 

humbled, 
Whole  families  between  her  and  her  wishes — 

Master.  We  have  seen  bleeding  throats, 
sir,  cities  sack'd, 
And  infants  stuck  upon  their  pikes  i7 

Boats.  Houses  o'  fire,  and  handsome  mo- 
thers weeping. 


Duke.  Which  wi  have  heap*d  upon  the 
pile  like  sacrifices.  f lions'*. 

Churches  and  altars,  priests,  and  all  devo- 
Tumbled  together  into  one  rude  chaos. 

Gun.  We  know  no  fear,  sir,  but  want  of 
eraploynient.  [preach« 

Duke,  Nor  other  faith  but  what  oor  parses 
I'o  gain  our  ends  we  can  do  any  thing, 
And  turn  our  souls  into  a  thousand  fijg^res ; 
But  when  we  couic  to  do— 

Mart,  I  like  these  fellows.         [this  hour 

Ronv.  Be  ready,  and  wait  here  f^-Within 
I'll  shew  you  to  the  king,  and  he  shall  like  ye: 
And  if  you  can  devise  some  entertainment 
To  fill  his  mirth,  such  as  your  country  uses. 
Present  it,  and  I'll  see  it  grac'd. 
After  this  comic  scene  we  sliall  employ  you; 
For  one  must  die. 

Duke.  What  is  lie,  ^ir?   Speak  boldljr  I 
For  we  dare  boldly  do. 

Ronv.  This  lady's  husband; 
His  name  is  Virolet. 

Duke,  Wc  shall  dispatch  it. 

[Exeunt  Mart,  and  Ronv, 
Oh,  damned,  damned  thing !    A  base  whore 

first. 
And  then  a  murderer !     I'll  look  to  you. 

Boats.  Can  she  be  grown  so  strange? 

Duke.  She  has  an  itch ; 
I'll  scratch  you,  my  dear  daughter,  I'll  so 
claw  you !  [nour'd? 

Ill  curry  your  hot  hide  !     Married  and  ho- 
And  turn  those  holy  blessincs  into  brothels? 
Your  beauty  into  blood  ?    I'll  hunt  your  hot- 
I'll  hunt  you  like  a  train  !  [uess. 

Master.  We  did  all  pity  her. 

Duke.  Hang  her!  she  is  not  worth  roan's 

memory ;  [stories. — 

She's  false  and  base,  and  let  her  fright  all 

V?ell,  tho'thou  be'st  mine  enemy,  I'll  right 

And  right  thee  nobly.  [thee, 

Boats.  'Faith,  sir,  since  she  must  go. 
Let's  spare  as  few  as  may  be. 

Duke.  We'll  take  all, 
And  like  a  torrent  sweep  the  slaves  before  us. 
You  dare  endure  the  worst? 

Master.  You  know  our  hearty  sir; 
And  they  shall  bleed  the  last,  ere  we  start 
from  you.  [that, 

Gun,  We  cAii  but  die ;  and  ere  we  come  to 
We  shall  pick  out  some  few  examples  for  us. 

Duke:  Then  wait  the  first  occasion ;  aud, 
like  Curtius, 
I'll  leap  the  giiiph  before  you,  fearless  leap  it: 
Then  follow  me  like  men !  And  if  our  virtues 
May  buoy  our  country  up, aud  set  her  shining 
In  her  first  btate,  our  fair  revenges  taken, 
VVc  have  our  noble  ends,  or  else  our  ashes. 

[Exeunt, 


37  And  infants  stuck  upon  their  pikes.]  If  I  may  be  allowed  liberty,  1  would  propose  read- 
ing either , 

' upon  these,  or  the,  or  our,  pikes.'        Sympson. 

'    ^  Priests  and  ail  devotions.]  Devotions  here  means  the  same  as  devoted  or  holy  things. 

I^ympson, 


Act  y] 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGB. 


Hr 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Atcanio  and  Martia  above. 

Mart.   AS  you  are  noble,  keep  me  from 

■^*'  discoV^ery, 
And  lee  me  only  run  a  stranger's  fortune ! 
For  when  the  king  shall  (ind  i  am  his  daughter 
He  ever  holds  most  ominous,  and  hates  roost, 
VVith  whiil  eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain 
But  with  his  fears  and  cruelties  f  [me, 

J$c,  I  have  found  you ;  [best : 

Suspect  not !  I  am  liound  to  what  you  like 
What  you  intend,  I  dare  not  be  so  curious 
To  question  now ;  and  what  you  are  lies  hid 
here. 

Enter  Ferrand  and  Ronvere  ahove. 

The  king  comes.  Make  your  fortune ;  I  shall 
joy  in't. 
Ronv,  All  things  are  ready,  sir,  to  make 
you  merry ; 
And  such  a  king !  you  shall  behold  him  now. 
Fer.  I  long  for't,  for  Tve  need  of  mirth. 
jRm<v.  The  lady,  sir !  [beauty, 

Fer.  Now,  as  1  am  a  kin^,  a  sprightly 
A  goodly  sweet  aspect !  My  thanks,  Ronvere, 
My  best  thanks ! — On  your  lips  I  seal  your 

wishes ; 
Be  what  you  can  imagine,  mine,  and  happy. 
And  now,  sit  down  and  smile.  Come,  my  As- 
And  let  tliis  monarch  enter.  [canio, 

Enter  Duke,  Matter^  Boatttoain,  Gunner, 
and  Saihrs. 

Ronv.  These  are  the  Switzers, 
I  told  your  Grace  of.  -  ^ 

Fer    Goodly  promising  fellows, 
With  faces  to  keep  fools  in  awe  !  I  like  'era. 
Go  i^uard  the  presence  well,  and  do  yourdu- 
Tomorrow  I  shall  take  a  further  view,  [ties ; 

Duke.  You  shall,  sir,  [mounted ; 

Or  I  shall  lose  my  will.    How  the  whore's 
How  site  sits  thron*d !  Thou  blazing  muddy 
uictcor,  [flashes. 

That  friglit'st  the  under  world  with  lustful 
How  I  shall  dash  thy  Haines !  Away ;  no  word 


more! 


[Exeunt  Duke  and  has  company. 
Fiourish  cornets. 


Enter  Villioy  Castruceioy  Doctor,  and  a 

Guard, 
Fer.  Now,  here  he  comes  in  glory.     Be 
merry,  masters ! 
A  banquet  too  ?  [Meat  brought  in. 

Ronv.  (Jh,  he  must  sit  in  state,  sir  ! 
Asc.  How  rarely  he  is  usher'd !  Can  he 
think  now 
He  is  a  kini;  indeed  ? 

Ronv.  Mark  but  his  countenance. 


Cast.  Let  me  have  pleasures  infinite,  Imd 
to  the  height ; 
And  women  in  abundance,  many  women  ! 

Enter  Ladies, 

I  will  disport  my  Grace ;  stand  there,  and 
long  for  me !  [feast 

What  have  ye  brought  me  here  ?  Is  this  a 
Fit  for  a  prince  ?  a  mighty  prince  ?  Arc  these 
These  preparations,  ha  ?  [things. 

Doctor.  May't  please  your  Grace 

Cast.  It  does  not  please  my  Grace !  Where 
are  the  marchpanes, 
The  custards  double-roval,  and  the  sublilties  ? 
Why,  what  weak  things  are  you  to  scn'c  a 

prince  thus? 
Where  be  die  delicnteso*  th'  earth  and  air? 
The  hidden  secrets  of  the  sea  ?  Am  I  a  plow- 
man. 
You  pop  me  up  with  porridge?  Hang  the  cooks! 

Fer.  Oh,   most  kingly!  what  a  majestic 

Cast,  Give  me  some  wine.  [anger ! 

Asc.  He  cools  again  now. 

Cast.  Fool,  [pomp! 

Where  are  my  players?  Let  me  have  all  m 
Let  'em  play  some  love-matter,  to  make 
Tiie  ladie*i  itch !  I'll  be  with  you  anon,  ladies ! 
You  bl:|  'k  eyes,  I'll  be  with  you  ! — Give  me 

some  wine,  I  say; 
And  let  me  have  a  masque  of  cuckolds  enter. 
Of  mine  own  cuckolds ;  and  let  them  come  in, 
Peepi  iij;  and  rej  oici  ng,  j  ust  as  I  kiss  their  wives. 
And  somewhat  glorying.    Some  wine,  I  say  I 
I'hen,  for  an  excellent  night-piece,  to  shew 
My  glory  to  my  loves  and  minions, 
I  will  have  some  great  castle  burnt. 

Villio.  Hark  yon,  brolhbr ! 
If  that  be  to  please  thcse^adies,  ten  to  one 
The  fire  first  takes  up*>n  your  own;  look  to 
Then  you  muy  shew  a  niuht-piece.        [that ! 

Cast.  Where's  this  wine?  [tur'd? 

Wh\',  shall  I  choak?  D'ye  long  all  to  be  tor- 

Doctor.  Here,  sir.  [Doctor! 

Cast,  [tasfes.]  Why,  what  is  this?    Why, 

Doctor.  VVinc  and  water,  sir. 
Tis  sovercii;n  for  yo'ir  heat;  you  must  en- 
dure it.  [piece,  sir. 

Vitlio    Most  excellent  to  cool  your  night- 

Doclor.  You're  of  a  high  and  choleric  com- 
And  you  must  l^ive  alhiys.  [plexion**. 

Cast.  Shall  I  have  no'shcer  wine  then? 

Doctor.  Not  for  a  world:  I   tender  your 
dear  life,  sir; 
And  he's  no  faithful  subject— 

Villio.  No.  by  no  means:  [quarter, 

Of  this  you  may  drink,   and  ne'er  hang,  nor 
Nor  never  whip  the  fool ;  this  liquor's  merci- 
ful. 


»  Yo^xre  of  a  high,  &cj  The  humour  of  this  scene  is  borrowed  from  one  of  the  like  kind 
in  Don  Quixotte.  K, 
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Cast,  ni  sit  down  and  eat  then;  Kings, 
when  tht yVe  liuugry, 
May  eat,  I  hope  ? 

Juoctor.  Yes,  but  they  eat  discreetly. 
Cast.  Come,  taste  this  dish,  and  cut  me 
I  like  sauce  well.  [liberally ; 

Doctor    Fy,  it  is  too  hot,  sir; 
Too  deeply  sea&on'd  wuh  tlie  spice;  away 

witirt! 
You  must  acquaint  your  stomach  with  those 
Are  temperately  nourishing.  [diets 

Cast.  But  'p'^y  **^**y»  Doctor, 
And  let  me  have  ray  meat  again. 

Doctor,  By  no  means : 
I  have  a  charge  concerns  my  life. 

Cast.  No  meat  neither? 
Do  kmgs  never  eat.  Doctor  f 

Doctor,  Very  little,  sir,  ^ 

And  that  too  very  choice. 

ViUio.  Your  Lmg  ne'er  sleeps,  hrotlier; 
Jle  must  not  sleep,  his  cares  still  keep  him 
waking :  [mouse ; 

Now  he  that  eats  and  drinks  much  is  a  dor- 
Tbe  third  part  of  a  wafer's  a  week's  diet. 
Cast,  Appoint  me  something  then. 
Doctor.  Ihere! 

Cast.  This  I  feel  good,  [Take  a^ni/. 

But  it  mdts  too  suddenly  ;  yet — how !  that 
gone  too? 

Ye  are  not  mad !  I  charge  you 

Doctor.  For  your  health,  sir; 
A  little  quickens  nature,  much  depresses. 
Cast,  Eat  nothing,  for  my  health  ?  that's  a 
new  diet.  [savour! 

Let  me  have  something !  something  has  some 
Why,  thou  uncourteous  Doctor,  shall  I  hang 
thee? 
Doctor.  Tis  better,  sir,  than  I  should  let 
My  death  were  nothing.  [you  surt'eit: 

ViUU).  To  lose  a  king  were  terrible 
Cast.  Nay,  then  I'll  carve  myself;  I'll  stay 
no  ceremonies.  [rishing, 

This  is  a  partridge-pie ;   I'm  sure  that's  nou- 
Or  Oalcn  is  an  ass.     'Tin  rarely  season'd  ! 
}la,  Doctor,  have  I  hit  right  ?  a  mark,  a  mark 
there ! 
Villio.  What  ails  thy  Grace?  [Take away. 
Cast.  Retrieve  those  partridges ; 
Or,  as  I  am  a  king— — 

Doctor.  'Pray,  sir,  he  patient; 
They're  flown  too  far.  [y^^> 

ViUio^  These  are  breath *d  pies,  an't  please 

And  your  hawks  are  such  buz/.ard3 

Cast.  A  king,  and  have  nothing, 
Nor  can  have  nothing? 


yUlih.  What  thhik  yoa  of  a  pudding? 
A  pudding  royal? 

Cast.  To  he  royally  starv'd. 
Whip  me  this  UmA  to  dfeath !  he  is  a  blockhead* 

Vitlio.  Let  'cm  think  they  whip  me,  as  we 
think  you  a  king; 
Twill  be  enough. 

Cast.  As  for  you,  dainty  Doctor 

[  The  table  tuken  ateeif  <•. 
All  gone,  all  snatch'd  away,  and  J  nosatisiied. 
Without  my  wits-t',  being  a  kiug  and  hungry? 
Suffer    but   this  thy   treason?    1  tell   tlu^e. 

Doctor, 
I  tell  it  thee  in  earnest,  and  in  anger, 
I  am  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  ui 
hungry  4 ».  (sir. 

VilUo,  A  hunsrv  Grace  is  fittest  to  no  meal, 

DiKtor.  Some  two  hours  hence  you  shall 
S(.e  more :     But  still,  sir. 
Yon  must  retain  a  strict  and  excellent  diet. 

Villio.  It  sharpens  you,  and  makes  your 
wit  so  poignant, 
Your  very  words  will  kill. 

Doctor.  A  bit  of  marmalade. 
No  bigger  thnn  a  pea— 

Vi/lio.  And  that  well  butter'd,  fritcd» 

The  air  thrice  purified,  and  three  times  spi- 
Becomes  a  king:  Your  rare  conserve  of  no- 
Breeds  no  offence.  [thing 

Coft.  Am  J  turn'd  kins:Camelioo, 
And  keep  my  court i*  th'  air? 

Fer.  They  vet  him  cruelly. 

Jsc.  In  two  daya  more  they'll  starve  bim. 

Fer.  Now  the  women  ! 
There's  no  fnotk  left  but  them. 

Asc   They'll  prove,  small  Dourishment ; 
Yet  h'  has  anothtr  stomach,  and  a  great  one, 
1  see  by's  eye. 

Cast.  Ill  hare  mine  own  power  here. 
Mine  own  authority ;  i  need  no  tutor. 
Doctor,  this  IS  no  diet. 

Doctor.  It  may  be,  sir. 

ViUio.  By'r  lady,  it  may  turn  to  a  dry  diet  \ 
And  how  thy  Grace  will  ward  that 

Cast.  Stand  off,  Doctor ! 
And  talk  to  those  that  want  faith. 

Fer,  Hot  and  mighty. 

Asc.  He  will  cool  apace,  no  doubt. 

Cast,  Fair,  ]>lump,  and  red,  [dead; 

A  forehead  high,  an  eye  revives  the 

A  lip  like  ripest  fruit,  mviting  still. 
Vil.     But  oh,  the  rushy  well, below  the  hill! 

Take  heed  of  that,  for  tho'  it  never 
fail,  [a  Ule. 

Take  heed,  I  say,  for  thereby  hangs 


4*»  The  table  taken  avay."]  These  words  have  hitherto  been  printed  as  part  of  the  text.  There 
can  be  no  doubt,  we  think,  of  their  being  merely  a  stage-direction. 

4«  Wtthout  vty  wits.j  Th^  Editors  of   1750  suppose  this  passage  corrupt,  and  for  v^its 
would  read  ziUl. 

'    4'  Fin  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  is  hungry.]  A  slight  transposition  will  set  this  place 
right. 

*  My  Grace  is  very  hungry—' 
To  which  answers  Villio,  right  enough, 

\  *  A  hungry  Grace  is  fittest  to  no  meal.'        Syrapson. 
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Cast,  f  11  get  ye  all  with-child ! 
Vil   With  one  child,  brother? 
So  many  men  in  a  blue  coat  ? 

Catt.  Had  I  fed  well, 
And  drunk  good  store  of  wine,  ye  had  been 
blest  all,  [i^reedily ! 

Blest  nil  with  double  btk-ths.     Come,  kiss  me 
And  think  no  more  upon  your  foolish  hus- 
bands; 
ThcyVe  transitory  things;    a  king's  flame 
meets  you  *•* ! 
Doctor ,  \'anishaway!  [Exe.  women 

Cast.  How!  they  s^one  too?  Mv  guard  there ! 
Take  me  this  deril  Doctor,  and  t)iat  fool  there, 
And  sew  *cm  in  a  sack  !  Bring  l»ack  the  wo- 
men, 
The  lovely  women  !  Drown  these  rogues,  or 
han^  *em ! 
Asc,  He  is  in  earnest,  sir. 
Fer.  In  serious  earnest. 
I  must  needs  take  him  oflT. 

Enter  Duke,  Master,  hoatswaiu.  Gunner, 
and  Saiiors, 

Duke.  Now,  now  be  free ! 
Now  liberty!  now,  countrymen,  shake  from 
The  tyrant  s  yoke !  [ye 

•    All.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty  ! 

Guard.  Treason,  treason,  treason ! 

Fer.  We  are  betray'd !  Fly  to  the  town, 

cry  treason,  [canio! 

And  raise  our  faithful  friends !  Oh,  my  As- 

Asc.  Make  haste  1  we  have  way  enough. 

Guard.    Treason,,  treason ! 

[Exeunt  Fer.  Aaca.  and  Guard. 

Duke.  Spare  none !  put  all  to  th*  sword  ! — 
A  vengeance  shaiie  thc»el 
Art  thou  tiirn'd  king;  again? 

Cast.  I  am  a  rascal : 
Spare  me  but  this  time,  if  e*er  I  see  king  more. 
Or  once  believe  in  king 

Duke.  The  ports  are  ouis, 
The  treasure  and  the  port.     Fight  bravely, 

gentlemen ." 
Cry  to  the  town,  cry  Liberty  and  Hononr  I 

[Some  go  off  crying  Liberty  and  Freedom. 
Waken  their  persecuted  souls;  cry  loudly  ! 
We'll  share  the  wealth  among  ye. 

Cast.  Do  you  hear,  captain? 
If  e'er  you  hear  me  name  a  king 

Duke.  You  shall  not. 

Cast.  Or,  tho'  I  live  under  one,  obey  him — 

Gun.  This  rogue  again? 

Duke.  Away  with  him,  good  Gunner. 


Cast.  Why,  look  ye,  sir ;  I'll  put  you  to  no 
I'll  never  eat.  [charge  ; 

Gun.  ril  take  a  course  you  shall  not. 
Come,  no  more  words. 

Cast.  Say  nothing  «  hen  you  kill  me. 

Enter  Boatswain, 

Rrntn.  He's  ta'en  to  tli'  tower's  strength  «*. 

Duke.  Now  stand  sure,  centlemen  ! 
We  have  him  in  a  pen,  ho  caimot  'scape  us; 
The  rest  o*  th'  castle's  ours. 

Wti/iin    Liberty,  Liberty ! 

Duke    Wh«t,  is  tl»e  city  up  ? 

Boats.  They're  up  and  glorious,         ftrnts 
And  rolling  like  a  stonn  they  come;  their 
Rin^  nothing  but  Liberty  and  Freedom. 
The  women  are  in  arms  too. 

Duke.  Let  'em  come  all. 
Honour  and  Liberty! 

All.  Honour  and  liberty  !  [Ereunt. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  This  woman's  tJnvats,  her  eyes,  e'en 
red  with  fury, 
Which,  like  prodigious  meteors,  foretc^d 
Assur'd  dcbtruction,  are  still  before  me. 
I  Besides,  1  know  such  natures  unacquainted 
With  any  mean,  or  in  tiieir  love,  or  hatred; 
And  she  tiiatdar'd  all  dangers  to  possess  him, 
Will  check  at  nothing,  to  revenge  the  loss 
Of  what  she  held  so  dear.     I  first  discover'd 
Her  bloody  purposes,  which  she  madt*  good, 
And  openly  profess'd  'em :  That  in  me 
Was  but  a  cold  ad'ection;  charity 
Commands  so  much  to  all ;  for  V'irolet, 
Methinks,  I  should  forget  my  sex's  weakness. 
Rise  up,  and  dare  beyoud  a  woman's  strength; 
Then  do,  not  counsel.     He  is  too  secure ; 
And,  in  my  judgment,  'twere  a  greater  service 
To  free  hnn  from  a  deadly  euemy. 
Than  to  get  him  a  friend.     1  undertook  too 
To  cross  her  plots ;  oppos'd  my  piety 
Against  her  malice;  and  shall  vntue  suffer? 
No,  Martia;  wert  thou  here  equally  arm'd, 
I  have  a  cause,  bpiteof  thy  masculine  breed- 
ing. 
That  would  assure  the  victory.     My  angel 
Direct  and  help  me  ! 

Enter  Virolet,  like  Ronvere.    - 
Vir.  The  state  in  combustion. 
Part  of  the  citadel  forc'd,  the  treasure  seiz'd 

on; 
The  guards,corrupted, arm  themselves  against 


♦5  A  king*s  fame  meets  you.]  The  reader  is  left  to  interpret  fame  here  in  what  sense  be 
pleases;  but;  1  rather  thhik  that  ^</»ic  is  the  true  reading;  the  mistaking  of  one  for  tiie 
other  vvas  easy,  and  so  probably  gave  occasion  to  this  slight  corruption.         Sympson. 
**  Duke.  He's  ta'en  to  th'  tower's  strength ; 

Now  stand  sure, gentlemen. 

We  have  him  in  a  pen^  he  cannot  scape  vs, 

Tlie  rest  o*  th*  costless  ours;  Liberty,  liberty  ! 

What,  is  the  city  up  f]  This  strange  jumble  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  one 
speech,  and  given  to  the  Duke.  Sympson  recommends  giving  the  first  line  to  the  Boatswain  : 
And  surely  the  words  *  Liberty,  liberty  ! '  in  the  fourth  line,  are  an  e&clamation  within. 
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Their  late  protected  master ;  Ferrand  fled 
too,  [tower, 

And  with  sroall  strength,  into  the  castle*s 
The  only  Aveotine  that  now  is  left  him  ? 
And  yet  the  undertakers,  nay,  per/onners. 
Of  such  a  hrave  and  glorious  enterprize. 
Are  yet  unknown :  They  did  proceed  like  men, 
I  like  a  child  ;  and  had  I  never  trusted 
So  deep  a  practice  unto  shallow  fools, 
Besides  my  soul's  peace  in  my  Juliana, 
The  honour  of  this  action  had  been  mine. 
In  which,  accurs'd,  I  now  can  claim  no- share. 

Jul,  Ronvere?  'tis  he;  a  thing,  next  to 
the  devily 
I  mo5t  detest,  and  like  him  terrible ;      [too, 
Martia*s  right-hand;  the  instrument,  I  fear 
That  is  to  put  her  bloody  will  into  act. 
Have  I  not  will  enough,  and  cause  too  mighty? 
Weak  women's  fear,  fly  from  me  ! 
•    F»r.  Sure  this  habit,  [died, 

This  likeness  to  Ronvere,  which  I  have  stu- 
fiither  admits  me  safe  to'my  design, 
Which  1  too  cowardly  have  halted  after, 
And  suiTer'd  to  be  ravish'd  from  my  glory, 
Or  sinks  me  and  my  miseries  together; 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul.  He  stands  musing; 
Some  mischief  is  now  hatching : 
In  tlie  full  meditation  of  his  wickedness, 
I'll  sink  his  cursed  soul.    Guide  my  hand, 
Heaven,  [tune. 

And  to  my  tender  arm  give  strength  and  for- 
That  I  may  do  a  pious  deed,  all  ages 
Shall  bless  my  name  for,  all  remembrance 

Vir.  It  shall  be  so.  [crown  me ! 

Jul.  It  sliall  not!  Take  that  token, 

[Stabi  him. 
And  bear  it  to  the  lustful  arms  of  Martia ! 
Tell  her,  for  Virolet*s  dear  sake,  I  sent  it. 

Vir.  Oh,  I  am  happy !  let  me  see  Uiee, 
that  I 
May  bless  the  hand  that  gave  me  liberty ! 
Oh,  courteous  hand  !  Nay,  thou  hast  done 

most  nobly. 
And  ileav'n  has  guided  thee;  'twas  their 
great  justice.  [thee ! 

Oh,  blessed  wound,  that  I  could  come  to  kiss 
How  bea'itiful  and  sweet  thou  shew'st ! 

Jut.  Oh ! 

Vir.  Sigh  not,  [balsams 

Nor  weep  not,  dear !  shed  not  those  sovereign 
Into  my  blood,  which  must  recover  me ; 
Then  I  shall  live,  again  to  do  a  mischief 


Against  the  mightiness  of  love  and  virtocL 
Some   base  unhallow'd  hand  shall  rob  thj 
Help  me ;  I  faint.    So'.  [right  of— • 

Jul.  Oh,  unhappy  wendi  \  [virtae. 

How  has  mv  zeal  abus'd  me !  Yoa  that  guard 
Were  ye  asleep?  or  do  ve  laugh  at  innocence. 
You  sufTer'd  this  mistake  ?  Ob,  ray  dear  Vi- 

rolet ! 
An  everlasting  corse  follow  that  form 
I  struck  thee  in  !  his  name  be  ever  blasted ! 
For  his  accursed  shadow  has  betray 'd 
The  sweetness  of  all  youth,  the  oobleBess, 
The  honour,  and  the  valour  ;  withered  for  ewtt 
The  beauty  and  the  bravery  of  all  mankind ! 
Oh,  my  dull  devil's  eyes ! 

Vir.  I  do  forgive  you  ; 
By  this,  and  this,  I  do.    i  kDOw  yoa  wete 
cozen'd ;  [at. 

The  shadow  of  Ronvere,  I  know,  you  aim'd 
And  not  at  me ;  but  'twas  roost  necessary 
I  sliould  be  struck ;  some  band  above  di^ 

rected  you ;  ^ 

For  Juliana  could  not  shew  her  justice. 
Without  depriving  high  \\tp>^  of  bis  glory. 
On  any  subject  fit  for  het^'^  ,   J  Virolet. 
Forgive  me  too,  and  take  my  last  brea^ 
sweet  one !  -[ther. 

This  the  new  marriage  ^  of  onr  souls  toge- 
Think  of  me,  Juliana  ;  but  not  often. 
For  fear  my  faults  should  burthen  your  af- 
Pray  for  me,  for  I  faint.  [fections. 

Jul,  Oh,  stay  a  little, 
A  little,  litde,  sir !       [Offers  to  kiU  herte^. 

Vir.  Fy,  Juliana!  [der'd? 

Jul.  Shall  I  out-live  the  virtue  I  have  mur- 

Vir.  Hold,  or  thou  hat'st  my  peace  I  Give 
me  the  dagger ; 
On  your  obedience,  and  your  love,  deliver  it! 
If  yuu  do  thus,  wc  shall  not  meet  in  Ueav'n, 
sweet ;  [tentions. 

No  guilty  blood  comes  there:  Kill  your  in- 
And  then  you  conquer.  There,  where  I  am 
Would  you  not  meet  me,  dear  ?  [going, 

Jul.  Yes. 

Vir.  And  still  love  me? 

Jul.  And  still  behold  vou. 

Vir,  Live  then,  *till  Heaven  calls  yuu  : 
Then,  ripe  and  full  of  sweetness,  you  rise 

sainted ; 
Then  I,  that  went  before  you  to  prepare. 
Shall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court 

Witli  hymns  of  holy  love*'.  Gods  I  Tgo  out ! 


♦*  Or  ant/  subject.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

^  This  the  new  marriage.]  Sympson  says,  We  should  certainly  read  Vi«  for  this  ;  '  or  the 
*  sentence  will  be  as  mnch  nonsensical  as  elliptical.'  This^  for  this  is,  is  a  common  eUipsiS| 
and  by  no  means  nonsensical. 

47  With  hifmns  of  holy  love 1  go  out :]  The  colon  at  the  end  of  the  line  seems  greatly  to 

injure  the  sense  of  this  passage,  as  the  ■■  to  have  swallowed  up  a  word  which  is  requisite 
to  complete  both  that  and  the  measure:  I  imagine  we  should  fill  up  and  point  thus: 

*  With  hymns  of  holy  love—  *Jore  I  go  out 

*  Gh'e  me  your  band  ;*  SfC. 

The  judicious  reader  will  easily  see  the  reason  of  both.        Stnnpsoiu 

We  rather  imagine  *  the  judicious  reader'  will  see  no  reanion  for  ei^Aer,— The  ideal  deli- 
cacy 


Acts.] 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


561 


Give  nie  your  hand.     Farewell!  in  peace, 

farewell ! 
Uemeniher  ine !  farewell !  [  Dies, 

Jul.  dleep  you  <•,  sweet  glasses ! 
An  everlasting  slumber  crown  those  crystals! 
All  my  delight,  adieu !  farewell,  dear  Virolet, 
Dear,  dear,  most  dear  !  Oh,  I  can  weep  no 

more ; 
My  body  now  is  fire,  and  all-consumine. 
Here  will  I  sic,  forget  the  world  and  all  things. 
And  only  wait  what  Heav'n  shidl  turn  me  to ; 
Fur  now  methinks  I  should  not  live. 

[She  sits  doom. 

Enter  Pandulpho. 

Pand.  Oh,  my  sweet  daughter, 
The  work  is  finished  now  I  promised  thee: 
Here  are  thy  virtues  shew'd,  here  register'd, 
And  here  shall  live  for  ever. 

Jul.  filot  it,  bum  it ! 
J  hnre  no  virtue ;  hateful  I  am  as  hell  is  I 

Fund,  Is  not  this  Virolet? 

JuL  Ask  no  more  questions  ! 
Mistaking  him,  I  kiil'd  him. 

Pand,  Oh,  my  son  ! 
Nature  tarns  to  iny  heart  again.  My  dear  Aon! 
Son  of  my  age  I  wouldstthou  go  out  so  quickly? 
So  poorly  take  thy  leave,  and  never  see  me? 
Was  this  a  kind  stroke,  daughter  ?  Could  you 

love  him. 
Honour  his  father,  and  so  deadly  strike  him  ? 
Oh,  withered    timeless  youth!    are  all  thy 

promises, 
Thy  goodly  growth  of  honours,  come  to  this  ? 
Do  [  halt  stilt  i'th' world,  and  trouble  Nature, 
When  her  main  pieces  founder,  and  fail  daily? 

Enter  Boy,  and  three  Servants. 

Boy.  lie  does  weep  certain.  What  body  s 
that  lies  by  him  r 
How  do  yon,  sir? 

Pand.  Oil,  look  there,  Lncio, 
Thy  master,  tliy  best  master ! 

boy.  Woe  is  nie ! 

They've  kill'd  liim,  slain  him  Uasely  !    Oh, 

my  master! 

Pand.  Well,  daughter,  well!  what  heart 

you  had  to  do  this !  [tune, 

I  know  he  did  you  wrong;  but  'twas  his  for- 

Aud  not  his  fault:  For  my  sake,   that  have 

lov'd  you— 
But  I  see  now  you  scorn  me  too. 


Boj/.  Oh,  mistress  !  [less? 

Can  you  »it  tlifre,  and  his  cold  body  breath- 
Basely  upon  the  earth? 

Pund.  Let  her  alone.  Boy : 
She  glories  in  his  end. 

Boy.  You  siiall  not  sit  here, 
And  suffer  him  you  lov*d— iia !  good  sir, 

come  hither, 
Come  hither  quickly!  heave  her  up!  Oh, 

Heav'u,  sir ! 
Oh,  God,  my  heart !  she's  cold,  cold,  cold, 

and  stiff  too, 
Stiff  as  a  stake ;  s^e*s  dead  ! 

Pand,  She's  gone;  ne'er  bend  her*': 
I  know  her  heart,  she  could  not  want  )iis 

company. 
Blessing  go, with  thy  soul !  sweet  aueels sha- 
dow it !  [piness ! 
Oh,  that  1  were  the  third  now  !  what  a  hap* 
But  I  must  live,  to  see  you  laid  in  tarth  both^ 
Then  build  a  chapel  to  your  memories, 
Wilt  re  ail  my  wealth  shall  fashion  Out  your 

stories ; 
Then  dig  a  little  grave  besides,  and  all  is  done. 
How  sweet  she  looks!   her  eyes  are  open 

smiling ; 
I  thought  sir  had  been  alive.    You  are  my 

charge,  sir; 
And  amongst  you  ril  see  his  goods  distributed. 
Take  up  the  bodies;  mourn   in  heart,  my 

friends; 
You've  lost  two  noble  succours.    Follow  me ; 
And  thou,  sad  country,  weep  this  misery ! 

[Eieunt, 

Enter  Duke^   Boatswain,   Muster,  Gunner^ 
Citizens,  with  Siddiers. 

Duke.  Keep  the  ports  strongly  manu*dy 

and  let  none  enter. 
But  such  as  are  known  patriots. 
All.  Liberty,  Liberty ! 
Duke,  Tis  a  substantial  thing,  and  not  a 

w^rd, 
You  men  of  Naples;  which  if  once  taken 

from  us, 
All  other  blessings  leave  us;  *tis  a  jewel 
Worth  purchasing  at  the  dear  rate  of  life. 
And  so  to  be  defended.     Oh,  remember 
What  you  have  duffer'd,  since  you  parted 

witli  it ; 
And  if  again  you  wish  not  to  be  slaves, 
And  properties  to  Ferrand*s  pride  and  lust. 


cacy  of  the  first  Editors  of  several  of  our  Authors*  plays  induced  tliem  to  place  an  hiatus  for 
many  words  at  which  no  real  delicacy  could  receive  the  least  shock  ;  and>  in  tlie  present  in- 
stance, as  in  multitudes  of  others,  we  have  no  doubt  but  Gods  was  the  original  word  for 
which  an  hiatus  is  here  substituted.  This  reading  appears  much  more  spirited  than  Sympson*s. 

*•  Sleep yuUy  &c.j  This  passion  of  Juliana  calib  for,  and  deserves,  our  higliest  admiration : 
it  is  drawn  with  so  masterly  an  hand,  that  a  person  must  be  entlued  wiih  a  very  sjiiiall  share 
of  taste  not  to  be  touched  at  the  reading  of  it:  Our  Poets*  stile,  in  the  pathetic,  appears 
sufficiently  plain  through  the  body  of  their  plays,  but  here  it  flames  out^  and  perba^M  has 
not  its  superior  in  any  part  of  their  master  Shakespear*s  compositions.         Sympson. 

^  Ncer  bend  her.]  This  expression  is  explained  by  our  Authors  in  The  Nlaid's  Tragedy : 

*  Tve  heard,  if  there  beany  life,  but  bow 

*  The  body  thus,  and  it  will  shew  itseliV 
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Take  nohic  courage,  and  make  perfect  what 
lb  tiappily  begun. 

1  Cit.  Our  great  preserver!        [)>oodage. 
You  haTc  eiifranchis'd    us  from  wretched 

U  CU.  An*t  might  be  known,  to  whom  we 
owe  our  freedom, 
We  to  the  death  would  follow  him. 

a  Cit,  Make  him  king, 
The  tyrant  once  renioyVl. 

Duke.  That's  not  my  end : 
'Twas  not  ambition  tlwt  broaeht  me  hither, 
With  these  my  faithful  friends,  nor  hope  of 

spoil. 
For  wnen  we  did  possess  the  tymnt*s  treasure, 
By  force  extorted  from  you,  aud  employed 
1'oload  y  jU  with  most  miserable  thraldom. 
We  did  not  make  it  ours;  but  w  ith  it  purchas'd 
Tiie  help  of  these,  to  i;et  you  liberty. 
That  for  the  same  price  kept  you  in  subjec- 
tion. 
Nor  are  we  Switzcrs,  worthy  countrymen, 
But  Neapolitans.    Now  eye  me  well ; 
And  tlio*  the  reverend  emblems  of  mine  age 
(My  silver  locks)  are  shorn,  my  beard  cut 

off«». 
Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  colour;  [face, 
11)0*  fourteen  years  you  hnve  nut  seen  this 
You  may  remember  it,  and  call  to  mind 
There  was  a  Duke  of  Sesse,  a  much-wrong*d 

prince, 
Wrong'd  by  this  tyrant  Fcrrand. 

1  Cit.  Now  I  know  him. 

it  Cit.  *Tis  he.  I/>ng  live  the  Duke  of  Sesse ! 

Duke,  1  thank  you. 
The  injuries  1  receiv'd,  I  must  confess, 
Made  me  fofget  the  love  I  ow'd  thisjcountry, 
Tor  which.  1  nope,  IVe  given  satisfaction. 
In  being  the  first  that  btirr*d  to  give  it  free- 
dom ; 
And,  with  your  loves  and  furtherance,  will 
call  back  [pie. 

Long-bnnish*d  Peace,  and  Plenty,  to  this  peo- 

2  Cit,  Lead  where  you  please,  we'll  follow. 
1.  Cit,  Dare  all  dangers 

Enter  Pandulphoy  the  bodies  of  Virolet  and 
Juiuinu  upon  a  fiearte, 

Duke.  What  solinin  fuiicrars  this? 

Pond.  There  rest  a  ^hile, 
And  ift  he  possihlt*  ihero  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  swift  desire  of  just  revenge, 
lleaf  (if  my  tears  will  give  way  to  my  words) 
In  brief  a  most  sad  story. 


Dtike,  Speak,  what  a^  they? 
I  know  thee  well,  Pandulpho. 

Pand,  My  best  lord  !  [come  f 

As  far  as  sorrow  will  give  leare^  most  wel- 
This  Virolet  was,  and  but  a  ion  of  mine, 
I  might  say,  the  most' hopeful  of  oar  geatnr; 
And,  tho*  unfortanate,  never  ignoble: 
But  111  speak  him  no  further.  Look  on  this. 
This  face,  that  in  a  savage  would  move  pity, 
The  wonder  of  her  sex  !  and  having  said 
Tis  Juliana,  Eloquence  will  want  words 
To  set  out  her  deservings.  This  bles»*d  lady. 
That  did  endure  the  rack  to  save  her  husband. 
That  husband,  who,  in  being  forc*d  to  leave 
her,  [tice 

Endured  a  thousand  tortures;  by  what  prac- 
I  know  not,  (but  'twas  sure  a  cunning  one) 
Are  made,  the  last  I  hope,  but  sad  examples 
Of  Ferraud's  tyranny.    Convey  the  bodies 
hence ! 

Duke,  Express  your  sorrow 
In  your  revengtr,  not  tears,  my  worthy  sol- 
diers! 
That   fertile  earth,  that  teemM  so    many 

children 
To  feed  his  cruelty,  in  her  wounded  womb 
Can  hardly  now  receive  *em. 

HiHiti.  We  are  cold ; 
Cold  walls  sha'n*t  keep  him  from  us ! 

Gun.  Were  he  cover'd 
With  mountains,  and  room  only  for  a  bullet 
To  be  sent  level  at  him,  I  would  speed  him. 

Master.  Let's  scale  this  petty  tower !    At 
sea  weVe  falcons. 
And  fly  unto  the  main-top  in  a  moment: 
What  then  can  stop  us  here? 

1  Cit.  We*il  tear  him  piece-meal ! 

2  Cit.  ( h  eat  a  passage  to  him  ! 
Duke.  Let  Discretion 

Direct  your  anger  ;  That's  a  victory. 
Which  is  got  with  least  loss;  let  us  make  ours 
such !  [here. 

And  therefore,  friends,  while  we  hold  park-y 
Raise  yourscalado  on  the  other  side; 
But,  cnter'd,  wreak  your  suffVinns. 

[Exeunt  Saiiors  and  Sttldicrs. 

1  Cit,  In  our  wrongs 
There  was  no  mean 

2  Cit.  Nor  in  our  full  revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Duke.  Be  appeas'd,  good  man !   [To  Pan d. 
No  sorrow  can  redeem  them  from  Dcatli's 
pi  ison ; 


so 


my  beard  cut  off, 


PartukiVg  if(t  of  un  adulterate  coloftr.^  This  is  a  iilaring'contradiction  indeed  ;  for,  if  his 
beard  wa'jciit  ttff.  tne  colour  of  it  could  not  possii>ly  hv  utltiiieiatA,':  If  wc  do  but  remember 
what  we  arc  told  of  tlus  Duke's  having  his  beard  run  into  a  peak  iff' twenty,  we  may  read  the 
passage  thus,  with  Mr.  Seward, 

* my  I- card  rut  sharps 

Or,  as  1  think  nearer  the  traces  «)f  the  lei  tors,  thu*j, 

* my  beard  cut  half* 

'I'is  well  known  that  dyeing  of  beards  was  a  frequent  custom  in  our  Poets'  time.      Symps(m*' 
Tlie  Diikt'k  tneaiuiig  '^^iiiore  familiarly  than  acvuratrly  expressed)  is,  *  Ihouuh  my  beard  if 
diiiiiiu&lmJj  and  in  colour  adultcmicd,  to  hide  ni\  u^e,  yet  you  may  remember/ &c. 
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What  his  inevitable  hand  hath  seiz'd  on, 
11je  world  cannot  roc#\er.     AlJ  the  comfort 
'I'hut  I  can  give  to  yon,  is  to  see  vengeance 
Poui'd  ilreadfully  npon  the  author's  head, 
Of*  which  their  a'^hes  nmy  be  sensible, 
Timt  have  tairn  by  him.        [Sourtd  a  parley. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Martioy  Ascanio,  and  Ron- 

rrrc  obin^e, 

Piiud,  They  ap^tar.  [traitors 

Fn\  '  ris  nut  iliat  we  esterra  rebellious 
Worthy  an  ruiswer  to  their  proudest  summons, 
That  we  v«»uch:ja[e  our  presence,  or  t*  ex*- 

clmnue 
One  svllable  with  *cm  ;  but  to  let  such  know, 
Ti»o'  circled  round  with  treasrin,  alt  points 

bent 
As  to  their  center  at  my  heart,  'tis  frcCy 
IVeL  from  fear,  viihuns;  and  in  this  weak 

tower 
Ferran:!  commands  as  absolute  as  when 
lie  trod  upon  your  uecUs,  and  as  much  scorns 
ynu.  [thro* 

And  wlien  the  sun  of  majesty  shall  break 
The  clouds  of  your  rebellion,  every  l>eiun, 
Instead  of  corafortitble  heat,  shah  send 
(Consuming  plagues  Hmon^;yo!i,  and  you  call 
That  government  H  hich  you  lerm'd  tyrawwuSf 
Hereafter,  gentle., 

Duke.  Flatter  not  thyself 
With  these  (k*ludin^  hopes,  thou  cruel  beast! 
Thou  art  i'  tb'  tuil,  and  tUe  glad  huntsman 

prouder. 
By  wlioin  thou'rt  taken,  of  his  prey,  than  if 
(Like  thee)   he  should  command,  and  spoil 
his  forebt. 

Fer    What  art  thou? 

Duke.  To  thy  horror,  Duke  of  Sesse, 

Fer.    The  dtvii ! 

Duke.  llcservM  for  thy  damnation. 

Fir.  Why  sinikes  my  love? 

Mart.  Oh,  I  am  lost  for  ever!  [hand 

Mountains  divide  me  from  Kim!  some  kind 
Prfvent  our  fearml  meeting!  or  lead  me 
To  tlic  bleep  rock,  whose  rugged  brows  are 

bfMit 
Upon  the  swelling  main ;  there  let  me  hide  me : 
And  as  our  bodies  then  sliall  be  divided, 
May  our  ^ouls  never  meet ! 

Fer.  Whence  grows  tins,  sweetest? 

Mart.  There  are  a  thousand  furies  in  his 
looks ; 
And  in  his  deadiv  silence  more  loud  horror. 
Than  when  in  htiltlie  tortured  and  tormentors 
CcjJitendwhiise shrieks  are  greater.  Wretched 
It  is  my  father.  [me  I 

Duke.  Yes,  and  I  will  own  her,  sir, 
Till  my  reveii«:c.  Itismy  daughter,  Fcrrand, 
Mv  dauurhter  thou  habt  whor'd, 

Fer.  I  truinph  in't !  [pleasure 

To  know  she's  thine,  affords  me  more  true 

Than  the  act  gave  me,  when  e*en  at  the  height, 

yi  crack'd 'Ikt  virgin  zone.     Her  shame  dwell 

on  thee, 
And  ail  thy  family !  May  they  never  know 

VuL,  IL  4 


A  female  issue,  but  a  whore!  Ascanio, 
Ronvere,  look  chearfully;  be  thou  a  man  too. 
And  learn  of  me  to  die !  That  we  might  fall. 
And  in  our  ruins  swallow  up  this  kingdom. 
Nay,  the  whole  world,  and  make  a  :»econd 

chaos ! 
And  if  from  thence  a  new  begiiming  rise. 
Be  it  recorded  this  did  end  with  us, 
And  from  our  dust  hnth  embriua ! 

liimv.  I  liv*d  with  you,  [me 

And  will  die  with  you;  your  example  makes 
Equally  bold. 

Aic.  And  I  res«>lv*d  to  bear 
Whate'er  my  fate  appoints  me. 

Dulie.  They  arc  ours: 
Now  to  the  spoil ! 

Boats.  Pity  the  lady;  to  all  else  be  deaf. 

[Kixunt, 

IVithin.  Kill,  kill,  kill  I 

[Alarum yJiourUh  truwpetSf  retreat^ 

Enter  Duke,  with  FerrancTs  head;  the  Citi- 
zens ^  Master,  Boatswain,  Gunner,  Soldiers 
bringing  in  Ascunio  and  Martia, 

Duke.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel 
ends; 
And  the  best  sacrifice  to  Ileav'n  for  peace 
Is  tyrant's  blood,  and  tliose  that  stuck  fast 

to  him, 
FleshM  instruments  in  his  commands  to  mls- 
Wit.h  him  dispalch'd.  [chief, 

Bi)ats.  They're  all  cut  off. 

Duke,  'lis  well. 

All.  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  Sesse  ! 

Duke.  Pay  that  to  Heaven, 
And  for  a  general  joy  give  general  thanks : 
For  blessings  ne'er  descend  from  Heaven,  but 

when 
A  grateful  sacrifice  ascends  from  men. 
To  your   devotion  !  leave    me :     There's  a 

scene 
Which  I  would  act  alone.  Yr  tyou  may  stay; 
For  wariting  just  spectators,  'twill  be  nothing. 
Tfie  rest  forbear  me ! 

Cit.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty  ! 

Mart.  I  would  I  were  as  far  beneath  the 
center, 
As  now  I  stand  al>ove  it.     How  I  tremble ! 
Thrice  happy  they  that  clicd!   I  dyinnlive 
To  stand  the  whirlwind  of  a  father's  fury. 
Now  it  moves  towVd  me. 

Duke.  Thou — I  want  a  name 
By  which  to  stile  thee  ;  All  articulate  ^^ounds 
That  do  express  the  mischief  of  vile  woman. 
That  are,  or  have  been,  or  shall  be,  are  weak 
To  speak  thee  to  the  height.  Witch!  I'arricide! 
For  thou,  in  tak?n;^  leave  of  modesty, 
Hast  kiU'd'thy  father,  and  his  honour  lost; 
He's  but  a  walking;  shadow  to  torment  thee* 
To  leave  and  rob  thy  father,  then  set  free 
His  foes,  whose  slavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  treasure,  was  a  stnnig  defeazance, 
To  cut  off  e'en  tli^  surest  bunds  of  mercy ; 
After  all  this,  (having:  given  up  thyself, 
Like  to  aseubual  beast,  a  ^lave  to  lust; 
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To  play  the  whore,  and  then  (high  Hcar*D,  it 

racks  me !) 
To  find  out  none  to  quench  tliy  appetite 
But  the  most  cruel  kmg,  whom  next  to  hell 
Thy  father  hated,  and  whose  black  embraces 
Thou  shouidst  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips 

of  furies  ! 
What  canst  thou  look  for? 

Enter  Pandtilpho,  and  ifie  bodies  home  on  the 

hearse. 

Mart.  Death !  and  'tis  not  in  you 
To  hurt  me  further.     My  old  resolution, 
Take  now  the  place  of  fear !  In  this  I  liv'd. 
In  this  ni  die,  your  daughter. 

Pand.  Look  but  here! 
You  had,  I  know,  a  guilty  hand  in  this; 
Repent  it,  lady. 

Mart.  Juliana  dead  ? 
And  Virolet? 

Pand.  By  her  unwilling  hand. 

Mart,  Fates,  you  are  equal ! — What  can 
now  fall  on  me, 
Tliat  I  will  shrink  at  ?  Now  unmov'd  I  dare 
Ix)ok  on  your  anger,  and  not  bend  a  knee 
To  ask  your  pardon :  Let  your  rage  run  higher 
llian  billows  raised  up  by  a  violent  tempest. 
And  be,  as  that  is,  deaf  to  i\tl  entreaties] 
They're  dead,  a6d  I  prepar*d;  for  in  their  fall 
All  my  desires  are  sum^d  up. 

Duke.  Impudent  too? 
Die  in  it,  wretch  ! 

Boats,  Stay,  sir !        [Boatsn^ain  kills  her. 


Duke,  How  darV  thou,  villain,  [tice  ? 
Snatch  from  my  sword  the  honour  of  my  jus- 
Boo/*.  I  never  did  you  better  service,  »ir ; 
Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.  I  confess 
That  she  deserv'd  to  die ;  but  by  whose  hand^ 
Not  by  a  father's.  Double  all  her  guilt. 
It  could  not  make  you  innocent,  had  you 

done  it: 
In  me  'tis  murder,  in  you  'twere  a  crime 
Heaven  could  not  pardon.  Witness  that  I  love 
And  in  that  love  I  did  it.  [you  5 

Duke.  Thou  art  noble; 
I  thank  thee  for't.    The  thought  of  her  di» 
with  her  I 
Asc.  My  turn  is  next;  since  she  could  find 
What  am  I  to  expect  ?  [no  mercy, 

Cit.  With  one  voice,  sir. 
The  citizens  salute  you  with  the  stile 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Duke.  I  must  be  excus'd; 
The  burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  shoulder; 
Bestow  it  where  'tis  due.  Stand  forth,  Ascft* 

nio! 
It  does  belong  to  you ;  live  long  and  wear  it : 
And,  warn'd  by  the  example  of  your  uocle. 
Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  men,  not  beasts; 
And  that  it  is  a  most  improvident  bead, 
1  hat  strives  to  hurt  the  limbs  that  do  sup* 

port  it ! 
Give  burial  to  the  dead.  For  me,  and  mine. 
We  will  again  to  sea,  and  never  know 
The  place.which  in  my  birth  first  gave  roe  woe. 
[Flourish  trumpets.  Exeunt  omnu^ 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL: 

A  COMEDY. 


The  Commendntory  Verses  by  Gftrdiner  and  Hills  nscribc  this  Comedy  to  Fletcher  alone.  Il 
was  first  primed  in  the  folio  of  1647h  Langbainc  says,  it  was  revived  by  the  Company  tit 
the  Dukc*s  Theatre  after  the  Restoration ;  but  we  do  not  know  of  any  reprcscntiition  cif 
it  since  that  period,  or  that  there  ever  was  any  alteration  of  it. 


PERSONS    REPRESENT^Sa 


PaiLrppO,  King  of  Spain. 

Otrante,   a  Spanish  Count,  in  love  mtk 

Flortmel. 
Julio,  u  "NobUmanf  Uncle  to  Antonio. 
Bellides,  Father  to  Ismeniay  Enemy  to  Julio, 
LisAUKO,  Brother  to  Ismenia,  BcUides*  Son. 
Teiuo,  Kinsman  to  Lisauro,  and  Friend  to 

Bellides.  [Bellides. 

Antonio,  in  lore  with  TsmeniOf  an  Enemy  to 
MaRTINO,  Friend  to  Antonio,  and  his  secret 
Gerasto,  iViend  to  Otrante,  [Rival. 

S';^'^^^"^'?  three  Gentlemen,  Friends  to 
PaiLippo    S        -^^'^'^v 


Vertigo,  a  French  Tailor. 

Fran  10,  a  Miller,  supposed  Fat  heir  to  Fbri- 
mel. 

BuSTOPiiA,  Franio's  Son,  a  Clovm. 

Pedro,  a  Songster. 

lA)rd$  attending  the  King  in  progress. 
Constable,  Officers,  and  Strvanti. 

IsMENiA,  Daughter  to  Bellides,  Mistress  qf 

Antonio. 
Aminta,  Cousin  to  Ismenia,  and  her  private 

Com  petit  rix  in  Antonio* s  Lore, 
FlorimEL,  Daughter  to  Julio,  stolen  from 

him  a  Child. 
Gillian,  Franio's  Wife. 
Country  MaidSk 


SCENE,  Spain. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lisauro,  Terzo,  Ismenia,  and  Aminta. 

Lisauro.  T  ET  the  couch  go  round !  we'll 

-*-^  walk  aloujj  ihuse  meadows, 
And  meet  at  port  ajiain.  Comt-,  my  fair  sister, 
I'hesc  cool  shades  will  dcli<^ht  you. 

Amin    'Pray  be  merry : 
The  bird)  sing  as  ihcy  meant  to  enterUiin  you; 
Ev*ry  thin^;  smiles  abroad ;  methiuks  the  nver. 
As  he  steals  by,  curls  up  his  head,  to  view  you : 
JKv'ry  tiling  is  in  love. 

Ism.  You'd  have  it  so. 
You,  that  are  fair,  are  easy  of  belief,  cousin  ; 
The  theme  slides  from  your  tongue 

Amin;  I  fair?  I  thank  you  !  [me. 

Mine  is  but  shadow  wtien  your  snn  shines  by 

Ism.  No   more   of  this;  you   know  your 
worth,  Aminta. 
Where  are  wo  now  ? 


Amin.  Hard  by  the  town,  Ismenia 

Terzo.  Close  by  the  gates. 

Ism.  Tis  a  fine  air. 

Lis.  A  delicate ; 
The  way  so  sweet  and  even,  that  the  coach 
Would  be  a  tumbling  trouble  to  our  pleasures . 
Methiuks  I'm  very  merry. 

Ism.  1  am  sad.  [cousin. 

Amin.  You're  ever  so  when  we  entreat  you, 

Ism.  I  have  no  reason.    Such  a  tremblinj^ 
Over  my  heart  methinks [ht  re, 

Amin.  Sure  you  are  fasting,  [menia? 

Or  not  slept  well  to-night;  some  dream.  Is- 

Ism.  My  dreams  are  like  my   thoughts, 
honest  and  innocent ; 
Yours  are  unhappy.  Who  are  these  that  «oest 
You  told  me  the  walk  was  private.        [ui*  ? 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martlno. 
Ttrso*  Tis  most  commonly. 


Coast  us,  &c.]  See  note  *«  on  The  Loyal  Subject 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1- 


hm.  Two  proper  men !  It  seems  tliey  have 
soinr  business; 
With  nie  none  sure.  I  do  not  like  their  faces; 
They  are  not  of  our  company. 

Terso,  No,  cousin. — 
Lisauro,  wp  are  do-i'd. 

Lis.  I  find  ir,  cousin. 

Ant.  What  handsome  hulr.? 

Mart,  Yes,  she's  \  ery  handsome ; 
ThcyVe  handsome  both. 

Ant.  Martino,  stay ;  we're  cozcn'd.  ffire. 

JiJart.  I  will  go  up".   A  woman  is  no  wild- 

Ant.  Now,  by  my  life,  slie's  sweet.   Stay, 
R(»od  Martino ! 
They're  of  our  cncmic?,  the  house  of  Bellides; 
Our  mortal  enemies. 

Mart.  Let  them  be  devils,  [ward. 

They  appear  so  handsomely,  I  will  fi;o  for- 
If  tliese  be  enemies,  I'll  nt*er  seek  friends 
more. 

Ant,  'Prithee,  forbear !  the  gentlewomen — 

Mart.  That's  it,  man, 
That  moves  me  like  a  gin.    Tray  ye  stand 
off. — Ladies 

Lis.  They're  both  our  enemies,  both  hate 
us  et^ually ; 
By  this  fair  day,  our  mortal  fots ! 

Terzo.  (J  know  'em.) 
And  come  here  to  affront !  How  they  gape  at 
They  shall  have  gapin;i  work.      ^  [us ! 

Ixm.  VViiy  your  swords,  pentleraen  ^ 

Ttrzo.  Trny  you  stand  you  off,  cousin; 
And  good  now  leave  your  whistling!  We're 

abus'd  all ! 
Back,  back,  I  i>av  ! 

Lis.  ih)  back  ! 

AiU.  Wc  arc  nodog«J,  sir. 
To  run  back  on  command. 

TerzM.  We'll  make  ye  run,  sir.        [ladies, 

Ant.  Having  a  civil  charge  of  hantlsome 
We  are  your  servants!  'Pray  }c  no  qMarrel, 
Tlierc's  >vay  enough  for  both,      [gt'ntlcmcn. 

Lis.  We'll  make  it  wider. 

Ant.  If  ydu  will  tight,   arm'd    from  this 
saint,  have  at  ye  !  , 

Ism.  Oh,  me  unhappy  !  Are  ye  gentlemen. 
Discreet,  and  civil, and  ni  open  view  thus 

Attfin.  What  will  men  think  of  ViS  !     Nay, 

you  may  kill  us.  [iitntier'n-n  ! 

Mercy  o'me !  thro' ujy  petticoat.?  what  liloocjjv 

hw.   Make  way  thro' me,  y'had  best,  and 

kiil  an  inii(»rent !  [to.i ! 

Brothf-r!   whv,  cousin!  by  this  liiiht,  Til  die 

Ih.s  L'cntK  innn  is  temperate;    be  you  mer- 

Alas,  tlie  s      :•!>!  [ciful ! 

Af/iin.  Yon  hud  best  run  me  thro' ^  I 
'IV  ill  be  a  valiant  thrust. 

iiw.  I  laint  aniouiist  ve. 


Ant.  'Pray  ye  ben't  fearful  I  I  have  done, 
sweet  lady; 
My  sword's  already  aw'd,  and  shall  obey  you. 
I  come  not  here  to  violate  sweet  beauty ; 
I  bow  to  that. 

Ism.  Brother,  you  see  this  gentleman, 
This  noble  gentleman. 

Lis.  Let  him  avoid  then. 
And  leave  our  walk  ! 

Ant.  The  lady  may  command,  sir; 
She  bears  an  eye  more  dreadful  than  your 
weapon. 
Ism.  What  a  sweet  nature  this  man  has ! 
Ocar  brother. 
Put  up  your  sword. 

Terzo.  Let  them  put  up,  and  walk  then. 

Ant.  No  more  loud  words!  there's  time 

enough  before  us.  ^        [ties. 

For  shame  put  up !  do  honour  to  these  bean- 

Mart.  Our  way  is  this;   we  will  not  be 

denied  it. 

Ttrzu.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be 

cross'd  in  it.  [one ; 

Ant.  Whate'er  vour  w  av  i?,  lady,  'tis  a  fair 

And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  hands  more, 

Nor  rough  uncivil  tongues  ! 

[Erevht  Ant.  and  Mart, 
hm.  I  tlmnk  you,  sir, 
Indeed  I  ihank  you  nobly !  A  brave  enemy ! 
Here's  a  sweet  temper  now!  This  i>»  a  man, 

brother ; 
This  gentleman's  anger  is  so  nobly  seated, 
That  it  becomes  him;   yours  proclaim   ye 
monsters.  [on't; 

What  if  he  be  our  house-foe?  we  may  brag 
We've  ne'er  a  friend  in  all  our  hi- use  so  ho- 

nourahle: 
I'd  rather  Iroin  an  enemy,  my  brother. 
Learn  worthy  distances  and  modett  defer- 
ence 3, 
Than   lrt>m   a  race  of  empty  friends  loud 
I'nk  hurt  hetween  yc.  [nothings. 

A)nin.  So  am  I,  I  fear  too. 
I'm  sure  tlieir  swords  were  between  my  legs*. 

Dear  cousin, 
Why  look  vou  pale?  where  are  vou  hurt? 

hm.  1  know-  not; 
.  But  here  r.iethinks. 

Ias.  Unlace  her,  gentle  cousin. 

Ism.  jMy  heart,  my  heart !  and  yet  I  bless 

the  hurter. 
Amin,  Is  it  so  dan^'crous .? 
Ism.  Nav,  nav,  1  taint  not. 
Amin.  litre  is  no  blood  that  I  find;  sure 

'lis  inward. 
J.*7/i    Yes,  yes,  'tis  inward;  'twas  n  subtle 
The  hurt  not  to  be  cur'd, I  fear,      [weapon; 
Lis.  The  coach  there  ! 


•  You  had  best  run  mc  thro*  the  belly.]  So  first  folio. 

s  Ahf/  nnj.i.'it  dilRren'.e.]  The  variation  of  orthography  was  made  bv  Sympson;  and 
thf>iigli  we  ha\e  uiimittcd  it,  we  are  not  clear  but  dijfcrejuCy  in  the  old  sense  of  distinctions, 
is  riizht. 

*  I'm  sure  their  suvrds  acre  between  mj/  legs.]  These  words  are  retrieved  from  tlie  first 


folio. 
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Amin,  May  be  a  fri»ht. 

hm.  Aminta,  'twas  a  sweet  one ; 
Aiul  yet  a  crunl. 

Aniin.  Now  I  6iid  tlie  wound  plain : 
A  wondrous  handsociie  gentleman— 

Ism,  Oh,  no  deeper ! 
Trithee  be  silent,  wench;  it  may  be  thy  case. 

Amin.  You  must  be  search'd ;  the  wound 
will  rancle,  cousin.— 
And  of  so  sweet  a  nature 

hm.  Dear  Aminta, 
Make  it  nut  sorer! 

Amin.  And  on  my  life  admires  you. 

lim.  Call  the  coach,  cousin. 

Amin.  The  coach,  the  coach  ! 

I'erzo.  Tis  ready.  Bring  the  coach  there  ! 

Li*.  Well,  my  brave  enemieb,  we  shall  yet 
meet  ye, 
And  our  old  hate  shall  testify 

Ttrzo.  It  shall,  cousin.  [^Eieunt. 

SCENE  ri. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martina, 
Ant.  Their  swords  !  alas,  I  weigh  'em  not, 
dear  friend ; 
The  indiscretion  of  the  owners  blunts  *em ; 
The  fury  of  the  house  affri^hts  not  me. 
It  spends  itself  in  words.    Oh  me,  Martino ! 
There  was  a  two-edg'd  eye,  a  lady  carried, 
A  weapon  that  no  valour  can  avoid,  * 
Nor  art,  the  hand  of  spirit,  put  aside. 
Oh,  friend,  it  broke  out  on  nie,  like  a  bullet 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  fire ;  that  point,  Martino, 
D.i/,/.U*d  my  seas>e  *,  and  was  too  subtle  for  me; 
Shot  like  a  comet  in  my  face,  and  wounded 
(I'o  my  eternal  ruiiO'ny  heart's  valour. 
Mart.  Mtihiiiks  she  was  no  such  piece. 
Ah(.  Iila.sj)iicme  not,  sir ! 
S'le  is  so  far  beyond  weak  commendation, 
'ih:\t  linj).:dei:ctj  will  blu>h  to  think  ill  of  her. 
Alart.  1  .SCO  it  iu)t,  and  yet  I  hud  botheye-s 
open, 
Aril  i  could  jiidjie;  1  know  there  is  no  beauty 
Till  our  evebuivc  it  *em,  and  make 'em  hand- 

soino : 
What's  red  au-l  white,  unjf  ss  we  do  allow  'em? 
A  green   lace   else;  and  inetliinks  such  an- 
other  

Ant.    Peace,    tliou   lewd   heretick !   thou 
jiid^'.c  of  beauti»'S } 
Th'ui  hr»st  an  exi^ellcnt  sense  for  a  sign-post, 

friend. 
Didsf  tiioii  uot^Jec,  (Til  swear  thou  art  stone- 


As  blind  asIcnoranceVhensheappopr'd  first, 
Aurora  hrcakmg  in  the  E.ist.?  and  thro'  her 

face, 
( Asif  thn  Hours  and  Graces  had  strew'd  roses) 
A  blush  of  wonder  flying?  when   she  was 

frightrd 
At  our  uncivil  swords,  didst  thou  not  mark 
How  far  beyond  the  purity  of  snow 
The  soft  wintl  drives,  whiteness  of  innocence, 
Or  any  thini;  that  bears  celestial  paleness, 
bh'  appear 'd  o'  th'  sudden  f  Didst  thou  not 

see  her  tears 
When  slie  entreated  ?  Oh,  thou  reprobate ! 
Didst  thou  not  see  those  orient  tears  flow'd 

from  her. 
The  little  worlds  of  love?  A  set,  Martino, 
Of  such  sanctified  heads,  and  a  holy  heart  to 
I  could  live  ever  a  relij^ious  hermit.       [love, 
Mart,  I  do  believe  a  little;  and  yet,  me- 
She  was  o'  th'  lowest  stature.  [tliinks^ 

Ant.  A  rich  diamond. 
Set  neatanddeaplNature'schief  art,  Martino, 
Is  to  reserve  her  models  curious, 
Not  cumbersome  and  (^rcat ;  and  such  an  one, 
For  fear  she  should  exceed  upon  her  matter. 
Has  she  fram'd   this.      Oh,  'tis  a  spark  of 

bcaiily ! 
And  where  they  appear  so  excellent  in  little. 
They  will  but  tlamc  in  great' ;  ex tention spoils 


em. 


blind  el 


«e*. 


Martino,  learn  this;  the  narrower  that  our  eyes 
Kec  p  way  untt)  our  object,  still  the  sweeter 
That  eomes  unto  us :  Great  bodies  arc  like 
countries,  [*eni. 

Discovering  still,  toil  and  no  pleasure  finds 

Mart,  A  rare  cosmographer  for  a  suiall 
island  ! 
Now  I  believe  she's  handsome. 

Ant.  Believe  heartily ; 
Let  thy  belief,  tho'  long  a-coming,  save  tliee. 

Mart.  She  was,  certain,  fair. 

Ant,  But  hark  you,  friend. Martino  ! 
Do  not  believe  yourself  too  far  btfore  me ; 
For  then  yon  may  wrong  me,  sir. 

Alart,  Who  bid  you  teach  me?  [tonio  ? 
D'you  shew  me  meat,  and  stitch  my  lips,  An- 
Is  that  fair  play  ? 

Ant.  Now  if  thou  should st  abuse  me— 
And  yet  I  know  thee  for  an  arrant  wencher, 
A  most  immod'ratc  thing;  thou  canst  not  love 
hitig. 

Mart.  A  little  serves  my  turn;  I  fly  at  all 
But  1  believ<^ [games; 

Ant.  How  if  we  never  see  her  more? 
She  is  our  enemy.  . 


5  Dazzled  my  sense.]  Sownrd  thinks  it  would  be  keeping  closer  to  the  metaphor  to  read, 
*  b.tlJltd  in\  fence  ;'  but  the  old  readjn;»  carries  on  the  metaphor  best.  Dazzled  is  much 
most  :ipplic;ible  ti)  the  [Kfint  of  a  Iwo-eJgfU  ej/e,  whicii  he  immediately  after  compares  to  a 
comet. 

*"  Dost  thou  not  aec  {TU  su:car  thou  art  soort  blind ehe^l  Amended  in  1750. 

7  Thetf  will  but  tlame  in  u,rcat.]  If  this  be  genuine,  ^fiame,  when  applied  to  beauty,  must 
be  a  term  of  contempt,  w  lercas  it  is,  I  believe,  universally  applied  to  it  a!>  a  term  of  exeel- 
lence.  1  verily  think  the  original  was,  not  Jlame,  and  then  tlic  reason  that  follows  is  ju:»t, 
«  because  exteulion  spoils  'cm.'        Seward, 
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[Act  1.  Scene  S# 


Mart,  Why  are  you  jealous  then? 
As  tar  as  I  coiJceive,   she  hates  our  whole 

Ant.  Yet,  pood  Martino [house. 

Mart.  Come,  come;  I've  mercy  on  you  : 
Yrm  shall  enjoy  her  m  your  dream,  Antonio, 
And  I'll  not  hinder.     Tho',  now  1  persuade 
uiyscif — 

Enter  Aminta  with  a  letter- 

Ant.  Sit  with  persuasion  down,  and  you 
deal  honestly; 
I  will  look  better  on  her. 

Mart,  Stay ;  who's  this,  friend  ? 

Ant.  Wt  not  the  other  gentlewoman? 

Mart.  Yes.     A  letter!  ftonio, 

Slie  brings  no  rhallcnue  sure?  If  she  do,  An- 
i  hope  she*il  be  a  second  t(M>;  I'm  for  her. 

Amin.  A  good  hour,  gentlemen  ! 

Ant.  You're  welcouie,  lady  !  [us 

^i^  like  our  late  rude  passage  has  pour*d  on 
«8omc  reprehension. 

Amin.  No,  I  bring  no  anger ; 
Tho'  some  dcserv'd  it. 

Ant,  Sure  we  were  all  to  blame,  lady: 
But,  for  my  part,  in  all  humility, 
And  with  no  little  shame,  I  ask  your  par^ 
dons !  [ties. 

Indeed  i  wear  no  sword  to  fright  sweet  beau- 

Amin.  You  have  it;  and  tins  letter.  Tmy 
you,  sir,  view't, 
And  my  commission's  done. 

Mart,  Have  you  none  for  me,  lady  ? 

Amin.  Not  at  this  time. 

Mart.  I  am  sorry  for't ;  I  can  read  too. 

Amin.  \\\\  glad :  But,  sir,  to  keep  you  in 
your  exercise, 
You  may  chanc  e  meet  with  one  ill  written. 

Mart.  Thank  you ! 
So't  be  a  uonian'h,  I  can  pick  the  meaning ; 
For  likely  they've  hut  one  end. 

Amin.  You  say  true,  sir.  [F.iit. 

Ant.  Martin',   uiv  wishes  are  come  home 
and  luaden,         ^  [py ! 

Loaden  with  brave  return  ;;.  most  happy,  hap- 
I  am  a  blct>s'd  niun !    Where's  the  gentle- 
woman? 

Mart.  Gone,  the  spirit's  gone ;  what  news? 

Ant.  'Tis  from  the  ladv  ; 

From  her  we  j>aw ;  t'roni  that  same  miracle  ! 

I  know  her  name  now.   Head  but  tliese  three 

lines;  ,  '  [holy. 

Read  with   devotion,   fric4id  !    the  lines  are 

Aluti.  [nutftv^'.]  *  I  dare  not  chide  vou 
in  njy  ielter,  iir;  [me 

*  Twill  be  too  tieiitle  :  If  you  please  to  look 

*  in  tlie  Wt?ii.«»troot,  and  iind  a  fair  stone 

window 

*  Carv'd  with  white  Cupids,  there  I'll  enter- 

tain you :  [Isuieniu.' 

*  Nii;ht  and  dibcretlon  iinide  you.     Call  me 

Anf..  (Jive't  mo  iiL'Uin  !  Coiue,  come;  fiv, 
ih  !  I'mallfife! 


Mart,  There  may  be  danger. 

Ant.  So  there  is  to  drink. 
When  men  are  thirsty ;  to  eat  hastily. 
When  we  arc  hungry ;  so  tliere  is  in  sleep, 

friend. 
Obstructions  then  may  rise  and  smother  us ; 
We  may  dielaughing-choak'd;  e'en  at  devo- 
An  apoplexy*,  or  a  sudden  palsy,       [tions, 
May  strike  us  down. 

Mart.  May-be,  a  train  to  catch  you. 

Ant.  Then  I  am  caught ;   and  let  Love 
answer  for't! 
Tis  not  my  folly,  but  his  infamy  ; 
And  if  he  be  udor'd,  and  dare  do  vile  things—" 

Mart.  Well,  1  will  po. 

Ant.  She  is  a  lady,  sir, 
A  maid,  I  think,  and  whore  that  holy  spell 
Is  flung  about  me,  I  ne'er  fear  a  villaiuy. 
Tis  almost  night;  away,  friend ! 

Mart.  I  am  ready  : 
I  tliiiik  I  know  the  house  too. 

Ant.  Then  we're  happy.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL 
Enter  Ismenia  and  Aminta. 

Ism.  Did  you  meet  him  ? 

Amin.  Yes. 

Ism.  And  did  you  give  my  letter? 

Amin,  To  what  end  wenfl  ? 

Ism.  Are  you  sure  'twas  he? 
Was  it  that  gentleman  ? 

Amin.  D'  you  think  I  was  blind? 
I  went  to  seek  no  carrier,  nor  no  midwife. 

Ism.  What  kind  of  man   was  he?  Thou 
mnyst  be  deceiv'd,  friend. 

Amin.  A  man  with  a  nose   on*s  face;  I 
thiilk  he  had  eves  too; 
And  hands,  for  sure  he  took  it. 

Ism.  What  an  answer! 

Ajn'm.  What  questions  are  these  to  one 

that's  hot  and  troubled  !  [rousm, 

Do  you  thiok  me  a  babe?  Am  I  notable, 

At  my  years  and  discretion,  to  deliver 

A  ieit(  r  handsomely  ?    is  tliat   such  a  hard 

thing  ? 
Why  every  wafer-woman  will  undertake  it : 
A  sempsler's  girl,  or  a  tailor's  wife,  won't 

miss  it: 
A  Puritan  hostess,  cousin,  would  scorn  these 
My  ieus  are  weary.  [questions. 

Ism.  I'll  make  'em  well  nsain. 

Arniu.  Are  tluv  at  supper? 

hm    Yes,  and  I'm  not  wtll,  [ish. 

Nor  desire  no  (()ni|;any.  Lookout!  'tis  dark- 

Amiu.  i  scenotiung  yet.  Assure  yourself, 
J'^incnia, 
If  he  bv  a  I  inn,  he  will  not  miss. 

Jam.   It  niav  iw'  ho  is  modest. 
And  til. it  (ijay  pull  hnn  back  trom  secm<;  me; 
Or  \\\\-i  niadt  some  wilil  construction  of  my 
1  blush  to  think  what  I  writ.  [eai>intS£: 


*  11 V  muy  die  JHiiuhinir,  choak'd  ven  at  deioiions: 
,    An  upojfltjry,  liicc.J  Corrfecltd  ly  liwward. 
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Amij^.  What  sbouid  you  blush  at  ? 
Blush  when  ^ou  net  your  thoughts,  not  when 

you  write  *em  ;  [cousin. 

Bhish  soft  between"  a  pair  of  slieets,  sweet 
Tho'  he   be  a  curious-carried  gentleman,  I 

cun*t  think 
lie's  so  unnatural  to  leave  a  woman, 
(A  young,  a  noble,  and  a  beauteous  woman) 
Leave  Iier  in  her  dc^u•es:  Men  of  this  age 
Are  rather  prone  to  come  before  they're  sent 

for. 
Hark !  I  hear  something:  Up  to  th'  chamber, 
You  may  spoil  all  else.  [cousin  I 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martina* 

Ism.  Let  roe  see  !  They're  gentlemen  : 
It  may  be  they. 

Amin,  They  are  they.     Get  you  up, 
And  like  n  load-star  tlraw  him 9! 

Ism,  I'm  shainc-fac'd  !      [^Exeunt  Ladies, 

Arit.  This  is  the  street. 

Mart.  I'm  looking  for  the  house. 
Clo«e,  clo'.c,  *pray  you  close  I— Here. 

Ant.  So;  this  is  a  merchant's; 
I  know  the  man  well. 

Mart.  And  this- a  pothccary*s:  I've  lain 
hire  many  times. 
For  a  loosenesLS  in  my  hilts. 

Ant.  Have  you  not  past  it? 

Mart,  No,  sure:  Fy®'* 

There  is  no  house  of  mark  that  we  have  scap'd 

Ant,  VVliat  place  is  this? 

Mart.  Speak  softer!  'may  Ije  spies. 
If  any,  tliis;  a  ij;ooclly  window  too,     [dark; 
Carv'd  fair  above  '"  .'    that 


3nt  she  has  such  a  lustre- 


1  perceive.     TTis 


Enter  Ismenia  artd  Aminta  above,  with  a 

taper. 

Ant,  Yes,  Martino  ; 
So  radiant  she  appears 
^    Mart.  Else  we  may  miss,  sir. 
The  night  grows  vengeance  black:    Tray 

Heav'n  she  shine  clear! 
I|ark,  hark  I  a  window,  and  a  candle  too? 

Ant,  Step  close.  'lis  she !  I  see  the  cloud 
disperse ; 
And  now  the  beauteous  planet 

Mart.  Ha !  'tis  indeed. 
Now,  by  tlie  soul  of  love,  a  divine  creature ! 

hm.  Sir,  sir! 

Ant,  Most  blessed  lady ! 

Ism.  'Pray  you  stand  out. 

Ajnin,  You  need  not  fear;  there's  nobody 
now  stirring. 

Mart,  Beyond   bis  commendation  I  am 
Infinite  stmngely  taken.  [taken, 

Amin,  1  love  that  gentleman  ; 
Methinks  he  has  a  dainty  nimble  body : 
I  love  him  heartily. 

hm.  I'is  the  right  gentleman ; 
But  what  to  say  to  him? — Sir- 


Amin,  Speak. 
Ant.  I  wait  still ; 
And  will  do  till  1  grow  another  pillar, 
To  prop  tliis  iiousc,  so  it  please  you. 

Um.  Speak  softly ; 
And  'pray  you  speak  truly  too. 
Ant,  I  never  lied,  lady. 
Ism,  And  do  not  think  me  impudent  to  avk 
you— 
I  kn«jw  you  are  an  enemy,  (speak  low  !) 
But  I  would  make  you  a  friend. 

Ant,  Tm  friend  to  beautv ; 
There  is  no  handsomeness  I  dare  be  foe  to. 
Ism,  Are  you  married? 
Ant,  No. 

Ism.  Are  you  hetroth'd? 
Ant,  No,  neither. 
Ism.  Indeed,  fair  sir? 
Ant.  Indeed,  fair  sweet,  I  am  not. 
Most  beauteous  virgin,  I  am  free  as  you  are. 
Jj>7«.  That  may  be,  sir;  then  vou  are  mise- 
For  1  am  bound.  [rable, 

Ant,  Happy  the  bonds  that  hold  you  ! 
(^r  do  you  put  ihcm  on  yourself  for  pleasure  ? 
Sure  they  be  sweeter  far  than  liberty  : 
There  is  no  blessedness  but  in  such  bondage. 
Give  me  that  freedom,  madam,!  beseech  yon, 
(Since  you  have  questiouM  me  so  cunningly) 
To  ask  you  wh<»m  you're  bound  to;  he  must 
be  certain  [beaut}' : 

More  than  human,  th.it  bounds  in  such  a 
Happy   that   happy   chain!  such   links  arc 
heav'nly. 
Ism,  Tray  you  don't  mock  me,  sir. 
Ant,  'Pray  you,  lady,  tell  me. 
Ism,  Will  you  believe  ?  and  will  you  keep 
it  to  you  ? 
And  not  scorn  what  I  speak  ? 

Ant.  I  dare  not,  madam ; 
An  oracle,  what  you  say  I  dare  swear  to. 
Ism.  ril  set  the  candle  by,  fori  shall  blush 
now. 
Fy,  how  it  doubles  in^ my  mouth!  It  must 
'I'is  you  I'm  bound  to.  [out. 

Ant,  Speak  that  word  agaiu  I 
I  understand  you  not. 

Ism,  Tis  ytm  I'm  bound  to. 

Ant,  Here  is  another  gentleman. 

Ism,  Tis  you,  sir, 

Amin,  He  may  be  lov'd  too. 

Mah,  Not  by  thee;  first  curse  me  ! 

Ism,  And  if  1  knew  your  name 

Ant,  Antonio,  madam. 

Ism,  Antonio,  take  this  kis$ ;  'tis  you  I'm 

bound  to. 
Ant.  And  when  I  set  you  free,  may  lleav'n 
forsake  me  ! 

Ismenia 

Ism,  Yes,  now  I  perceive  you  love  me ; 
You've  learn'd  my  name. 

Ant,  Hear  but  some  vows  I  make  to  you ; 
Hear  but  the  protestatious  o(  a  true  love. 


'  And  like  a  land-s/or.j  Amended  in  1750. 
^^  Carved  far  above]  \  aried  in  1750. 
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Jam.  No,   no,  not  now:  Vows  shoul  I  he 
chearful  things,  [inoiiy : 

Done  in  the  clearest  lisjht,  and  noble i^t  testi- 
No  vow,  dear  sir  I  tie  not  my  fair  belief 
To  such  strict  tennsi :  Those  men  have  broken 
cu'dit.5,  [toiilo, 

Loose  and  dismember'd  faiths,  my  dear  An- 
That  splinter  'em  with  vows.  ,  Am  I  not  too 
Correct  me  wlien  you  please.  '  [bold? 

Ant.  l\\  rather  hear  you, 
For  so  sweet  musick  never  struck  mine  ears 
Will  you  believe  now?  [yet. 

Ism,  Yes. 

Ant.  I'm  yours. 

Isnt.  Speak  louder ; 
If  you  auswtr  the  priest  so  low,   youll  lose 
your  weddin^: 

Mart.  'Would  I  might  speak  !  I*d  hollow. 

Ant.  Take  my  heart; 
And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honest  to  you, 
Heav'n 

hm.  Peace ;  no  more !  1*11  keep  your  heart, 
and  credit  it : 
Keep  you  your  word.     A\^hen  will  you  come 

a^aiii,  friend? 
For  thi?*  time  we  have  woo*d  indiffercntlv  : 
I  would  fain  see  you,  when  I  dare  he  bolder. 

Ant.  Why,  any  night.    Only,  dear  noble 
mistress. 
Pardon  three  days  !  My  uncle  Julio 
Has  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  promise. 


Upon  expectation  too:  We  hare  rare  sports 

there, 
Rare  country  sports;  I  would  you  could  but 
Dare  you  so  hoisour  me  ?  [see  'em  ! 

hm.  i  dure  not  be  there; 
You  know  I  daienot;  no,  i  mustnot.  friend. 
Wiiorc  I  may   come  with  houiMirable  free- 
Alas,  Fm  ill  loo;  we  in  love dom— 

Ant.  You  flout  me. 

hm.  Trust  me,  1  do  not;  I  speak  truth, 
Tm  sickly, 
And  an:  in  love ;  but  yori  must  he  physician. 
Ant.  !Ml  make  a-plaister  of  my  best  af- 
fection. 
hm.  Be  pone !    we've  supp'd :  I  liear  the 
people  stir. 
Take  my  best  wishes !  Give  me  no  cause. 
To  curse  this  hapv  night.  [Antonio^ 

Aut.  I'll  lose  my  life  first. 
A  thousand  kis«s! 

hm.  Take  ten  thousand  back  a£;ain  ! 
Mart.  I'm  dumb  with  admiration  !  Shall 
we  go,  sir?  \ Exeunt  Genticmcn. 

hm.  Dost  thou  know  bis  uncle  ? 
Anrn.  No,  but  f  can  ask,  cousin. 
hm.  V\\  tell  thee  more  of  that.     Come, 
lot's  to  bed  both  ; 
And  i;ive  me  hupdsome  dreams.  Love,  I  be- 
seech thee ! 
Amin.  H*  has  "iy'nyou  a  handsome  subject. 
hm.  Pluck-to  the  windows  '*.     [^Exeunt. 


**  This  scene  naturally  remind^J  us  of  a  similar  one  in  Shakespeare's  Romeo  and  Juliet;  to 
IRrhich  this,  with  all  its  beauties,  must  be  allowed  to  be  much  inferior. 


ACT  ir. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Bustopha. 

Bust.  TTHE  ihundVing  seas,  whose  wat'ry 
•*■    lire 

Washes  the  whiting-mops  ", 
The  aentlc  while  whose  feet  so  fell 

Flies  o'er  the  mountains'  tops 

Era.  [unthin.]  Boy  ! 

Bust.  The  thund'rius! 

Era.  Why,  l>oy  Bustopha  f 

Bust.  Here  I  am.    Tfie  gentle  whale 

Enter  Eranio. 

Era.  Oh,  are  you  here,  sir  ?  where's  your 
sister  ? 


Bust.  1  he  gentle  whale  flics  o*er  the  moun« 
tains'  tops — 

Era.  Where's  vour  sister,  man  ? 

Bust.  Washes  the  vvhiiing-nic>ps 

Era.  Thou  liest !  she  has  n«»ne  to  wash. 
Mops  ? 
The  boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  wits  sure. 
Sirrah,  who  am  I? 

Bust.  The  tliuiid'rins:  seas 

Era.  Mad,  stark  mad  ! 

Bust.  VV^ill  you  not  nix  c  a  man  leave  to  con? 

El  a.  Ye?,  and  Vess  too,  [father? 

Ere  1  have  done  witii  you,  sirral).  Am  (  your 

Bust.  The  questiciu  is  too  hard  for  a  child; 

a>>k  me  [y^*^** 

Any  rhin»;thatl  have  learn 'd,  and  Til  au'swer 


**  WhithiiT-mni'S.]  A  sort  of  fish  so  called;  our  Authors  have  the  same  term  in  The  Mai^ 
tial  M;iid,  act  ii.  scene  2. 


4 


they  will  trfad  you  thtir  measui*e>>  like 


W kit  ins-mops  y  &c. 
So  in  The  Guardian  of  Philip  I'.lassinjier,  Camillo  says, 

*  If  it  ucr*'  a  tish  dnv, 

*  J  have  a  stomach  and  wou'd  content  myself 

*  With  this  pretty  vhiting-nhtp; '  meaning  iVIirtilla*        Sjmpton^ 


Aci%,  Scene  1.] 
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Fra.  Is  that  a  hard  qaestion  ?  Sirrah,  am 
not  I  your  father? 

Bust,  if  I  had  my  mother-wit  I  could  tell 

Fra.  Are  yoa  fy^^tt* 

A  thief? 

Bust,  So  far  forth  as  the  son  of  a  miller. 

Fra.  Will  you  be  hang'd  ? 

Bust.  Ijet  It  go  by  eldership. 
The  i^eiitle  whule 

Fra.  Sirrali,  lay  by  yonr  foolish  study  there. 
And  heat  your  brains  about  your  own  af- 
fairs; or 

Bust.  I  tiiaiik  you  ! 
YouM  have  me  go  under  the  sails,  and  beat 
My  brains  about  your  mill  ?  a  natural  father 
Ydu  are ! 

Fra.  I  charge  you  go  not  to  the  sports  to- 
day: 
Last  night  I  gave  you  leave;  now  I  recant. 

Bust.  Is  the  wind  turn'd  since  last  night? 

Fra.  Marry  i»  it,  sir: 
Go  no  further  than  my  mill ;  there's  my  com- 
mand upon  you 

Bust.  I  may  go  round  about  tlien  as  your 
mill  docs.  [fried 

I  will  see  your  mill  gelded,  and  his  stones 
In  steaks,  ere  I  dereive  tlie  country  so! 
ilave  1  not  my  part  to  study?  How  shall 
The  sports  go  forwaf  J,  if  I  be  not  there? 

Fra.  They'll  want  their  fool  indeed,  if  thou 
*  be'bt  not  there. 

Bust.  Consider  that,  and  go  yourself. 

Fra.  I  have  fears,  sir,  that  I  cannot  uttef: 
You  2o  not,  nor  your  sister;  there's  my  charge. 

Bunt.   The  price  of  your  golden  thumb  "^ 
can't  hold  inc.  [Houfuis  in  full  cry. 

Fra.  Ay  '*,  tliis  was  sport  that  I  have 
tightly  lov'd  ! 
I  could  iiave  kept  company  with  the  hounds — 

Bust.  You  are  fit  for  no  other  company  yet. 

Fra    ll>jn  with  the  hare, 
And  been  in  the  whore's  tail  i'  faith  ! 

Bust.  That  was 
Before  I  was  born  :  I  did  ever  mistrust 
I  was  a  bastard,  because  lapis  is 
In  the  singular  number  with  mc 


Enter  Otrante  and  Gerasto, 

Otr.  Leave  thou  that  game,  Gerasto,  and 
chase  here; 
Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  desires, 
Thoa'lt  not  return  home  empty. 

Oer.  I'm  prepar'd. 
My  lord,  with  advantages :  And  see 
Yonder's  the  subject  I  must  work  upon. 

Otr.  Iler  brother  ?  'tis :  Metliinks  it  should 
be  easy: 
That  gross  compound  *5  cannot  but  diffuse 
The  soul,  in  such  a  latitude  of  ease. 
As  to  make  dull  her  faculties,  and  lazy. 
What  wit,  above  the  least,  can  be  in  huDy 
I'hat  reason  ties  together? 

Oer,  I  have  prov'd  it,  sir. 
And  know  the  depth  of  it :  I  have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a  hackuey-^ace, 
Witli  all  that  flesh  about  him  ;  yes,  and  drag 

[Cry  of  Houndu 
His  sister  after  him.  This  baits  the  old  one; 
Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  tlie  other. 

[Exit. 

Otr.  Tis  well. — Oh,  Franio,  the  good  day 
to  you  !  [^i^g ; 

You  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  rousick  stand* 
The  beagle  and  the  bugle  you  have  lov'd, 
In  the  Hi*st  rank  of  huntsmen. 

Bust.   The  dogs  cry 
Out  of  hira  now  '*. 

Fra  Sirrah,  leave  your  barking; 
I'll  bite  you  else 

Bust.' Cur/  Cur! 

Fra.  Slave,  dost  call  me  dog  ? 

Otr.  Oh  fy,  sir  ! 
He  speaks  Latin  to  you ;  he  would  know 
Why  you'll  bite  him. 

Bust.  Responded  cur!  You  sec 
His  understanding,  my  lord. 

Fra.  I  sliall  have 
A  time  to  curry  you  for  this! — But, 
My  lord,  to  answer  you  ;  the  days  have  been 
I  must  have  footed  it  before  this  hornpipe,  ' 
Tho'  I  had  hazarded  my  mill  a-tire. 
And  let  ilie  atones  grind  empty  :  But  those 
dancings 


*3  Gulden  t&umb.]  In  Chaucer's  character  of  the  Miller  are  the  following  lines: 

'  Wei  coude  he  steld  corn,  and  tollc  it  twye, 
*  And  yit  lie  had  a  thumb  if  ^old,  parde  .^' 
Dr.  Moroll  and  Mr.  Tyrwliit  both  suppose,  that  Chaucer  alluded  to  the  old  proverb,  *  Every 
honest  Miller  has  a  thumb  uf  gold  ;^  to  which  they  reply  in  Somersetshire,  *  None  but  a 
cuckold  can  see  it.'    To  the  same  proverb  our  Autlior  evidently  refers  in  Bustopha's  speech. 
See  Kay's  Proverb*.         K. 

*•»  I'ra.  /,  this  was  sporty  &c.]  Without  the  stage  direction  which  Mr.  Seward  and  I  have 
allixed  here,  this  abrupt  speech  would  not  be  understood  by  any  reader.         St/mpson. 

*^  That  gritss  C(nnpound.\  The  sense  and  measure  l;oth  seem  here  to  be  incomplete  :  Tho 
deficiency  I  would  remedy  thus, 

*  Fitr  this  gross,'  &c.  Mr.  Sczcard  so, 

'  Sure  tins  >;ross.'    The  reader  may  take  his  choice  of  either.        Sympson. 
**  Bust.   The  ditifs  cry  out  of  him  now.\  J  rcarl  for:    Without  this  tntling  chan^ie,  I  see  no 
humour  in  Bustapho'a  answer.  *  The  very  doi;s  cry  out  ufiatnst  him,*  di»^s  not  suit  the  rest  of 
his  drolleries  ;  but  *  the  dogs  cry  out  Jor  him  as  cairion  proper  for  tliem,'  is  quite  in  his 
stile.         Sympion. 

'Franio's  answer,  '  leave  your  barlun^^  seems  to  confirm  the  old  reading, '  out  </him.' 
Vol.  II.  4  C 
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Arc  (\nr\e  wirh  me :  I  hnre  good  will  to't  still, 
And  tliat*s  the  btst  I  cbii  do. 

Otr.  Come,  come,  you  sl»all  he  bors'd ; 
Your  company  dc&trvts  him;   tho' you  kill 
Kuii  him  hlhid,  I  care  not.  [him, 

Bust.  He  villi  d(»  it  fmill. 

O*  purpose,  nry  lord,  to  brinp  him  up  to  tlie 

Frn.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far,  my  lord. 

Otr.  The»-c  is 
A  foot  i'th*  stirrop ;  ril  notU-nve  you  now. — 
\t)U  shall  see  the  j^arae  fall  once  a<>ain. 

Fra.  Well,  my  lord,  I  will  make  rtady 
My  UfiS  for  yun,  and  try  *em  once  a-horse- 
&.rrah!  mv  charge;  keep  it!  [back. 

Buit.  \es;  [sake, 

When  vou  pare  flown  your  dish  for  conscience 
When  your  thumb's comM  \utobnuaSf  legaiiij 
When  vou  are  a  true  man-miikr. 

Q/r/ What's 
The  matter,  Bustopha  ? 

i?tt«/.  My  lord,  if  you  \^^^9 

Have  e'er  a  drunken  jade  thtit  has  the  stag* 
That  will  fall  twite  the  heigia  of  our  mdl 

nith  him, 
Bet  him  o*  th*  back  on  him ;  a  palled  jennet 
That  will  winch  him  out  o' th*  suddlci  and 

break  one  on's  necks, 
Or  a  shank  of  him  (there  was  a  fool 
Going  that  way,  but  the  ass  had  better  luck) ; 
Or  one  of  your  brave  Barbaries,  tliat  would 
pass  [with  him: 

The  Straits,  and  run  into  his  own  country 
The  first  Moor  he  met  would  cut  his  throat 
For  complexion's  sake;  tiiere*b  as  deadly  feud 
between  [white. 

A  Moor  and  a  miller,  as  between  black  and 

Otr,  Fy,  fy  !  this  is  unnatural,  liustopha. 
Unless  on  srmie  strong  cause. 

Bu$t.  Bejud^e,  u)y  lord  :  Tm  studied  in 

my  part;  [>ne; 

The  Julian  feast's  to-day,  the  country  expects 

J  speak  all  the  dumb-shows ;  niy  sister  chosen 

For  a  nymph.     *  The  gentle  w  hale  w  hose  feet 

so  fell.* 
Cry  mercy !  that  was  some  of  my  part;  but 

his  charge  is. 
To  keep  the  mill,  and 'disappoint  the  revels. 

Otr.  Indeed,  there  it  speaks  shrewdly  for 
thee,  the  country 
Expecting. 

Bust.  Ay,  and  for  mine  own  grace  too, 

Otr.  Yes,  and  being  studied  too,  and  the 
main  speaker  too. 

Bust.  The  main?  why,  all  my  speech  lies 
in  tilt  main. 
And  the  dry  eroimd  together;  *  The  thun- 
d'ring  seas,  whose ' 

Otr.  ^»ay,  t!»en  thou  must  go;  thoult  be 
much  condA'mn'd  else. 
But  then,  o'  th'  other  side,  obedience. 

Bust.  Obedience.? 
But  speak  your  conscic  nrc  row,  my  lord ;  am 
Not  I  past  asking  blessing  ai  lii^j-e  years.' 
fepeuk  as  you're  a  \nvd;  if  you  had  a  miller 
to  your  father 


Otr.  I  most  yield  to  you,  Bastopha; 
Your  reasons  are  so  strong,  J  caimot  contra- 
dict. 
Thisl  think,  if  you  go,  your  bister  ought 
To  eo  along  with  you. 

Bust,  There  I  stumble  now  : 
She  is  not  at  age. 

Otr.  Why,  she's  fifteen,  and  opwards. 

Bust.  Ihereabouts. 

Otr.  That's  woman's  ripe  age;  as  fuUa§ 
thou  art 
At  one-and-  twenty :  She's  manable,  is  she  not  f 

Bust.  I  think  not:  Poor  heart,   she  was 

never  tried,  [n^t 

III  my  conscience.    Tis  a  coy  thing;  she  will 

Kiss  you  a  clowi»,  rot  if  he  would  kiss  her — 

Otr.  WhiU,  man.' 

Bust.  Not  if  he  would  kiss  her,  I  say. 
'  Otr,  Oh, 'twas  cleanlier  than  I  expected.— 

Well,  isir, 
ril  leave  yon  to  your  own;  but  my  opinion 
Is,  you  may  take  her  along  —This  is  halfway ; 
The  rf  St,  Gerastoand  I  hunt  my  prey.  [I'liU. 

Bust.  Away  with  the  old  miller,  my  lord  ! 
And  the  mill  strikes  sail  presently 

Enter  Pedro,  with  Cerasto  blinded,  iinging. 

SOKG. 

Gcr,  Come  follow  me,  you  country  lasses ! 
And  you  shall  see  such  sport  as  pas^: 
You  shall  dance,  and  I  will  sing; 
Pedro,  he  shall  rub  the  string; 
Each  shall  have  a  loose-bodied  Rown 
Of  ereen,  and  laugh  'till  you  lie  down. 
Come  follow  me,  come  follow,  &c. 

Enter  Fhrimel. 

Bust.  Oh,  sweet  Diego,  the  sweetest  Di- 
ego !  Stay. — Sister  Florimel ! 
Fhr.  Wh;a's  that,  brother  ? 
Bust,  Didst  not  hear  Diego  .^  Hear  him, 

and  thou'lt  be  ravish'd. 
JYor.  I  have   heard  him  sing,  yet  unra- 

vish'd,  brotlier. 

jBms^.  You  had  tfie  better  luck,  sister.     I 

was  ravish'd  [sports  I 

By  my  own  consent.    Come  away;  for  the 

Fior.  I  have  the  fear  of  a  father  ou  me, 

brother. 
Bust.  Out!  the  thief  is  as  *afe  as  in  his 
mill;  he's  hunting  with  our  great  landlord, 
the  don  Otrante.     Strike  up,  Diego. 

Fior,  But  say  he  return  before  us,  where 's 

our  excuse  f 
Bust.  Strike  up,  Diego !  Hast  no  strings 

to  thy  aprot) .? 
F/nr.  Well,  the  fault  lie  upon  vour  head, 

brother. 
Bust,  My  faultb  titver  mount  so  high,  girl ; 
they  use 
But  to  my  middle  at  most.  Strike  up,Diepo. 
Otr.  Follow  me  by  the  ear;  I'd  lead  tlic^ 
Bustopha,  and  pretty  Florimel  thy  sister,  [oii. 
Oh,  that  I  could  see  her ! 


Act  3.  Scene  S.J 
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Bust,  Oh,  Oiego,  there's  two  pities  upon 
thee : 
Crreat  pity  tlwju  art  blind ;  and  as  great  a  pity, 
I'liou  caubt  uot  SL'e. 

SONG. 

Gcr.  You  shall  have  crownsof  roses, daisies, 
Buds,  where  the  hotiey-inakcr  grazes*'; 
You  siiall  taste  the  golden  thi^hs, 
Such  as  in  wax-chamhcr  lies. 
What  fruits  please  you,  taste,  freely  pull 
'rill  you  have  all  your  bellies  full. 

Come  follow  me,  &c. 
Bust,  f  )h,  Diego !  the  don  was  not  so  sweet 
when  he  perfum'd  the  steeple.  [Edcunt. 

SCRXE  JL 

Enter  Aniouiu  and  Martino, 

Mart.  Why,  how  now,  friend  ?   thou  art 
not  lost  a;;ain?  fwilderness; 

Aut.  Not  lost.?     Why,  all  the  world's  a 
Some  places  peopled  more  by  braver  beasts 
'J  h.ni  others  are;  hut  facc^,  faces,  man  ; 
Ikliiy  a  ma»  lie  caui^ht  with  faces? 

^llltt.  Without  wonder, 
'Tis  odds  a<:!;ainst  him  :  May  not  a  good  face 
Lead  a  man  about  by  the  nose?    Alas, 
The  nose  is  hut  a  part  against  the  whole. 

J^t,  But  is  it  pos^ible  that  two  faces 
Should  be  so  twiniiM  in  form,  complexion, 
Figure,  a^^pect,  tliat  neither  vv(  n,  nor  mole. 
The  tabic  of  ihe  brow,  ihe  eyes*  lustre, 
The  lips'  cherry,  niilher  the  blush  nor  smite. 
Should  iiive  the  one  distinction  from  the  other? 
Does  Nature  work  in  moulds? 

Mart.    Altogether; 
We're  all  one  laoulil,  one  dust, 

Aul.  Thy  r(Sl^olJ'.•>  mouldy: 
I  >})eak  from  the  forru.  thou  the  matter.  Why? 
Was  it  not  ever  one  of  Nature's  glories. 
Nay,  .her;;reat  piecrof  won  h  r,  that  amougst 
So  many  millions  milli(;nsof  lu^r  wi^rks 
She  leTt  tlie  eye  (li>riuction.  to  cull  out 
The  one  from  i»ther;  yet  all  one  name,  the 

MiTt.  Yon  mu^t  [face? 

(.'ouij^'are  'em  hv  sone  other  p.)rt  of  ihcbody. 
If  t:»e  fare  (Muunt  <lo't. 

Ant.  Diflrrt  ask  her  uan»c? 

Mo/i.  \'(^f  iiiid  w!>o;j:ivc  it  her; 
An:i  what  they  pro'iiis'd  more,bLsiJesaspoon, 
And  vvhac  apostle's  picture:  She  is  clu*isten*d 
lo  >, 

In  toia-ii  wherf  of  s!Kr*-<  c:i!fd  f<iabella; 
1  l.e  (1  lughior  of  u  «;^unrry  pluw-swain  by: 
If  tliis  ho  not  true,  she  lies. 

Ant.  She  canu«yt^: 
It  v\i>ol'l  be?»een,  a  blister  on  her  lip. 
Should  falshood  touch  it,  it  is  oo  tender. 


Had  her  name  held, 't  had  been  Ismenia, 
AntI  not  aimiher  of  her  name. 

Mart.  Shall  I  sueak? 

Ant.  Yes,  if  thou  wilt  speak  truth. 
Is  she  not  wondrous  like? 

M'lrt,  As  two  garments 
Of  the  same  lashion,  cut  from  the  same  piece; 
Yet,  if  any  excel,  this  h:is  the  first; 
And  in  nw  iu  'iitijeiit  'tis  so. 

Ant.   It  is  my  opinion. 

Afurt.  Were  it  the  face  where  mine  eyes 
sho'ild  iKvi'Jl, 
I  woultl  pleaM  bi>t!i  w  ith  this,  as  soon  :is  ouc 
With  the  other. 

Ant.  And  yet  the  othf'r  is 
The  case  of  iliis  •^     Had  I  not  look'd  upon 
Isnienia,  (  ne'er  had  stay'd  b(yond 
Good  morrow's  tiuje  in  \icw  of  this. 

Mart,  '\Voul  I  i  could  leave  him  here  ! 

l^Asids. 
'Twere  a  free  pa^Najie  to  Ismenia. 
[  must  n.jw  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  fire; 
^tt  kiudle't  uiore. — Vou  not  consider,  sir, 
Ihe  iireat  dtNparily  is  in  their  bh)ods, 
Estates  and  foj  turns:  There  is  the  rich  beautr, 
Whu  h  this  poor  houieliUess  is  not  endow  d 
'l'h(  n  'i  dilferi  i.co  enoui,h.  [witU^ 

Ant.  The  least  of  all; 
Equality  is  no  rule  in  Love's  crammnr. 
'I'hut  sole  unhappiness  is  left  to  i)rinei.', 
To  many  blood  :  We  are  nx e  disposer*, 
And  have  the  pov>  V  ij  equalize  their  bloodt 
Up  to  our  ov\ji ;  we  cannot  keep  it  back; 
Tis  a  due  debt  fnim  us. 

Mart.  Ay,  sir,  had  you 
No  father,  uor  uncle,  nor  such  hinderer% 
You  might  do  u  ,\.\\  yourself  at  your  pleasure ; 
B'jt  as  It  i^ 

Ant.  As  it  is?    It  is  nothinw: 
Tl:eir  pow'rs  will  come  toj  bite,  to  give  inc 
The  yesterday  J  lost '^  [buck 

Mart.  Indeed,  to  Say  sooth, 
Your  oppo'^itlon  from  the  iither  part 
Is  of  moie  force ;  tluTc  you  run  the  hazard 
Of  e\ery  hour  a  life,  had  you  supply; 
You  meet  your  dearest  enemy  in  love 
With  all  hik  hate  about  him  :*  Twill  be  nior« 

hard 
For  your  [smenia  ti*  ewme  home  to  you, 
Than  you  to  go  lo  country  Isabel. 

I'lnttr  Julio. 

Ant.  Tush  !  'tis  not  r!car  removes  me. 

Mort.   Nomoiv!  your  uuele. 

Jul.  Oh,  the  gOi>d  lu/iir  upon  you,  gentle* 
men ! 
NVelc.omc,  nephew  I  speak  it  to  your  friend,  sir; 
ft  may  la?  happier  rcoeiv'J  lioin  you, 
In  his  accej)luJJLe. 


»7  Honeif-maker  j;a/^s.]  Corrected  in  1730. 

»8  And  ifH  the  otht^r  is  the  case  of  tltis.]  Seward  proposes  n>  substitute  (aa«  for  one. 

'*   1  lie  Ti^stcrdity  I  tost.j  Seward  here  would  read, 

* too  late,  to  nivc  me  back 

'  W/iat  Yvstcrdui/  f  lust: 

•1  C  U 
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Ant.  I  made  bold,  uncle. 
To  do*t  before ;  and  I  think  be  belieres  it. 

Mart.  Tw  HS  iievrr  d(mbted,  sir. 

Jylio.  Here  arc  sports,  dons. 
That  you  must  look  on  with  a  loving  eye, 
And  without  censure,  unle'*s  it  be  ^iviufi; 
My  country  neighbours'  loves  their  yearly 
off'rinc*,  [pain 

Tlint  must  not  be  refused  ;  thoujzb't  be  more 
To  the  spectator,  than  the  painful  actor; 
It  will  abide  no  more  test  than  the  tinsel 
We  clad  our  masks  in  for  an  hour's  wearing, 
Or  the  livVy  lace  sometimes  on  the  cloaks 
Of  a  great  don's  followers :  I  sp<^ak  no  further 
Than  our  own  country,  sir. 

lifart.  For  my  part,  sir,  [come. 

Tlie  more  absurd,  't  shall  be  the  better  wel- 

Juiio.  You'll  find  the  guest  you  look  for. 
I  heard,  cousin, 
You  were  at  Toledo  th'  other  day. 

Ant.  Not  late,  sir. 

Julio.  Oh  fyl  must  I  be  plainer?     You 
chang'd  the  point 
With  Terzo  and  Li^atiro,  two  o'lli' stock 
Of  onr  antagonists,  the  Bellides. 

Ant,  A  mere  proffer,  sir;  the  prevention 
Was  quick  with  us:  We  had  done  somewhat 
Tliis  gentleman  was  enpag'd  in't.  [else. 

Julio.  I  am  the  enemy 
To  his  foe  for  it.     That  wildfire  will  crave 
More  than  fair  water  to  quench  it,  1  suspect: 
Whence  it  will  come,  1  know  not. 

Enter  tn^o  or  three  Gentlemen, 
.  Ant,  I  was  about  a  gentle  reconcilement; 
But  I  do  fear  f  shall  go  back  again. 

Jul.  Come,  come ;  the  sports  are  coming 
on  us; 
Nay,  I  have  more  guests  to  grace  it :  Wel- 

com**,"  don 
Gostanco,  Giraldo,  Philippo !  Scat,  sr:ir.  all ! 

( Music. 
Enter  a  CupiJ. 

Cupid.  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  f  pre- 
sent him ; 
Love  is  a  fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  him  ••. 

Mart.  Alas,  poor  Imvc  !  who  are  they  that 

can  quench  him  ? 
Julio,  lie's  not  wiiLout  those  members; 

fear  him  not. 


Cupid.  Love  shoots ;  tberef6re  I  bear  bis 
bow  about ; 
And  Love  is  blind ;  therefore  my  eyes  arc  oat. 

Mart,  I  never  heard  Love  give  reason  for 
what  he  did  before. 

Enter  Bustopha,  for  Paris. 

Cupid,  Let  such  as  tan  see,  see  such  as 

cannot.     Bi*hold  [irold : 

Our  goddesses  all  three  strive  for  the  ball  of 

And  riere  fair  Paris  comes,  tlie  hopeful  youth 

of  Troy,  [only  joy. 

Queen  Hecuba's  darling  son,  king  Priam's 

Mart,  Is  this  Paris? 
I  should  have  taken  him  for  Hector  rather. 
Bust.  Paris  at  this  time :  Tray  you  hold 

your  prating ! 
Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry. 
Juiio.  Oh,  at  this  time 
Yon  nmst  pardon  him;  he  comes  as  a  jiid^^e. 
Mart,  God's  mercy  on  all  that  look  upon 
him,  say  I. 

Bu^t.  The  thund'rini;  seas,  whose  wat'ry 
fire  washes  the  whitinj;-mops. 

The  gentle  whale,  whose  feet  so  fell  flies  o'er 
the  mountain  tops. 

No  roars  so  fierce,  no  throats  so  deep,  no 
howls  can  bring  such  feais,    [and  bears. 

As  Paris  can,  if  garden  from  he  call  his  dogs 

Mart.  Ay,  those  they  were  that  I  fear'd 

all  this  while. 

Bust.  Yes,  .Tack-an-apes 

Mart.  I  thank  yon,  good  Paris! 

Bust.  Yiiu  may  hold  your  peace, and  stand 

further  out  o'th'way  th<'n: 
The  lints  will  fall  whtre'thev  lisiht. 

Yes,  Jack-an-apes,  he  hath  to  sports,  and 

faces  make  like  mirth. 
Whilst  bellowing  bulls  the  homed  beasts  do 

toss  from  ground  to  earth. 
Blind  l;ear  tliere  i.**^',  as  Cupid  blind 

Ant.  That  bear  would  bewhipp'd  for  losing 
of  his  eves. 

Bust.  I3e-vvhipped  man  may  sec. 
But  we  present  no  such  content,  but  nymphs 
such  as  they  be. 

Ant.  These  are  Ions;  lines. 
Alart.  Can  you  blame  him,  leading  bulls 
and  bears  in  em  ?  • 


''o  Therefore  you  mat/  lament  him.]  The  rhyme  by  this  reading  is  preser\'ed  'tis  true,  but  I 
am  afraid  the  sense  is  lost ;  for  where  is  the  congruity  between  love's  hcin^  a  Jlre,  and  our 
lamenting  of'himY    Besides,  the  next  line  contradicts  this,  which  runs  so, 

'  Alas,  poor  Lo\e,  who  are  they  that  can  quench  hin»?' 
I  imagine  therefore  that  we  should  read  as  the  line  quoted  gives  us  licence, 

* Therefore  you  may  ouench  him,*        Sympson. 

•  Alas,  poor  Love  !*  in  the  next  line  seems  to  refer  to  lamenting  hmi.     The  mock  drama  is 
perhaps  purposcrly  inconsnious. 

«*  Blind  hear  there  «,  &c.]  Mr.  Seward  is  of  opinion  that  a  line  here  is  got  out  of  its  place, 
and  that  Antonio  drolls  upon  whipping  the  bear  before  the  whipping  was  spoke  of,  and  pro- 
poses reading  thus: 

Bust.  •  Blind  bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  blind  be- whipped  man  may  see. 
Ant.  *  Th.1t  bear  should  be  whipp'd  for  losing  of  his  eyes. 
Bust,  *  But  we  present,'  4 c        Sympson. 


Act  8.  Scene  2.] 
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Enter  Shepherd  sinfsirtg,  with  Ismcnia,  Amin- 
ta,  Florimel  (as  Juno,  Pailas,  Venus),  und 
three  Nj/mphs  attending. 

Bust.  Go, Cupid  biindy  conduct  tl'ie  dumb; 
for  ladies  must  not  speak  here. 
Let  shepherds  sini^  with  dancing  feet,  and 
cords  of  musick  break  here ! 

Now  ladies  fight,  with  heels  so  light; 

By  lot  vour  luck  mi/st  fall. 
Where  Pans  please,  to  do  you  ease. 

And  give  the  golden  bull.        [Dance. 

Mart.  If  you  play*d  Paris  now,  Antonio, 
Where  would  you  bestow  it? 

Ant.  I  prithee,  friend, 
Take  the  full  freedom  of  thought,but  no  words. 
Mart.  'Protest  there's  a  third,  which  by 
her  habit 
Should  personate  Venus,  and,  by  consequence 
Of  the  story,  receive  the  honour's  prize : 
And  were  I  a  Paris,  there  it  should  be. 
Do  you  note  her  ? 

Ant.  No;    mine  eye's  so  Bx'd,  I  cannot 

move  it. 
Cupid.  The  dance  is  ended ;  now  to  judge- 
ment, Paris  ! 

Bust.  Here,  Juno,  here ! — But  stay ;  I  do 
espy 
A  pretty  ftleek  comin<;  from  Pallas'  eye : 
Here,   f*ollas,   here!— Yet  stay  again;  me- 

thinks 
I  see  the  eye  of  lovely  Venus  winks :    [ev'n  ! 
Oh,  close  them  both ;  shut  in  those  golden 
And  I  will  kiss  those  sweet  blind  cheeks  of 

thine. 
Juno  is  anwry ;  yes.  and  Pallas  frowns: 
'Would    Paris    now  wer«  gone  from    Ida's 

downs  I 
They  both  urc  fair ;   but  Venus  has  tlie  mole, 
The  fairest  hair,  and  sweetest  dimple-liole: 
To  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither; 
Can  one  man  please  thme  Indies  all  together? 
No;  take  it,  Venus  !  toss  k  at  thy  pleasure; 
Thou  art  the  lover's  friend  beyond  his  mea- 
sure. 

Julio.  Paris  has  done  what  man  ran  do, 
pieasM  one  : 
Whoc'ui  do  more? 

Murt.  Stay:  herc/s  another  person. 

Enter  Gcrnsto,  as  ilf'/r.t.  ^ 

Ger.  Come,  lovflv  Venus;  leave  this  lower 
orb, 
And   mount  with   Mars  up    to  his  glorious 
Bust.  How  now?  what's  he?  [sphere. 

Flor.  Viu  ignorant  what  to  do,  sir. 

CVr,  Tl;y  silver  yoke  of  duve:»  are  in  the 
team, 
And  t.\i'n\  >!ialt  fly  tliorouj^h  Apollo's  beam: 
I'il  see  t'ifo  soateii  in  thv  uohlon  ttirone. 
And  hold  with  Mars  a  sweet  conjunction. 

[Edit  icith  Fioriinel. 

Bust.  Ha!  what  fellow's  this?  h' has  ear- 
ned uway 


My  sister  \'enu^:  He  never  rehcars'd 
His  part  w  iih  me  before. 

Julio.  What  follows  now, 
Prince  Paris  ? 

Ffor,  \ within.]  Help,  help,  help! 

Bust.  Hue  and  cry,  I  think,  sir;     [mf^I's. 
This  is  Venus'  voice,  mine  own  sister  Mori- 

Mart.  VVhat,    is   there  some  trapick  art 
behind?  [and  Venus 

Bust.  No,  no;   altogether  comical;  Mars 
Are  in  the  old  conjunction,  it  seems. 

Mart,  'lis  very  improper  then;  forVenui 
Never  cries  out  when  nhe  conjoins  w  ith  Mars. 

Bust.  That's  true  indeed;  they  are  out  of 
their  parts  sure: 
It  may  be  'tis  the  book-holder's  fault;  1*11  |ro 
see.  [fUit. 

Julio.  How  like  you  our  country  revels, 
gentlemen  ?  [sir. 

All  Gent.  Oh,  they  c<»mmcnd  themselves. 

Ant.  Methinks   now  Juno   and   Miiien'a 
should  take 
Revenue  on  Paris ;  it  can't  end  without  it. 

Mart.  I  did  expect. 
Instead  of  Mars,  the  storm  gaoler  iEolus; 
And  Juno  proffering  her  deiopcia 
As  satisfaction  to  the  blustring  god. 
To  send  histossers  forth. 

Julio.   It  may  so  follow  : 
Let's  not  prcjudicaie  the  history  ! 

Enter  Bvstopha. 

Bust.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Ju/io.  So,  here's  a  passion  toward*. 

Bust.  Help,  help,  if  you  he  gentleiiien  !  my 
My  Venus !  she's  stol'n  away.  [bister, 

Julio.  The  storv  chattgeji 
From  our  expectation. 

Bust.  Htlp!  my  father 
The  miller  will  hang  me  eNe:  Ood  Mars 
Is  a  bawdy  villain !  he  said  site  sh<>u!d  ride 

upon  doves : 
She's  hors'd,  she's  hors'd,  whether  slic  will  «)r 

Mart.  Sure,  I  think  he's  serious.  [no. 

Bust.  She's  hors'd  upon 
A  double  gelding,  and  a  stone-horsci  in 
The  breech  of  her :  The  poor  wench  crie^  help, 
And  I  cry  help,  and  none  of  you  will  help. 

Julio.  Speak,  is  it  tlie  show?  or  dosi  thou 
bawl? 

Bust.  A  pox  on  the  ball !  my  sister  hawl«, 
and  I  bawl !  [halter 

Either  bridle  hor^e  and  follow,  or  give  me  a 
To  hai'g  myself:   1  cannot  run  so  last 
As  a  hog. 

Julio.  Why,  follow  me  !  Til  fill 
The  country  with  pursuit,  but  I  will  find 
The  thief  !   My  house  thus  nbus'd  ?       [Exit. 

Bust.  Til  my  house  that's 
Abus'd ;  the  sister  of  my  flesli  and  blood ! 
Oh,  oh!  [Exit. 

1  Wench.  Tis  time   we  all  shift  for  our- 
If  this  he  serious.  [selves, 

y  Wench.  Howe'er,  I'll  be  gone. 

3  Wench.  Aud  L  [Exeunt, 
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[Act  t.  Scene  f . 


Ant.  You  need  not  fright  your  beauties, 
pretty  suuls, 
With  the  least  pale  complexion  of  a  fear. 

Mart.  Juno  has  bttter  courage,  and  Mi- 
nerva's more  discreet. 

Jsjti.  AJas,  my  courajie  was  so  counterfeit. 
It  might  Iiave  been  struck  from  me  with  a 

featljer : 
Juno  never  had  so  weak  a  presenter. 

Amin.  Sure  I  was  ncVr  the  v^iser  for  Mi- 
Tliat  I  find  yet  about  me.  [nerva ; 

/jw.  My  dwellinji;,  sir?  [Ant.u'hisfwrt  hm, 
Tis  a  pooryeoman's  r(K)f,  scarce  a  league  off, 
That  never  sham*d  me  yet. 

Anl.  Vourjicntle  paidon ! 
i  vow  my  erriui;  eyes  had  ulmost  cast  you 
F(*r  (iue  of  the  mo.st  mortiii  enemies 
Thjit  our  family  has. 

hm    Tm  sorry,  sir, 
I  am  so  like  your  foe :  Twere  fit  I  hasted 
From  your  offended  s»i:ht. 

Ani.  Oh,  mistake  not ; 
It  was  »ny  error,  and  I  do  confess  it. 
You'll  .not  l>elievc  you're  welcome ;  nor  can  I 

sfiioak  it ; 
But  tlwre's  my  friend  can  tell  you;  'pray 
h(?:irhim!  Fcmployment. 

Mali.  Shall  I  tell  her,  sir?  I'm  jjladoftlie 

Ant,   A  kinsNvuman  to  that  beauty.^ 

Amin,   A  kin  to  her,  sir; 
But  noiljiui;  to  her  beauty. 

Ant.  .Do  not  wron^  it; 
It  is  not  fur  behind  her. 

Amin.  Her  hinder  piirts 
Are  not  far  off,  indeed,  sir.  [now, 

Mmrt,  fx-tme  but  kJ^s  you  with  his  ardour 
You  9h:ij    feel  how  he  loves  you.  ^ 

liw.  (  )li,  forhtnr  ! 
I'is  not  1  he  fusliion  with  us.     But  would  you 
IVrsuadi  •  me  that  lie  lovea  me  ? 

Mart,    I'll  wnrriint  you  [on't. 

lie  di<  s  in't;  and  that  were  witness  enout!;ii 

lam.  l.ove  nic,  bir?  Can  you  tell  me  for 
wh;ir  reason  ? 

^luit,   I'y !  \v:!l  von  ask  me?  That  which 
you"  vr  about  you. 

htfi.  1  know  nothin<r,  sir. 

j\Iort    Let  him  fiifd  it  then  ! 
lie  cip.istanily  bel»e\c*«>  you  have  the  thing 
TIjhL  he  must  love  you  for;  Uiuch  ia  apparent, 
A  s\f  cetaiid  lovely  l)eauty. 

Ism.  So,  sir ;  'pray  you 
Slifw  meonethinir:  l)id  he  ne'er  love  before? 
(I  know  you  are  his  bos<iin  counsellor.) 
Nay  then,  I  K'e  your  an«»wer  is  not  ready; 
I'll  not  believe  you,  if  you  study  further. 

Mart.  Shall  I  speak  truth  to  you? 

Jsm.  Or  speak  no  mt>re. 

Mart.  There  wus  a  smile  thrown  at  hiiu, 

from  a  lady. 

Whose  dejicrts  mij;ht  buy  him  treble,andhit dy 

He  reeeiv'd  it,  and  I  know  where  he  lost  it; 

In  thi^   fare  of  yours:    I  know  hi$  htarL*s 

within  you. 

Itm.  May  1  know  her  name  ? 


Mart.  In  your  ear  you  may, 
Wirh  vow  of  silence. 

Amin.  He'll  not  give  OTcr,  sir; 
If  he  speak  for  you,  he'll  sure  speed  for  joo. 

Ant.  But  that  ib  not  the  answer  to   my 
question.  [science, 

Amin.  You  are  the  first,  in  ray  virtin-con- 
riiat  ever  spoke  love  to  her:  Oh,  tuy  lieart! 

Ant.  How  do  you  ? 

Amin.  Nothinc;,  Mr;  but  *  wool  J  I  liad 
A  better  face !  How  well  your  pulse  beat^ ! 

Ant.  Healthfully; 
Does  it  not  ? 

Amin    1 1  thumps  prettily,  methinls.  [creat 

Ism.  Alack,  I  hear  it  with  much  pity  r^Iow 
Is  your  fault  too,  in  wrong  to  ttie  good  lady .? 

Mutt.  You  forget  the  difficult  passage  he 
has  to  111  r; 
A  hell  of  feud's  between  the  familiea. 

hm.  And  that  has  often  Love  wrought  by 
To  p<  ace fu I  reconcilement.  [advantage 

Mutt.    There  impossihle. 

hm.  This  way  'tis  worser;  it  may  seed  again 
In  her  unto  another  ^cneiation; 
For  whi  re,  poor  lady,  is  her  i-atisfartion  ? 

Mart.  It  comes  in  me.   To  be  truth,  I  iove 
(I'll  no  uo  furilier  for  compaiiMiu)  [btr 

As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 

hm.  How  '\\  biie  l«»ve  not  ? 

Muit.  Tush,  be  time  my  piiins!  you  know 
not  what  art 
I  have  those  ways. 

hm.  Beshrew    you  !  you  hare   practis'd 

upoume;  [menia. 

Well,  sptea  n:e  here,  and  you  with  >our  Is- 

Moft.  Go,thecondirion*sdrawn,  and  readv 
There  war.rs  Lut  your  hand  to't.         [dated  ; 

Amin.  Truly  you  have  taken 
Great  paiuh,  sir.  [beauty. 

Murt.  A   friendly  part,   no  more,  swtet 

Amin.  They're  happy,  sir,  have  such  friends 
as  you  are: 
Piut  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  in  this? 
How  will  his  allies  receive  it?  She,tho'Isav'r, 
Is  of  no  bettf-r  blood  than  I  am. 

Mart,  'J'here 
I  leave  it;  1  am  at  fiirthest  that  way.  [now: 

hni.  You  shall  exteuil  your  vows  noinnrer 
My  iiearc  calls  you  mine  own,   and   that's 

enou'ih." 
Reason,]  know,  would  have  all  yetconceal'd. 
[  shall  not  leave  you  uusaluted  lung 
Kjther  by  pen  or  person. 

Ant.  You  may  discourse  [sliall 

With  me,  when   you  think  vou're  alone;  I 
Be  present  with  you. 

Ism.  Come,  cousin,  will  you  walk? 

Amin.  Alu.'S,  I  was  ready  long  since.     In 
onscience, 
You  would  wjtli  better  will  yet  stay  l)ehind. 

hm.  Oh,  f>Ae!  I  uever  thought  tb*  hadst 
been  *o  Mind.  [^hlieuut. 

Mart.  You'll  answer  this,  sir. 

Ant.  If  ^'er  it  be  spoke  on: 
I  purpose  not  to  propomid  the  qiteslion. 
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Enter  Julio. 


Julio.  'lis  true  the  poor  knave  said:  Some 
ravihlicr, 
Some  of  Lust's  blooiJ-hounds,   have  seizM 

ufMHi  lier; 
Tlic  pirl  is  hurried,  as  the  devil  were  with*cm 
And  hclp'd  their  bpotil. 

jilnrl.  It  nifiv  he  not  wi  ill,  sir. 
A  uell-prijv.ired  l«»veT  may  do  as  much 
Id  liot  hltMxl  as  tills,  and  jitrfonn  it  honestly. 
Julio.  What  ?  steal  awwy  a  virgin  'gainst 

her  \^  ill  ? 
Mali.  1 1  may  be  any  man's  case ;  despise 
nothing;: 
And  that's  a  thief  of  a  p(K>d  quality, 
Mo'it  rouiuioiily  he  hriutjs  his  theft  home 
Tho'  with  a  litde  sh.ime.  [agai»>- 

././/«>.  There's  a  charge-  hy't 
Fall'iJ  upon  nig:   Paris  C the  miller's  son) 
Her  hrolher,  dan  s  not  venture  li«)inc  again, 
Till  belter  tulin|t!»  follow  of  his  sister. 

Jut.  Vou're  tlio  more  behoUlmg  to  the 
mischanrc,  sir: 
JIad  I  S'»"e  a  boot-halinR«',  I  jhould  as  soon 
Have  stoi'n  him  as  his  sifter:  xViarry  then, 
1  o  rend(  r  him  Iwrk  in  the  same  plight  he  is 
May  be  costly ;  his  tlesli  is  not  uiaintain'd 
'  wjth  little. 


Julio.  I  think  the  poor  knave  will  pine 
away ;  he  cries 
All-to  l>e- pitied  yonder. 

Mart.  'Pray  you,  sir, 
Let's  ^o  see  him :   1  siiould  laugh  to  see  hira 
cry, sure. 

Julio.  Well,  you're  merry,  sir. 
Antonio,  keep  this  charge ;  (I  have  fears 
Move  mo  to  lav  it  <ni  you)  *\^TAy  torltear 
The  ways  of  your  enemies,  the  IMIiden. 
I  have  reason  fur  my  injunction,  sir.      [Exit, 

Enter  Aminta  tn  a  pagey  with  a  letter. 

Ant.  Tome,  sir?  from  whr)m? 

Amin.  A  fneiiil,  I  ilare  vow,  sir, 
Tho' on  the  enemies*  part :  The  iady  Fsmenia. 

Mart.  Take   heed  ;  blu>li  not  too  deep. 
Ia.I  ine  advise  you 
In  your  answer;   it  must  be  d«me  heedfully. 

Ant.  I  should  not  see  a  masculine,  in  pi^ace, 
Out  of  that  house. 

Amin.  Alas,  1  am  a  cliild,  sir; 
Your  hates  cannot  last  'till  I  wear  a  sword. 

Ant.  Await  me  for  your  answer. 

Murt.  He  must  sec  her. 
To  manifest  his  shame;  'iis  iny  a(Jvautat>e  : 
While  our  blood's  under  us,  tve  keep  aliovc; 
But  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  love. 


**  Boot'haling.]  Sec  note  •  on  The  Chances. 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Julio  and  Franio. 


Era. 


Tl-f  Y  lord,  my  lord,  your  house  hath 
•*■'-■•   injuir'd  me, 
Ilobb'd  me  of  all  the  joys  I  had  on  earth. 

Julio.  Where  vvcrttiiou brought  up,  fellow? 

Era.  in  a  mill : 
You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  exclaims. 
Which  must  ri^e  higher  yet. 

Jul,  Obstrep'rous  carle  •!, 
If  thy  throat's  tempest  could  o'er-turn  my 

house. 
What  satisfaction  were  it  for  tliy  child? 
Turn  tiiee  the  right  way  to  thy  journey's  end; 
Wilt  have  her  where  she's  not? 

Era.  Here  was  frhe  lost, 
And  here  must  I  begin  my  footing  after ; 
From  whence,  until  1  meet  a  pow'r  to  punish, 
I  will  not  rest.     You  are  not  quick  to  grief; 
Your  hearing's  a  dead  sense !  Were  your's 

the  los^. 
Had  you  a  daughter  stoi'n,  perhaps  lie-whorM, 
(For  to  what  other  end  should  come  the  tliief?; 


You'd  play  the  miller  then,  be  lo*id  and  liigh ; 
But  being  not  a  sorrow  of  your  own. 
You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another. 

Julio.  Oh,  thou  hastop'd  a  sluice  was  long 
shut  up. 
And  let  a  flood  of  grief  in ;  a  buried  grief   i 
1  hy  voice  halli  wak'd  a^ain,  a  grief  as  old 
As'likely  'tis  thy  child  is  !  Friend,  1  tell  thee, 
1  did  once  lose  a  daughter. 

Era    Did  you,  sir? 
'Beseech  you  then,  how  did  ytHi  bear  her  loss? 

Julio.  With  thy  grief  trelded. 

Era.  But  was  she  stolen  fro:n  you? 

Julio.    Yes,  by  devouring  tliieves,   from 
whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a  satisfaction  : 
The  wild  beasts  had  her  in   her  swathing 
cloaths. 

Era.  Oil,  much  good  do  'em  with  her ! 

Julio.  Away,  rough  churl'*! 

Era.  Why,  she  was  better,  eaten,  than 
my  child, 
letter  by  beasts,  than  beastly  men  devour'd : 
They  took  away  a  life,  uo  honour,  from  her; 


•5  A  carle.^  A  churl,  a  clown.  Percy. 

^  Tough  churl.]  beward  proposes  reading  rough,  which  Sympson  rejects. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1. 


Those  beasts  might  make  a  famt  of  her ;  but 

these 
Will  wake  roy  child  a  dc\'il.  But,  was  she,  sir, 
Your  only  daughter  ? 

Enter  Gillian. 

Julio.  I  ne'er  had  other,  friend. 
Gil'  Where  are  you,  man  ?  your  business 
lies  not  here !  [where: 

Your  daughter's  in  the  pound  ;    IVe  found 
Twill  cost  you  dear,  her  t'rcedoui. 

Fra,  ril  break  it  down,  and  free  her  with- 
out pay  I  .  f  nie. 
Horse-locks  nor  chains  shall  hold  her  from 

Julio.  I'll  take  this  relief: 
I  now  have  time  to  speak  alone  wi:h  grief. 

[Exit,     Gil,  whispers  him. 
Fra.  How !  my  landlord  ?  he  is  lord  of  my 
lands, 
But  not  my  cattle:  I'll  have  her  asnin,  Gil. 
Gil.  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  sudden  notv? 
Fra.  No,  Gil ; 
I  have  been  mad  these  five  hours!  1*11  sell  my 

mill 
Andbuyaroaring— I'll  batter  down  his  house. 
And  make  a  stews  on't. 

Gil.  Will  you  gather  up 
Your  wits  a  little,  and  hear  me  ?  The  king's 

near  by,  in  progress  ; 
Here  I  have  got  our  supplication  drawn, 
And  there's  the  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me,  Gil : 
I  will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  king.         fit; 
To  his  own  hands,  God  bless  him,  will  I  give 
And  he  shall  set  the  law  upon  their  shoulders, 
And  hang  'em  all  that  had  a  hand  in  ir. 
Gil.  Where  is  your  son  ? 
Fra,  He  shall  be  hahg'd  in  flitches ! 
The  dogs  shall  cat  him  in  Lent ; 
There's  cats*  meat  and  do«^s'  mt  at  euoogh 
about  him. 
Gil,  Sure  the  poor  girl  is  the  count's  whore 

by  this  time. 
Fra.  If  j»he   be  the  count's   whore,   the 
whore's  count  [heH<l ! 

Shnll  pay  for't ;  he  shall  pay  for  a  new  maidcn- 
Gil,  You  are  so  violous! — This   J'ra  rt- 
solv'd ; 
If  she  be  a  whore  once,  I'll  renounce  her. 
You  kdow,  if  every  man  had  liis  rij:ht,  ahe's 
None  of  our  child,  but  a  mere  foundling; 
(And  I  can  guess  the  owner  for  a  need  too) 
We  have  but  foster'd  her. 

Fra.  Gil,  no  more  ol  tliat! 
I'll  cut  your  tongue  out,  if  you  tell  those  tales. 
Hark,  hark  !  these  toatcrs  tell  us  the  king's 

coming. 
Get  you  goue;  I'll  see  if  I  can  find  him. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  LisaurOj  Terzo,  Pedro,  and  Moncado. 
Lis.  Does  tlie  king  remove  to  day  ? 
Ttrgo,  So  say  the  narbingers. 


And  keeps  his  way  on  toValentia; 
There  ends  the  progress. 

Pedro.  He  hunts  this  morning,  gentlemen, 
And  dines  i'  th'  fields:    The  court  is  ail  in 
readiness. 
Jas,  Pedro,  did  you  send  for  this  tailor.' 
or  you,  Moncado? 
This  light  French  demi-lance  that  follows  ws? 
Pedro,  No,  I  assure  ye  on  my  word,  I'm 
guiltless ; 
I  o\ve  him  too  much  to  be  inward  witli  him. 
Monc.  ]  am  not  quit,  I'm  sure  :  There  is  a 
reck'ning  [suits) 

(Of  some  four  scarlet  cloaks,  and  two  lac'd 
Hangs  on  the  file  still,  like  a  fearful  comet. 
Makes  me  keep  off. 

lAs.  I'm  in  too,  gentlemen,  [dred. 

I  thank  his  faith,  for  a  matter  of  three  hun- 
Terzo.  .And  1  for  two.  What  a  devil  makes 
he  this  way } 
I  do  not  love  t<»  sec  my  sins  before  me. 
Pedro.  Tis  the  vacarion,  and  these  things 
break  out 
To  see  the  court,  and  glory  in  their  debtors. 
Tcrzo.  What  do  you  call  him**?  for  J  ne- 
ver love  [fo ; 
To  remember  their  name*  that  I  owe  money 
'Tis  not  genteel ;  I  shun  'em  hke  the  plague 
ever. 
Eis.  His  name's  \'ertigo,  (hold  your  heads, 
and  wonder ! ) 
A  FreMchn)an,  and  a  founder  of  new  fashions: 
The  revolutions  of  ntl  sbape.s  and  habits 
Hun  madding  thro'  his  brains. 

Enter  Vertigo, 

Mane.  He's  very  brave  ' 

Lis.  The  shreds  of  what  he  steals  from  us, 

believe  it,  [ye! 

Make  him  a  nii;;hty  man.  lie  conies ;  have  at 

Vert,  Save  ye  tojicther,  my  sweet  gentlc- 

I  have  been  looking [men  I 

Terzo.  Not  for  money,  sir? 
Vou  know  the  hard  time. 

Vert.  Pardon  nic,  ^^weet  fignor ! 
Good  faith,  the  leust  thought  in  my  heart; 

your  love,  gentlemen. 
Your  love's  enough  for  nie.     Money  ?  lianjr 
Let  me  preserve  your  love.  f money ! 

Lis.  Yes,  marry  shall  you, 
And  we  our  credit.  You  woulii  seethe  court? 
Aloric.  He  shall  see  ev'ry  place. 
Vert.  Shall  1,  i'failh,  gentlemen? 
Pedro.  The  cellar,  and  the  butt'ry,  and  the 
kitchen. 
The  pastry,  and  the  pantry. 
Terzo.  Av,  and  tjist^  too 
Of  ev'ry  office,  and  be  free  of  all  too ; 
That  he  may  say,  wiien  he  comes  home  io 

glory 

Vtrt.  And  I  will  say,  i' faith,  and  say  it 

openly,  [also? 

And  say  it  home  too.    Shall  I  see  the  king 


«  What  did  you  call  him  for?  I  never  loveJ]  Corrected  by  Sympspa. 
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Us,  Shalt  see  him  every  day;  shalt  see  the 
laidies* 
lo  their  French  cloaths ;  shalt  ride  a-'hunting 
with  bitu;  [handsomely 

Shalt  have  a  mistress  too. — We  roust  fool 
To  keep  him  in  belief  we  honour  him ; 
He  may  call  on  us  else. 

Pedro.  A  pox  upon  him ! 
Let  him  call  at  home  in's  own  house  for  salt 
butter. 
Vert.  And  when  the  king  puts  on  a  new 

suit 

Terzo.  Thon  shalt  see  it  first. 
And  dissect  his  doublets,  that  thou  mayst  be 
perfect. 
Vert,  The  wardrobe  I  would  fain  vicw^ 
gentlemen, 
Fain  come  to  see  the  wardrobe. 

Lis.  Thou  shalt  see  it. 
And  see  the  secret  of  it,  dive  into  it; 
Sleep  ill  the  wardrobe,  and  have  revelations 
Of  fashions  five  years  hence. 

Vert.  Ye  honour  me, 
Ye  infinitely  honour  me! 

Terzo,  Any  thing  i'  th'  court,  sir. 
Or  within  the  compass  of  a  courtier—  . 
Vert.  My  wife  snail  give  ye  thanks. 
Terzo,  You  shall  see  any  thing  I 
The  privat'st  place,  the  stool,  and  where  'tis 
emptied. 
Vert.  Ye  make  me  blush,  ye  pour  your 
bounties,  gentlemen, 
In  such  abundance. 

Lis.  I  will  shew  thee  presently 
The  order  that  the  kinf^  keeps  when  becomes 
To  open  view,  that  thou  mayst  tell  thy  nr igh- 
bours  [thing; 

Over  a  shoulder  of  mutton,  th'  liast  seen  some- 
Nay,  thou  shalt  present  the  king  for  this 

time 

Vert.  Nay,  I  pray,  sir  I 
Lis.  That  thou  mayst  "know  what  state 
there  does  belong  to*t.  [nance. 

Stand  there,  I  say !  and  put  on  a  sad  count'- 
Mingled  with  height!  fie  cover*d,  and  re- 
served ;  [rious. 
Move  like  the  sun,  by  soft  degrees,  and  glo- 
Into  your  order,  gentlemen,  uncover*d  !  , 
The  king  appears.     We'll  sport  with  you  a 

while,  sir; 
I*m  sure  you're  merry  with  us  all  the  year 

loni:^,  tailor. 
Move  softer  still;  keep  in  that  fencing  leg. 
Turn  to  no  siJe.  [monsieur ; 


Enter  Franio  out  of  breath, 

Terzo.  What's  this  that  appeal's  to  him  .^ 
La,  H*hus  u  petition,  and  he  looks  most 
lamentably. 
Mistai;e  him,  and  wcVe  made. 

Fra,  Tills  is  the  kini;  sure,  [doatl's. 

The  glorious  king !     I  know  him  by  his  gay 

Lis,  Now  bear  yourself,  that  yoU  may  say 

hereafter 

Fra.  I  have  recovcr'd  breath;   1*11  speak 
unto  him  presently. 
May  it  please  your  gracious  majesty  to  con- 
A  poor  man's  case !  [sider 

yert.  What's  your  will,  sir? 
Lis,  Yr)u  must  accept,  and  read  it. 
Terzo.  The  tailor  will  run  mad  upon  my 

life  for't, 
Pedro,  How  he  mumps  and  bridles !  Hc*ll 

ne'er  cut  cloaths  again. 
Vert.  And  what's  your  grief? 
Alone.  He  speaks  i'  th'  nose  like  his  goose. 
Fra.  I  pray  vou  read  there;  I'm  abus'd 
and  frump'd,  sir. 
By  a  great  man,  tliat  may  do  ill  by  authority : 
Poor  honest  men  are  hang'd  for  doing  less,sir« 
My  child  is  stol'n,  the  countOtrante  stole  her! 
A  pretty  child  she  is*?,  altho'  I  say  it, 
A  handsome  mother ;  he  means  to  make  a 

whore  of  her, 
A  silken  whore ;  his  knaves  have  filch*<l  her 
from  me;  [offices. 

He  keeps  lewd  knaves,  that  do  him  beastly 
I  kneel  for  justice:   Shall  I  have  it,  sir? 

Enter  Philippo  and  Lords, 

Phil.  What pfu^eant's  this? 

Lis.  The  king! 
Taylor,  stand  off !  Here  ends  your  apparition. 
Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  address  your 
There,  there's  the  king  indeed.  [paper  ; 

Fra.  May't  please  your  majesty  \ 

Phil.  Why  didst  thou  kneel  to  that  fellow? 

Fra,  In  good  faith,  sir, 
I  thought  h' had  been  a  king,  he  was  so  gal-^ 
There's  none  here  wears  such  gold.       [lant; 

Phil.  So  foolishly  ? 
You've  golden  busmess  sure !    Because  rm 

homely 
Clad,  in  no  glittVing  suit,  I  am  not  look'd  on. 
Ye  fools,  that  wear  gay  cloaths,  love  co  bo 

gap'd  at,  (T^**^ 

What  are  yon  better  when  your  end  calls  oq 
Will  gold  preserve  ye  from  the  grave?  oc 

jewels  ? 


^  Shalt  see  the  ladies 

shalt  ride  a-hunting  vith  him.]  As  him  has  nothing  to  refer  to  but  ladies,  I* 


would  alter  the  number,  and  read. 


a-hunting  with  them,*        SympsoJi. 


Him  may  refer  to  the  king,  and  most  probably  was  so  intended. 

•7  A  pretty  child  she  is. 

A  handsome  mother.]  Mr.  Theobald  proposes  changing  mother  for  mauther^B,  wofd  used 
now  in  Suffolk  for  a  girl.  But  there  is  no  occasion  at  all  for  this  change.  Sir  Henry  Spel- 
man  in  his  Glossary  tells  us  mother  is  a  corruption  of  tlie  Danish  word  moer,  which  signifies 
•  eirl.     Vide  in  Wfce  moer.        Sampson, 
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{Act  S.  Scene  1. 


Get  golden  minds,  and  fling  away  yoar  trap- 
pings; 
Unto  your  bodies  minister  warm  raiments, 
Wholesome  and  good;   glitter  within,  and 

spare  not ! 
Let  niy  court  have  rich  souls  !  their  suits  I 

weigh  not. 
And  what  are  you  that  took  such  state  upon 
Are  you  a  prince  ?  [you  ? 

Lis.  The  prince  of  tailors,  sir: 
We  oue  some  money  to  him,  an't  like  your 
msijesty. 
Fhil.  If  it  like  him,  'would  ye  ow'd  more ! 
Be  modestcr : 
A  nd  you  less  sancy,  sir ;  and  leave  this  place: 
Your    presMnj;-iron   will   make  no   perfect 
courtier. 

Go  stitrh  at  home,  and   cozen  your  poor 

neiijh  hours: 
Shew  such  another  pride,  I'll  have  you  i»hipt 

for*t! 
And  uet  worse  cloaths;  these  but  proclaim 

"    your  Felony. 
And  what's  your  paper  .^ 

Fra.  I  besrcch  you  read  it. 

Fhii,  What's  here.?  the  rouutOtrante  task'd 
fur  a  has*'  villainy? 
For  stealing  of  a  maid .? 

Lord.  The  count  Otrantc? 
Is  not  the  fellow  mad,  sir? 

Fra,  No,  no,  my  lord ; 
I'm  in  wy  wits:  I  am  a  labouring  man. 
And  we  have  seldom  leisure  to  run  mad: 
We've  other  business  to  employ  our  heads  in ; 
We've  little  wit  to  lose  too.    It'  we  complain, 
And  if  a  heavy  lord  lie  on  our  shoulders, 
Worse  than  a  sack  of  meal,  and  oppress  our 

poverties, 
We  are  mad  straight,  and  whop'd  ^,  and  tied 


m  fetters 


> 


Ahle  to  make  a  horse  mad,  as  you  use.  us. 
You're  mad  for  nothing,  and  no  man  dare 

proclaim  it; 
In  you  a  wildness  is  a  noble  trick. 
And  chcrish'd  in  ye.  and  all  men  must  love  it; 
Oppressions  of  all  sorts  sit  like  new  cloaths, 
^leatly  and  liandsomcly,  upon  your  lordships: 
And  if  v^e  kii  k,  ^hcn  your  honours  spur  us, 
W^e're  knaves  and  jades,  and  ready  tor  the 
I'm  a  true  miller.  [justice. 

Fhi/.  'I  hen  thou  art  a  wonder. 

2  Lord.  1  know  the   man  reputed  for  a 
good  man, 
An  honest  and  tubstantial  fellow. 

Phi/.  He  sp<  ak^  sense. 
And  to  the  point:   Urtatness  begets  much 
rudeness.  [son. 

How  (]  .re  you,  sirrah,  'j;aii»st  so  main  a  per- 
A  man  of  so  much  noble  note  and  honour. 


Put  ap  this  base  complaint?  mast  ev'ry  pea- 
sant 
Upon  a  saucy  will  affront  great  lords? 
All  fellows,  miller? 

Fra.  1  have  my  reward,  sir :      ' 
I  was  told,  one  greatness  would  protect  an- 
other, 
As  beams  support  their  fellows ;  now  1 6nd  it. 
I  ft  please  your  Grace  to  have  roe  bang'd, 

I'm  ready; 
Tis  but  a  miller,  and  a  thief  dispatch'd. 
Tho'  I  steal  bread,  I  steal  no  flesh  to  tempt  me. 
I  Imve  a  wife ;  au't  please  him  to  have  her  too. 
With  all  my  heart;  'twill  make  my  charge 

the  less,  sir ; 
She'll  hold  him  play  awhile.  I  have  a  boy  too; 
He's  able  to  instruct  his  honour's  h<>i;s«9. 
Or  rub  his  horses' heels ;  when 't  please  his 

lordship. 
He  may  mate  him  his  slave  too,  or  his  bawd  : 
The  boy  is  well  bred,  can  exl»ort  his  sister. 
For  me,  the  prison,  or  the  pillory,  [off. 

To  lose  my  goods,  f.inl  have  mine  tars  crept 
Whipt  like  a  lop,  and  have  a  paper  stuck 
Before  me,  for  abominable  honesty 
To  his  own  daughter!  I  can  endure,  sir;  Uie 

miller 
Has  a  stout  heart,  tough  as  his  toll-pin. 

FfiU.  I  suspect  this  shrewdly! 
Is  it  his  daughter  that  the  people  call 
The  miller's  fair  maid  ? 

2  L/trd,  It  should  seem  so,  sir. 
Fhil.  Be  sure  you  be  i'th'  right,  sirrah. 
Fra.  If  I  be  i'th^ wrong,  sir, 
Be  sure  you  hang  me ;  I  will  ask  no  o^nrtesy. 
Your  Grace  may  have  a  daughter,  (thmk  of 

that,  sir) 
She  may  be  fair,  and  she  may  be  abus'd  too, 
(A  king  is  not  exempted  from  these  cases) 

Stol'n  from  your  loving  care 

Phil.  1  do  much  pity  him. 

Fra.  But  Heav'n  forbid  she  should  be  in 

thatventuie  [Grace, 

That  mine's  in  at  this  hour.    I'll  assure  your 

The  lord  wants  a  water-mill,   and  means  to 

prind  with  her: 
'Would  I'd  his  stones  to  set !  I'd  fit  him  for  it, 
Phil.  Follow  me,  miller,  and  let  me  talk 
with  you  further ; 
And  keep  this  private  all,  upon  your  loyalties! 
Tomorrow  morning,  tho' I'm  now  beyond  him. 
And  the  kss  look'd  for,  I'il  bieak  my  fa&l 

with  the  good  count. 
No  more;  away  !  all  to  our  sports;  be  silent! 

[Kreuft^. 
Vert.  What  grace  shall  I  have  now  ? 
Lit.  Chu>e  thine  own  grace. 
And  ^o  to  dinner  when  thou  wilt.  Vertigo; 
We  must  needs  follow  the  king. 


**  We  are  mud  straight,  and  whop'd.J  This   slight  corruption  here  my  friend  alters  and 
ameocU  thus  with  me, 

*  We  are  mad  straij;ht,  and  v-hip'd.*       Sympson. 
Wlop*d,  in  vulgar  language .'^such  as  tJie  iViiller  miglit  use,  mi^ht  mean  beaten, 
«»  Hogs,]  Sympson's  anonymous  correspondent  proposes  reading  dogs. 


Act  5.  Scene  2.] 
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Ttrzo.  You  heard  the  sentence. 

M(mc,  If  you  sta^  here.  Til  send  thee  a 
hliouUler  of  vpiMson. 
Go  hoinf,  L'o  home ;  or,  if  thou  wilt  disguise, 
1*11  l;«'lp  thee  to  a  place  to  feed  the  doi»s. 

Pedro.  Or  thou  shalt  be  special  tailor  to 
the  kinu's  monkey; 
*Tis  a  ii.ie  place.    We  cannot  stay. 

Vert.  l\(»  money,  • 
Nor  no  L^racc,  gentlemen? 

Tcfzn.  'l'is>  too  early,  tailor; 
The  king  hasn't  bmke  his  fast  yet. 

Vert,  i  bhali  look  for  you 
The  next  term,  geotltvuen. 

Pedro.  Th»>u  sliait  not  miss  us: 
'Prithee   provide  some  cl 'alhs.     And,  dost 

tlhju  hear,  Vertigo? 
Commend  iiie  te  thy  wife ;  I  want  some  shirts 

I'ert.  Tvr  chambers  for  you  all.  [too. 

Lis     I  iiey  arc  too  (imsty; 
When  they  are  clear,  we'll  come. 

l\rt.   I  nu] St  be  patient 
And  providciJt;  I  soull  ne'er  get  home  else. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  XL 
Enter  Olrunte  and  Fiorimel. 

Otr.  *Pi  ithes  be  wiser,  weuch !  thou  canst 

not  \cape  ihc  •• 
L<'t  me  With  love  and  ^cnticness  enjoy  thnt 
'J'hat  may   he  still  pre&erv'd  with  love,   and 

lont^'d  f«>r.        -^ 
If  vioU'uce  lay  rouiih  hold,  I  shall  hate  thee; 
Aod  after  iVe  enjoy'd  thy  maidenhead, 
Thou  wilt  api)car  so  stale  and  ugly  to  me 

I  siiall  despise  theo,  cast  thee  off 

Flor.  1  pray  you,  sir, 
Bcii;in  it  now,  and  open  your  doors  to  me. 
I  do  confess  I'm  uiily;  let  me  go,  sir!  [me? 
A  jiripscy  wnl;  v\  hy  would  your  lordshij)  touch 
Vy,  lis  not  iwble  !  I  am  homely  lired,  [me  ? 
C<^urse,  and  unfit  for  you;  why  do  you  flatter 
There  be  young  ladies  many,   that  will  love 

you,  [gentleman. 

That  will  di>te  on  you:    You're  a  handsome 
What  will,  they  say  when   once  tliey  know 

your  quality  ?  [you  ! 

*  A  lord,  a  miller?  Take  your  toll-dish  with 

*  You  that  can  deal  with  gurgeons^o,   and 


coarse  llour. 


[meai 


IS. 


*  Tis  pity  you   should  tnste  what  manehet 
Is  this  rit,  sir,  for  your  repute  and  honour? 

Otr.  ni  love  thee  btill. 

Flor.  You  cannot;  there's  no  sympathy 
Between  our  births,  (mr  breeding,  arts,  con- 
ditions; |liki  g. 
And  where  these  are  at  difference,  there's  iht 
This  hour  it  may  be  1  seem  handsome  to  you, 
And  you  are  taken  with  variety 
More  tnan  with  beauty; 


;» 


Tomorrow,  when  you  have  enjoyed  me, 
Your  heat  and  lust  assuag'd,  and  come  t' ex- 
amine, 
Out  of  a  cold  and  penitent  conditioii, 
What  you  have  done,  whom  you  have  shar'd 

your  lore  with, 
Made  partner  of  your  bed,   how  it  will  vex 
yon,  [you! 

How  you  will  curse  the  devil  that  betray'd 
And  what  shall  become  of  me  then? 

Oir.  VVilt  tliou  hear  me?  [me, 

Flcr.  As  hasty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy 
.As  precious  as  this  beauty  shew'd  unto  you. 
You'll  kick  me  out  of  doors,  you'll  whore,  and 

ban  me; 
And  if  I  prove  with-child  with  your  fair  issue, 
Give  me  a  pension  of  five  pound  a-year 
To  breed  your  heir  withal,  and  so  good  speed 

Otr.  ril  keep  thee  like  a  woman,      [me  i 

CM  I'll  keep  myself,  sir, 
Keep  myself  honest,  sir;  there's  the  brave 
If  you  will  marry  me [keeping! 

Oir.  Alas,  poor  Florimcl ! 

Fhr,  I  do  confess  I  am  too  coarse  and 
base,  sir, 
To  be  your  wife ;  and  it  is  fit  you  srorn  me ; 
Yet  such  as  I  have  crown'd  the  lives  of  groat 

ones : 
To  be  your  whore  I'm  sure  I  am  too  wortliy, 
(For,  f>y  my  trot!),  sir,  i  am  truly  honest) 
And  that'>  an  honour  equal  to  your  greatness! 

Otr.  I'll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

F/or.  Tempt  me  no  more  then:      [dance. 
Give  me  that  peace,  and  then  you  give  abun- 
I  know  you  do  but  try  mc;  you  are  noble; 
All  these  are  but  to  try  my  modesty : 
If  you  should  find  me  easy,  and  once  coming, 
I  sec  your  eyes  already,  how  they'd  fright  me; 
I  see  your  honest  h«?art,  how  it  would  swell, 
And  bnrbt  itvelf  into  a  grief  against  me; 
Your  tongue  in  noble  auger,  now,  e'en  now^, 
sir,  [torn, 

Ready  to  rip  my  loose  thou^lits  to  the  bot- 
And  lay  my  shame  unto  myself  wide  open. 
You  are  a  noble  lord  ;  you  pity  poor  maids. 
The  people  are  misraken  in  your  courses : 
You,  like  a  father,  try  'em  to  the  uitermobt; 
As  tiiey  do  tjold,  you  purge  the  dross  from 
And  make  tiiem  shine.  ^  [them, 

Oir.   This  cunning  cannot  help  you  ! 
i  love  you  to  enjoy  yon  ;  I  have  btol'n  you, 
T'  ei\ioy  you  now,  not  to  be  foold  with  cir* 
Yield  wiliii>;jlv,  or  else [cumstauce. 

Fior.  What? 

Otr.  I  will  force  you  : 
r  will  not  l)e  delay'd  !  A  poor  base  wench, 
Thtit  I,  in  courtesy,  make  offer  to, 
Arij.ue  with  me  ? 

Flor.  Do  m)t;  you'll  lose  your  labour: 
Do  not,  my  lord  ;  it  will  become  you  poorly. 
I  Your  courtesy  may  do  much  on  my  nature, 


3®  Gudgconx.]  Seward  would  read  cutlhts,  *  a  word  used  in  the  West  for  greets  or  oats 
cleared  of  the  husks  ;'  and  "^ympson,  ^urgcons,  *  which  is  explained  by  the  words  that  im- 
mediately follow,'     We  tljink  the  latter  right. 
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[Act  S.  Scene  S-^ 


For  I  am  kind  as  vou  are,  and  as  tender. 

If  you  compel,  I  have  m)  strengths  to  fly  to. 

My  honest  thoughts,  and  those  are  guards 
ahout  me: 

1  can  cry  too,  and  noise  enough  I  dare  make, 

And  1  have  cur^s,  that  will  call  down  thun- 
der; [roe., 

For  all  I  am  a  poor  wench,  llea\''n  will  hear 

My  body  you  may  force,  hut  my  will  never! 

A^id  be  sure  I  do  not  live,  if  you  do  force  me. 

Or  have  no  tongue  to  tell  your  beastly  story; 

For  if  I  have,  and  if  there  he  a  justice 

Otr.  'Pray  ye  j;o  in  here !  1*11  calm  myself 
for  this  time. 

And  he  your  friend  again. 

F/or.  1  am  commanded.  r-^'^* 

Otr.  You  cannot  scape  me  yet ;  1  must 
enjoy  you ! 

I'll  lie  with  thy  wit,  tho*  I  miss  thy  honesty. 

J  9  this  a  wench  for  a  boor's  hungry  b<n5hi  ? 

A  morsel  for  a  peasant's  base  embraces? 

Aiid  must  I  starve,  and  the  meat  in  my  mouth? 

I'll  none  of  that. 

Enter  G  eras  to, 

Ger,  How  now,  my  lord  f  how  sped  yoy  ? 
Have  you  done  the  deed  ? 
,  Otr.  No,  pox  uj)on*r,  she's  honest. 
Ger.  Honest?  what's  that?  Vou  take  her 
bare  denial'*? 
Was  there  ever  wench  brought  up  in  a  mill, 

and  honest? 
That  were  a  wonder  wortli  a  chronicle. 
Is  your  belief  so  large?  What  did  she  say  to 
you  ?  [ ry ; 

Otr.  She  said  her  honesty  was  all  hpr  dow- 
And  preach'd  unto  me,  how  unfit,  and  homely, 
fJay,  how  dishonouraule,  it  would  seem  in  me 
To  act  my  will ;  popt  mc  i*  th*  mouth  with 
modesty — 
per.  What  an  impudent  quean  was  that ! 

That's  their  trick  ever. 
Otr.   And   then   discoursed    to   me  very 
learnedly,  [me. 

What  fame  and  loud  opinion  would  tell  of 

A  wife  she  touch'd  at 

Ger.  Out  upon  her,  varlct !  *  [devils! 
Was  she  s(»  bold  ?  these  home-spun  things  are 
They'll  tell  you  a  thousand  lies,  if  you'll  be- 
lieve'em,  [dies; 
And  stand  upon  their  honours  like  great  la- 
They'll  speak  unhappily  loo  good  words  to 

cozfeii  you. 
And  outwardly  seem  saints;  they'll  cry  down- 
right also. 
But  'tis  for  anjier  that  you  do  not  crush  'em. 
Did  she  not  talk  of  being  with-child? 
Otr.  She  touch'd  at  it. 
Ger.  The  tnck  of  an  Arrant  whore,  to  milk 
your  lordship ! 
And  then  a  pensi<m  nam'd? 
Otr.  No,  no,  she  scorn'd  it : 


I  offered  any  thing;  but  she  refas'd  all, 
Refus'd  it  with  a  confident  hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  so ; 
You  should  have  ta'en  her  then,  tum*(j  lier, 

and  tew'd  her  f  her, 

V  tW  strength  of  all  her  resolution,  flatter'd 
And  shak*d  her  stubborn  will;   she  would 

have  thank'd  you, 
She  would  have  lov'd  you  infinitely :  They 

must  seem  modest,  [sir. 

It  i^  their  parts ;  if  you  had  play'd  your  part, 
A nd  handled  her  as  men  do  uunian'd  hawks  s^. 
Cast  her,  and  mail'd  her  up  in  good  clean 

linen. 
And  there  have  coy'd  her,   yoa  had  caught 

her  heart-strings. 
These  tough  virginities,  they  blow  like  white 
In  storms  and  tempests.  [thorns, 

Otr.  She's  beyond  all  this; 
As  cold,  and  harden'd,  as  the  virgin  crystal. 
Ger.  Oh,  force  her,  force  her,  sir^  she 

longs  to  be  ravish'd ; 
Some  have  no  pleasure  but  in  violence ; 
To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  paradise : 
Tis  ordinary  in  our  country,  sir,  to  ravish  all; 
They  will  not  give  a  penny  for  their  sport 
Unless  they  be  put  to^,  and  terribly; 
And  then  they  swear  they'll  hang  the  irian 

comes  near  *em, 
And  swear  it  on  his  lips  too. 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing; 
I  have  another  course,  and  I  will  follow  it. 
I  command  you,  and  do  you  command  your 

fellows. 
That  when  ye  see  her  next,  ye  disgrace  and 

scorn  her;  fden, 

I'll  seem  to  put  her  out  o*  th*  doors  o'th'sud- 

And  leave  her  to  conjecture,  tlien  seize  on 

Away!  be  ready  straight.  [her. 

Ger.  We  shall  not  fail,  sir.  [Exit. 

Otr,  Florimell 

Enter  Eiorimel. 

Fhr.  My  lord. 

Otr.  I'm  sure  you've  now  consider-d. 
And  like  a  wise  wench  weighed  a  friend^s  dis- 
pleasure. 
Repented  your  proud  thoughts,  and  cast  your 
scorn  off. 
Flor.  My   lord,  I  am  not  proud;  I  was 
ne'er  beautiful, 
Nor  scorn  I  any  thing  that's  just  and  honest. 
Otr.  Come,  to  be  short,  can  you  lovt  yet  J 
You  told  me 
Kindness  would  far  compel  you  *.  I'm  kind  to 
And  mean  t'  exceed  that  way.  [y^^9 

Flor.  I  told  you  too,  sir, 
As  far  as  it  agreed  virith  modesty, 
With  honour,  and  with  honesty,  I'd  yield  to 
3'ou.  [love. 

Good  my  lord,  take  some  other  theme  ;  for 
Alas,  I  never  knew  yet  what  it  meaut. 


3»  You  take  her  bare  denial.]  Sympson  reads  took. 
3*  MtUiphors  from  falconry.        Theobald, 
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And  on  the  sudden,  sir,  to  run  thro'  volumes 
Of  his  most  myslick  art,  'tis  most  impos- 
sible; 
NaY>  to  begin  with  lust,  which  is  an  heresy, 
A  toul  one  too ;  to  learn  that  in  my  child- 
Oh,  good  my  lord  !  [liood— 

Otr,  Yo'ii  will  not  out  of  this  song? 
Your  modesty,  and  honesty?  is  that  all? 
I  will  not  force  you. 

Flor,  You're  too  noble,  sir. 

Otr.  Nor  play  the  childish  fool,  and  marry 
Fni  yet  not  mad.  [you: 

Flor,  If  you  did,  men  would  imagine 

Otr.  Nor  will  I  wooc  you  at  that  infinite 
It  may  be  jou  expect.  '  [price 

Fior.  I  expect  your  pardon, 
And  a  discharge,  my  lord ;  tliat*sal]  I  look  for, 

Olr,  No,  nor  fall  sick  for  love. 

Flor.  Tis  a  healthful  year,  sir. 

Otr.  I^uk  ye;  I'll  turn  ye  out  o' doors, 
and  scorn  ye. 

Fhr.  Thank  you,  my  lord. 

Otr.  A  proud  slight  peat  I  found  ye, 
A  fool,  it  may  be  too 

Flor.  An  honest  woman, 
Good  my  hird,  think  me. 

Otr,  And  a  base  I  leave  you ; 
So,  fare  you  well !  [Exit, 

Fior.  Blessing  attend  your  lordship  ! 
This  is  hot  love,  that  vanisheth  like  vapours; 
His  a«ruc*s  off,    his   burnnig  6ts  are  well 

qucnch'd, 
J  thank  Heav'n  for't. — His  men!  They  will 
not  force  me? 

Enter  Gerasto  and  Servanti. 

Gar,  What  dost  thou  stay  for  ?  dost  thou 
not  know  the  way. 
Thou  base  unprovidcnt  whore? 

Flor,  Good  words,  'pray  ye,  gentlemen ! 

1  S^.rv.  Has  my  lord  smoak'd  ye  over, 

good-wife  miller  ?  [less  ? 

Is  your  mill  broken,  that  you  stand  so  use- 

9  Serv,  An  impudent  quean !  upon  my  life, 

she's  unwholesome  I  [her ; 

Some  base  discarded  thing  my  lord  has  found 

He'd  not  have  turn'd  her  olF  o'th*  sudden  else. 

Ger,  Now  against  every  sack,  my  honest 

sweetheart. 

With  every  Smig  and  Smug^ / 

Flor,  I  must  be  patient.  [rascal, 

Ger,  And  every  greasy  guest,  and  sweaty 
For  his  royal  hire  between  his  fingers,  gentle* 
woman  ! 

1  Serv,  I  fear  th'  hast  giv'n  my  lord  the 
pox,  thou  damned  thing. 

2  Serv,  I've  seen  her  in  the  stews. 

Ger,  The  knave  her  fatiier  [house. 

Was  bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept  a  tippling- 
You  must  e'en  to't  again :  A  modest  function ! 


Flor,  If  ye  had  honesty,  ye  would  not  use 
me 
Thus  basely,  wretchedly,  tho'  your  lord  bid 

But  he  thjft  knows [ye; 

Ger.  Away,  thou  carted  impudence, 
You  meat  for  every  man  !  A  little  meal 
Flung  in  your  face,  makes  ye  appear  so 
pnmd— - 
Fhr.  Tiiis  is  inhuman.    Let  these  tears 
persuade  you 
rif  ye  be  men)  to  use  a  poor  girl  better ! 
I  wrung  not  you,  I'm  sure ;  I  call  you  gentle* 
men. 

Enter  Otrante, 
Otr,  What  business  is  here?  Away!  Aren't 
you  gone  yet  ?  [Exeunt  Servants, 

Flor.  My  lord,  this  is  not  well,  akho'  you 
hate  mc, 
(For  what  I  know  not)  to  let  your  people 
wrong  me. 

Wrong  me  maliciously,  and  call  me 

Otr    Peace, 
And  mark  me  what  we  say,  advisedly,    [dit! 
Mark,  as  you  love  that  that  you  call  your  cre- 
Yield   now,' or  you're  undone;  your  good 

name's  pcrish'd ; 
Not  all  the  world  can  buoy  your  reputation  3«; 
Tis  sunk    for  ever  else :     These  people's 
tongues  will  poison  you ;  fvon  ; 

Tho'  you  be  white  as  innocence,  they'll  taint 
They  will  speak  terrible  and  hideous  things ; 
And  people  in  this  age  are  prone  to  credit ; 
They  11  let  fall  nothing  tljat  may   brand  a 

woman  : 
Consider  this,  and  then  be  wise  and  tremble ! 
Yield  yet,  and  yet  I'll  save  you. 
Flor,  How? 

Otr.  I'll  shew  you;  [more 

Their  mouths  I'll  seal  up,  they  shall  speak  no 
But  what  is  hon'rable  and  honest  of  you, 
And    saint-like    they   shall   worship    you: 
They're  mine, 

And  tvhat  I  charge  them,  Florimcl 

Flor.  I'm  ruin\l  ! 
Heuv'n  will  regard  mc  yet,  they're  barbarous 

wretches. 
Let  mc  not  fall,  my  lord  ! 

Otr.  You  shall  not,  Florimelt 
Mark  how  I'll  work  your  peace,  and  bow  I 

honour  you. 
Who  waits  there  ?  come  all  in.     ' 

Enter  Gerasto  and  Servants, 

Ger.  Your  pleasure,  sir  I 

Otr,  Who  dare  say  this  sweet  beauty  is 
not  heav'nly? 
This  virgin,  the  most  pure,  the  most  untaint- 
The  holiest  thing [ed, 

Ger,  We  know  it,  my  dear  lord : 


3i 


Smig  and  Smug.'\  The  copy  of  J  679  and  the  octavo  read  so,  but  the  oldest  folio. 


*  Sim  and  Smug  :'  Perhaps  the  reader  might  not  think  the  various  reading  worth  a  note. 
9*  Can  buy  my  reputation,^  Corrected  by  Sympson. 
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\Vc  archer  slaves;  and  that  proud  impudence 
That  dnres  disparage  her,  this   bword,   my 

lord 

1  Sni).  They  are  rascaU  base,  the  sons  of 
common  women, 
That  wronn  this  virtue,  or  dare  own  a  thought 
But  fair  Had  honourable  of  her:  When  we 

sli{;ht  her,  [gnilies- 

Hang  us,  or  cut's  in  pieces;  let's  tua;  i'th* 
QServ.  Brand  us  for  villains  I  [saints. 

Flor.  Why,  sure   1  dream !  tlicse  are  all 
Oir,  Go,  and  live  all  her  bla\e8. 


Ger.  We're  proud  to  do  it.  [Exe.  Servants, 
Otr.  What  think  you  now  ?  Aui  nut  I  able, 

Yet  to  preserve  youf  [FJorirael, 

Flor,  I'm  bound  to  your  lordship ; 

You  are  oil  honour!  And,  good  luy  lord, bat 
grant  me. 

Until  tomorrow,  leave  to  weigh  ray  fortunes, 

I'll  wive  you  a  free  answer,  perhaps  a  pleas- 


I 


1"^; 


Indeed  I'll  do  the  best  I  can  to  satisfy  you. 
Otr.  Take  your  good  time.  This  kiss!  'till 
then,  fiirewell,  sweet !  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Unter  AnUmio^  Martina,  and  Bmiopha. 

Jl/wr^T>  Y  all  moans  disclkurtreyour  follower. 

-^  Ant.  If  we  can  \LS'i  him  otf. 
Sirrah,  Bnstopha,  ihoa  must  needs  runhiidk. 

BuU.  But  1  must  not,  unkss  yju  send  a 
Or  a  lictnr  at  my  back  :  I  do  not  use  [bier, 
To  run  from  my  friends. 

Ant.  Well,   ^o!  will  serve  turn;  I  have 

Bust.  What,  sir?  [forgot— 

Ant.  See,  if  I  can  think  on't  now  ! 

Buht.   I  know  what  'tis  now. 

Ant.  A  pirtolet  of  that! 

Bust.  Done !  YouVe  fcrgot 
A  device  to  senri  mv  away.     You're  going 
A-smocking  perhaps? 

Mart.  His  ovMi  !  due,  i'faith,  Antonio; 
The  pistolet  is  iiis  own! 

Ant.   I  toMfoss  it: 
There  'lis  !  Now  if  yojrnuld  afford  out  of  it 
A  reason Jible  excuse  to  mine  uncle 

Bait.  Yes,  ]  can  ; 
But  an  excuse  will  not  seri'e  your  turn:  It 

must  be 
A  lie, a  full  lire;  'twill  do  no  good  else. 
If  you'll  p:o  to  the  price  of  that 

Ant.  Is  a  lie 
Dearer  than  an  excuse? 

Bust.  Oh,  treble;  this  is 
The  price  of  an  excuse;  but  a  lie  is  two  more. 
Look,  liow  many  foils  go  to  a  fair  fall. 
So  many  excn^es  to  a  lull  lie;  and  less 
Cannot  serve  your  turn,  let  any  tailor  i*th' 
town  make  it. 

Mart  Vv'hv, 'tis  reasonable;  give  him  his 
Let  it  be  lar^e  enough  now  !  -  [price  : 

Bu&t.  I'll  warrant  you; 
Cover  him  all  over. 

Ant.  I  would  have  proof  of  one  now. 


Buit.  What,  skale  "  my  invention  before- 
hand ?  You  shall 
Pardon  nic  for  that !  Well,  Til  commend  you 
to  your  uncle,  [him. 

And  tell  him  you'll  be  at  home  at  supper  with 
Ant.  By  no  means;  I  cannot  come  tp-night, 

man. 
Buit.  1  know  that  too  :  You  do  not  know 
When  you  see  it.  ^  [a  he 

Mart.  Henicmber 
It  nin!rt  strelrh  lor  all  \\vi\il. 

Bust.   1  shall  want  sttilf : 
I  doni)t  'twill  come  to  th' other  pistolet.  [sir. 
Ant.  Well,  lay  out ;  you  shall  be  no  loser, 
Bust.  It  must  be  fac'd,  you  know;  tliere 
will  be  a  yard 
Of  dissimulation  at  least,  city  measure. 
And  cut  upon  an  untroth  or  two;  lin'd  with 

fables. 
That  must  needs  be,  cold  breather's  coniing; 
if  it  had  a  p,alloon  [totiethcr 

^)^  hypocrisy,  'tv  oultl  C\o  well;  and  ho<ik*d 
With  a  c  )ii^lc  of  conceits,  tliar*s  necessity. 
Wtli,  Til  I/Tju;;  in  my  hiil:   I'll  warrant  you  \ 
As  fair  a  lie  hy  that  time  1  have  done  witbity 
As  any  L'Oi»tic-ma!»  I'th'  town  can  swear  to, 
li  he  would  betray  his  lord  and  master. 

[Exit. 
Ant.  So,  so,  this  necessary  trouble's  over. 
Mart.  I  woUid  vou  had  bounht  an  excuse 
of  him 
Before  he  went;  you'll  want  one  for  Ismcnia. 
Ant.  Tush,   there  needs  none,  there's  no 
suspicion  yet ; 
And  I'll  be  arm'd  before  the  next  encounter, 
in  a  fast  tie  witii  my  fair  Isabel. 

Enter  Bustopha. 

Mart.  Yes, 
You'U  tind  your  errand  is  before  you  now. 


**  Scale  tny  uiiention.]  Sympson  substitutes  stale  for  scale;  which  word  wo  have  restored  on 
the  followiti*;  authority,  quoted  hy  Steevens  in  a  note  on  Coriotanust  *  In  the  Glossary  to 

*  Gawin  Douglas's  Translation  of  V^irgil  the  following  account  of  tiie  word  is  given.     JSkailj 

*  tkatCf  to  scat ter,  tu  spread ,  periiaps  from  the  Fr.  esf/zew/cr,  Ital.*Cfl///^'/tVirc,  crines  passos 
'  S(u  sparsos  habere.  All  from  the  Latin  capUius.  Thut»  eschcvelcr,  schevelj  skuil ;  but  of  a 
'  more  general  signification.' 
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Bust.  Oh,  gentlemen,  look  to  yourselves ! 
ye  are 
Men  of  another  world  else:  Your  enemies 
Are  upon  you  !  tiic  old  house  of  the  Bellidcs 
Will  fall  upon  your  heads,  Signor  Lisauro — 

Ant.  Lisauro?  rgentleman, 

Bust,  And  doji  what  call  you  him?  he's  a 
Yet  he  has  but  a  yeoman's  name  DonTarso, 
Tarso,  and  a  dozen  at  their  heels. 

Ant.'  Lisauro,  Terzo,  nor  a  dozen  more, 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  ground,  nor  shun  my 
Let  'em  come  on  in  their  ablest  fury,  [path. 

Mart.  *  ris  worthily  resolved ;  I'll  stand  by 
you,  sir. 
This  way  !   F  am  thy  true  friend. 

Bust.  I'll  be  gone,  sir,  fyoii.-f— 

That  one  may  live  to  lell  what  is  become  of 

Put  up,  put  up  !  Will  you  never  learn  to  know 

A  lie  from  an  /Esofl's  fables?  There's  a  taste 

for  you  now  !  [ilrif. 

Enter  Ismenia  and  Amintm. 

Mart.  Look,  sir!  what  time  of  day  is  it? 

Ant.  I  know  not; 
My  eyes  go  false,  I  dare  not  trust  'em  now  ! 
I  prithee  lell  me,  Mnrtin',  if  thuu  caiibt, 
Is  chat  Ismenia  or  Isabella? 

Mart.  Thisis  the  lady ;  forget  not  Isabella. 

Ant.  If  this  face  may  be   borrowed  and 
lent  out, 
irt  can  shift  shoulders,  and  take  other  tires, 
So,  'tis  mine  where-e'er  1  iind  it 

hm.  Be  sudden : 
I  cannot  hold  out  lon{;.  [Exit  Aminta, 

Mart.  Believe't,  she  frowns.  [on't. 

Ant.  Let  it  come,  she  cannot  frown  me  off 
IIow  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  tome  nearer! 
How  do  you,  lady,  since  yesterday's  pains? 
W^e!  e  you  ni»t  weary  ?  of  my  faitii 

hm.  I  think  ytiu  were. 

Ant.   What,  larly  ? 

hm  Wc'.iry  of  your  faith ;  it  is  a  burthen 
That  men  faint  under,  iho'they  bear  little  of 

Mart.  So  !  this  is  to  the  purpose.  [it. 

Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a  fair  Ijour,  1  hope. 

hm.  From  whence,  sir  ? 

Enter  Aminta, 

Amin.  Sir,  there*^s  a  gentlewoman  without 
To  speak  with  you.  [desires 

Aiit.  They  v. (re 
Pretty  ho:nrly  toys  ;  but  your  presence 
Made  them  iiliistrioiis. 

hm.  My  cousin  speaks  to  yon. 

Amin.  A  jientlt.womau,  sir;  Isabella 
She  names  hvT«'elf. 

Mart.  St>,  So  !   it  liit^  finely  now. 

Ant.  A  Mint,  yourself  how  you  plea*:e,  spcal: 
what  \oij  pUa-iC, 
ril  hear  .you  rlioailiilly. 

hm.  Vou  are  not  well; 


Kequfst  her  in, she  may  have  more  acquaint- 
ance 
With  his  passions,  and  better  cure  for  *em. 

Amin.  She's  nice  in  thut,madnm:  Poor  soul, 
She's  fearful  of  your  disple;isure.     [it  seems 

hm.  ri;  quit  her 
From  tl:at  oresentlv,  and  bring  her  in  myself. 

[  Exit. 

Mart.  How  carelessly  do  you  behave  your- 
self, 
When  you  should  call  all  your  best  faculties 
To  counsel  in  you  !   How  wjll  you  answer 
The  breacii  you  made  with  friir  Ismenia? 
Have  vou  forgot  the  retrogr.uie  vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  come  in  evidence? 
You'll  dir  up:M»  your  shatne;  you  need  no  more 
Enciiiies  of  the  house,  but  the  lady  now: 
You  shall  have  your  dispatclj. 

Enter  hmenia  like  Juno* 

Ant.  Give  me  that  face, 
And  lam  satisfied,  upoa  whose  shoulders 
Soe'er  it  iirovvs.     Juno,  deliver  us         [des^ 
Out  of  this  uinu/emont !  'Beseech  you,  j;od- 
Tell  us  of  our  friends;  how  does  Ismenia? 
And  how  docs  Isabella?  Bothiu^ood  health 
J  hope,  as  yv>u  your*»ell"are. 

hm.  Vm  at  furthest  [Asiife. 

In  my  counterfeit.  —  My  Antonio, 
I've  mailer  ai!;umst  you  miiy  need  pardon, 
As  I  must  crave  of  vou. 

./1«^  Observe  you,  sir,  [think  you 

VVhat  evideii>e  i«»  come  against  me!  What 
The  Hydra-headed  jury  will  say  to't? 

Mart.  '  ris  I  am  fool'd  ; 
My  hopes  are  pourM  into  the  bottomless  tubs. 
'Tis  labour  for  the  hoiwe  of  BeiliJes; 
I  must  not  seem  so  vet. — But  in  sooth,  lads*, 
Did  vou  imagine  vour  chau«iea}»!e  face 
Hid  you  from  me?  l^y  this  hand,  I  knew  you! 

Ajit.  I  went  by  tfi'  face:  And  i^jy  these  eves 
Have  been  deceiv'd.  [I  might 

hm.  You  nui;ht  indeed,  Antonio; 
For  this  y;entloo»an  did  vow  to  Isabella, 
That  he  it  was  th»it  lov'd  Ismenia, 
And  not  Antonio. 

Mart.  Good  !  and  was  not  that 
A  manifest  confession  that  I  knew  you? 
I  ehe  had  been  unjust  unto  mv  friend. 
Tw  as  well  remembcr'd !  there!  found  you 
And  speak  your  conscience  now.  [out; 

A  lit.  Bur. did  he  so  protest  ? 

hm.  Yes,  1  vow  to  you,  had  Antonio 
Wiidded  Uuhella,  Ismenia 
Hail  not  been  lost;  there  had  been  herlover. 

Ant.  Why,   much  good  do  you,  friend! 
take  her  to  you ; 
I  crave  but  one  ;  here  have  I  my  wish  full : 
1  am  ilad  we  shall  be  so  near  neighbours. 

Mort.    lake  both, sir;  Juno  to  boot,  three 
parts  ill  one; 
St.  Hilarie  bless  you  »  !    Now  opportunity 


3*  St.  Jlilarie  bless  tfou.]  Here  J  think  Martino's  speech  should  end,  and  Antonio  speak  the 
renuiinder.  *  My  frieud's  faith's  turniuji:  from  hiin,' 

plainly  appears  to  be  Antonio's  upbf  aidings  to  Martiuo.         Seu;ard,  ' 


676 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL.' 


[Act  4.  Scene  f . 


Bewnre  to  meet  with  falshood,  if  thou  canst 
Shim  it,  ni^  t'rJend*8  faith's  turning  from  him. 

I$m.  Might  1  not  iustly  accuse  Antonio 
For  a  love-wanderer  r  Y<m  know  no  other 
fiut  me,  for  another,  and  confess  troth  now  ? 

AtU.  Here  was  my  guide;  wberc-e*er  I  find 
this  face 
I  am  a  lover.     Marry,  I  must  not  miss 
This  freckle  then,  (I  have  the  numherof'era) 
Nor  tliis  dimple;  not  n  silk  from  this  brow; 
I  carry  the  full  idea  ever  with  me. 
If  nature  can  so  punctually  parallel, 
I  may  be  cozeird. 

Ltti,  Well,  all  this  is  even : 
But  now,  to  perfect  all,  our  lore  must  now 
Come  to  our  enemies*  hands,  where  neither 
Will  ever  give  consent  to  it.  [part 

Ant.  Most  certain : 
For  which  reason  it  must  not  be  put  to  *em. 
Have  we  not  prevention  in  our  own  hands  ? 
Shall  I  walk  by  the  tree,  desire  the  fruit. 
Yet  be  so  nice  ^  to  pull,  'till  I  ask  leave 
OW  churlish  gardener,  that  will  deny  me? 

Ism,  Oh,  Antonio! 

Ant,  'Tis  manners  to  fall  to 
When  grace  is  said. 

Ism,  That  holy  act's  to  come. 

Mart,  You  may  ope  an  oyster  or  two  be- 
fore grace.  [able 

Ant.  Are  there  not  double  vows,  as  valu- 
And  as  well  spoke  as  any  friar  utters? 
Heaven  has  heard  all. 

Ism,  Yes;  but  stays  the  blessing, 
Till  all  dues  be  done:  Heav'n's  not  serv'd  by 

halves : 
We  shall  have  ne'er  a  father's  blessing  here; 
Let  us  not  lose  the  better  frouj  above  I 

Aiit.  You  take  up  weapons  of  unequal  force; 
It  shews  you  cowardly.    Hark  in  your  ear ! 

Amin,  Have  I  lost  all  employment?  'Would 
this  proffer 
Had  been  to  me,  tho'  I  had  paid  it  with 
A  reasonable  penance ! 

Mart,  Have  I  past  [arm 

All  thy  fore-lock,  Time?  I'll  stretcli  a  long 
But  I'll  catch  hold  again,  (do  but  look  back 
Over  tliy  shoulder;  and  have  a  pull  at  thee. 

Ism,  I  hear  you,  sir ;  nor  can  I  hear  too 
much 
While  y(ju  speak  well :  You  Ifnow  th*  accus- 

tom'd  place 
Of  our  night-parley;  if  you  can  ascend. 
The  window  bhall  receive  you;  you  may  find 

there 
A  corrupted  churchman  to  bid  you  welcome. 

Ant,  I'd  meet  no  other  man. 

Jsm. '  Aminta,  you  hear  this.  [you  : 

Amin.  With  joy,  madam,  'cause  it  pleases 
It  may  be  mine  own  case  another  time. 
Now  you  go  the  right  way,  asik  the  htius  out; 
Put  it  past  father,  or  fricuds,  to  forbid  it, 
And  then  you're  sure.   Sir,  your  Hymen  taper 

3^  Yet  he  so  nice  to  pull.]  Sympson  tlKuks  we  should  read  '  Yet  be  so  nice  as  not  to  polL'  St 
nicn  tiipuil  means  to  scruple  pulling^  be  so  nice  about  it;  and  is  rif^ht. 


ni  light  up  for  you ;  the  window  shall  shew 
The  way  to  Sestos.  [yoo 

Ant,  I  will  venture  drowning. 
Mart.  I'hc  simile  holds  not;  'tis  hanging 
rather. 
You  must  ascend  vour  castle  by  a  ladder ; 
To  the  foot  rU  bring  you. 
Ant.  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 
Mart.  If  I  do  turn  you  off? 
Ant,  Hill  nischt,  farewell !  then  better. 
Ism,  Best  it  should  be; 
But  peevish  hatred  keeps  back  that  decree. 

[Exeunt. 

Mart.  I  never  look*d  so  smooth  as  now  I 

purpose : 

And  then,  beware !  Knave  is  at  worst  ofknave 

When  he  smiles  best,  and  the  most  seems  to 

save.        ^  [Exit, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Julio', 

Julio.  My  mind's  unquiet ;  while  Antonio 
My  nephew's  abroad,  my  heart's  not  at  home; 
Only  my  fears  stay  with  me;  bad  company! 
But  I  cannot  shi(  t  'cm  Off.    This  hatred 
Betwixt  the  house  of  Bellides  and  us 
Is  not  fair  war ;  'tis  civil,  but  unciviL 
We  are  near  neighbours;  were  of  loveas  neaiv 
Till  a  cross  misconstruction  ('twas  no  more, 
In  conscience)  put  us  so  far  asunder: 
I  would  'twere  reconciled !  it  has  lasted 
Too  many  sun-sets.      If  grace  might  mo- 
derate, 
Man  sliould  not  lose  so  many  days  of  peace, 
To  satisfy  the  anger  of  one  minute. 
1  could  repent  it  heartily.    I  sent 
The  knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too. 
Yet  he  returns  no  couitort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Bustopha, 

Bust.  No,  I  must  not 

Julio.  Ha !  he  is  come. 

Bust.  I  must  not ; 
Twill  break  his  heart  to  hear  it. 

Julio.  Hciw  !  there's  bad  tidings : 
I  must  obscure  and  hear  it;  he'll  not  tell  me. 
For  breaking  of  my  heart ;  it  is  half  spht  al- 
ready. 

Bust,  i  have  spied  him:  Now  to  knock 
down  a  don 
With  a  lie,  a  !>illy  harmless  lie  !  'twill  be 
Valiantly  done,  and  nobly  perhaps. 

Julio.  1  cannot  hear  him  now. 

Bust.  Oh,  the  bloody  days  that  i^re  live  in! 
The  envious,  malicious,  deadly  days 
That  we  draw  breath  in. 

Julio.  Now  I  hear  too  loud. 

Bust.  The  children  that  never  shall  be  bom 
may  rue  it; 
For  men  that  are  slain  now,  might  have  liv'd 
To  have  got  children,  that  might  have  curs'd 
Their  fathers. 
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Julio,  Oh,  my  posterity  is  ruin*d! 

Bust,  Oh,  sweet  Antonio  ! 

Julio.  Oh,  dear  Antonio  ! 

Butt.  Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  parts: 
When  he  and  Lisauro  met 

Julio.  Oh,  death  has  parted  *eni ! 

Bust.  Welcome,  my  mortal  foe  !  says  one. 

Welcome,  ^  [doublets, 

My  deadly  enemy  !  says  t*  other.  'Off  ^o  their 

They  in  their  shirts,  and  their  swords  -stark 

naked ; 
Here  lie!»  Antonio,  here  lies  Lisauro ; 
He  comes  upon  him  with  an  embroccado, 
That  he  puts  by  with  a  puncta  reversa  ;   Ia" 

sauro 
Recoils  me  two  paces,  and  some  six  inches 
Take§  his  career,  and  then,  oh [back, 

Julio.  Oh! 

Bust.  Runs  Antonio        ' 
Quite  thro' 

Julio.  Oil,  villain! 

Bust.  Quite  thro'  between  the  arm 
.^nd  the  body  ;  so  tliut  he  had  no  hurt  at  that 

Juko.  Goodness  be  prais*d  !•  [bout. 

Bust.  But  then,  at  next  encounter, 
He  fetches  me  up  Lisauro;  Lisauro 
Makes  out  a  iuu^e  at  him,  which  he  thinking 
To  be  a  passado,  Antonio's  foot 
Slipping  down,  oh,  down 

JuliQ.  Oh,  now  thou  art  lost ! 

Bust,  Oh,  but  ,the  quality  of  the  thing; 
both  gentlemen. 
Both  Spanish  Christians:    Yet  one  man  to 

Julio.  Say  his  enemies*  blood,     [shed r- 

Bust.  His  hair,  may  come 
By -divers  casualties,  tho'  he  never  go 
Into  the  field  with  his  foe;  but  a  man 
To  lose  nine  opnces  and  two  drams  qf  blood 
At  one  wound,  thirteen  and  a  scruple  at  an* 
other,  [surgeon, 

And  to  live  'till  he  die  in  cold  blood — Yet  the 
That  cur'd  him,  said  if  ;;m  maler  had  not 
Been  perish*d,  he  h^d  been  a  lives  man 
Till  this  day. 

Julio,  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 

Bust,  But  all  this  isniithing:  Now  I  come 
to  the  point 

Julio.  Ay,  the  point,  that's  deadly;  the 
ancient  blow 
Over  the  buckler  ne'er  went  half  so  deep. 

Bust.  Yet  pity  bids  me  keep  In  my  charity; 
For  me  to  pull  an  old  man*s  cars  from  his  head 
With  telliufijof  a  tale — Oh,   foul  Ude  I  No; 

be  silent,  tale. 
Furthermore,  there  is  the  charge  of  burial; 
Every  one  will  ory  blacks,  bluckSy  tliat  had 
But  the  least  6nger  dipt  in  his  bloody  tho'  ten 
Degrees  rcmov'd  ulien  'twas  done.    More- 
over, 
The  surgeon  (that  made  an  cud  of  hion)  will 

be  paid : 
Sugar-plums  and  sweet-breads !  yet,  I  say. 
The  mtui  may  recover  again,  and  die  in  his^bed. 

Julio,  What  motley  stuff  is  this?  Sirrah, 
speak  truth, 
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What  bath  befall'n  my  dear  Antonio? 

Restrain  youf  pity  in  concealing  it ! 

Tell  me  the  danger  full;  take  off  your  care 

Of  my  receiving  it ;  kill  me  that  way, 

rU  forgive  my  death !  what  tiiou  keep*st  back' 

from  truth 

.Thou  shalt  speak  in  pain  ;  do  not  look  to  find 

A  limb  in  his  right  place,  a  bone  unbrokc. 

Nor  so  much  flesh  uubroil'd  of  all  that  woun* 

tain,  [patch*d ! 

As  a  worm  mi^ht  sup  on ;  dispatch,  or  be  dis- 

Bust,  Alas,  sir,  I  know  nothing,   but  that 
Antonio 
Is  a  man  of  God's  making  to  this  hour ;        ^ 
Tis  not  two  since  I  left  him  so. 

Julio,  Where  didst  thou  leave  him  ? 

Bu4t,  In  the  same  cioaths  be  had  on  when 
he  went  from  you. 

Julio,  Does  he  live? 

Bust.  I  saw  him  drink. 

Julio,  Is  be  not  wounded?  ftime; 

Bust,  fie  may  have  a  cut  i'  th'  leg  by  this 
Eor  don  Martiuo  and  he  were lat  whole  slasltM. 

Julio,  Met  he  not  with  Lisauro  ? 

Bust.  I  do  not  know  her. 

Julio.  Her?  Lisauro  is  a  man,  as  be  if. 

Bust.  1  saw 
Ne'er  a  man  like  him. 

Julio.  Didst  thou  not  discourse 
A  5ght  betwixt  Antouio  and  Lisauro? 

Bust,  Ay,  to  myself; 
I  hope  a  man  may  give  himself  the  lie 
If  it  please  him. 

Julio.  Didst  thou  lie  then? 

Bust,  As  sure  as  you  live  now. 

Julio,  I  live 
The  happier  by  it.     When  will  he  /ctum  ? 

Bust,  That  he  sent  me  to  tell  you ;  within 
Ten  days  at  furtliest.  [the^ 

Julio.  Ten  days  ?  he's  not  wont 
To  be  absent  two. 

Bust.  Nor  I  thmk  he  will  not;  he  said  he 
would  be  at  home 
Tomorrow ;  but  I  love  (o  speak  within 
My  compass.  [now. 

Julio-  You  shall  speak  within   mine,  sir, 
Widiiu  there !  Take  this  fellow  into  custody ! 

Enter  Servants. 

Keep  him  safe,  I  charge  you  ! 

Bust.  Safe?  Do  you  hear?  take  notice 
What  pliuht  you  find  me  in;  iftherp  wau^but 

a  coUop, 
Or  a  steak  o'  me,  look  to*t  I 

Julio,  If  my  nephew 
Return  not  in  his  health  tomorrow,  thou  goest 
To  the  rat  k. 

^ust.  Let  me  go  to  th'  manger  firfet ; 
I  ha(|  rather  eat  oats  than  hay.        [Jixcunt 

Enter  Bellida  with  a  letter, 

Bel.  By  your  leave,  sir. 
Julio.  For  aught  I  know  yet,  you  are  wel- 
come, sir.  [specUcles 
Bel,  Read  that,  apd  tell  mc  so;  or  if  tl)^ 
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Be  not  easy,  keep  thy  nose  nnsadled,  and  ope 
Thine  ears :   I  can  speak  thee  the  contents; 

I  made  Vm. 
Tis  a  challenge,  a  fair  one.  111  maintain*t: 
I  scorn  to  hire  my  second  to  deiiver*t, 
I  brin^*t  myself.     Dost  know  mcy  Julio  ? 

Julio,  Bellides? 

BeL  Y^s;  is  not  tliy  hair  on  end  now? 

Julio.  Somewhat  amaz'd  at  thy  rash  liardi- 
ness: 
How  durst  thou  come  no  near  thine  enemy  ? 

Bel.  Durst? 
I  dare  come  nearer:  Thou  art  a  fool,  Julio. 

Julio.  Take  it  home  to  thee,  with  a  knave 
to  boot. 

Bel.  Knav0  to  tliy  teeth  again!  and  all 
that's  quit. 
Give  me  not  a  fool  more  than  I  give  thee. 
Or,  if  thou  dost,  look  to  hear  on't  ngain. 

Jiilio.  What  an  encounter's  this ! 

Bel.  A  noblp  one ! 
My  hand  is  to  my  words;  thou  hast  it  there : 
There  I  do  challenge  thef ,  if  thou  dar*st,  be 
Good  friends  with  me;  or  I'll  proclaim  thee 
coward. 

Julio.  Be  friends  witli  thee  ? 

Bel.  I'll  $hew  thee  reasons  for*t : 
A  pair  of  old  coxcombs,  (now  we  go  together) 
Such  as  should  stand  examples  of  discretion, 
Tlie  rules  of  grammar  to  unwilling  youth 
To  take  out  lessons  by ;  we,  that  should  check 
And  quench  the  raging  fire  in  others'  bloods. 
We  strike  the  battle  to  destruction  ? 
Head  'em  the  black  art?  and  make  'cm  believe 
It  is  divinity?    Heathens,  are  we  not? 
Speak  thy  conscience ;  how  host  tliou  slept 

this  month, 
Since  tiiis  fiend  haunted  us? 

Julio.  Sure  some  good  angel 
W^as  with  us  both  last  night !    Speak  thou 

truth  now ; 
Was  it  not  last  night's  motion  ? 

Bel.  Dost  not  think 
I  would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  first  proffer? 
Should  [  nc*er  sleep  again  ? 

Julio.  Take  not  all  from  mc ; 
I'll  tell  the  doctrine  of  my  vision. 
Say  that  Antonio,  bc»tof  thy  bluod. 
Or  any  one,  the  least  allied  to  thee. 
Should  be  tlie  prey  unto  Lieauro's  sword. 
Or  any  of  the  house  of  Bellides 

BeL  Mine  was  the  just  inversion;  on,  on! 

Julio.  How  would  Uiiue  eyes  have  emptied 
thee  in  soitow, 
And  left  the  conduit  ^f  Nature  dry ! 
Thy  hands  have  turn'd  rclielliousto  the  balls. 
And  broke  the  glasses !  with  thine  own  curi>es 
Ilave  torn  thy  soul,  left  tiiee  a  statue. 
To  propagate  thy  next  poslcritv  ! 

Bel.  Ves,  and  thou  causer !  (so  it  said  to  me,) 


They  fight  but  your  mischiefs;  theyouDgmei| 

were  friends, 
As  is  the  life  aod  blood  coagulate. 
And  curded  in  one  body ;  but  this  is  yoors. 
An  inheritance  that  you  havcgather'd  for'eiVi 
A  legacy  of  blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  generations.  Was't  not  so) 

Julw.  Word  for  word. 

Bel.  Nay,  I  cap  go  further  yet. 

Julio.  'Tis  far  enough :  Let  us  a^>ne  it  here. 
And  in  a  reconciled  circle  fold 
Our  friendship  new  ^ain. 

Bel.  The  sign's  in  Gemini ;  [again. 

An  auspicious  house!  *thas  join'd  both  ours 

Julio.  You  can't  proclaim  me  cofFard  novr^ 
don  Bellides. 

Bel.  No ;  thou'rt  avali^t  fellow ;  so  am  I ; 
I'll  fight  with  thee  at  this  hue,  to  the  last  leg 
I  hare  to  stand  on,  or  breatn  or  life  left. 

Julio.  This  is  the  salt  unto  humanity. 
And  keeps  it  sweet. 

Bel.  Love  !  oh,  life  stinks  without  it. — 
I  can  tell  you  news. 

Julio,  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 

Bel.  I  do  suspect,  and  I  have  some  proof 
(So  far  as  a  lovc-epistle  comes  to)  [on't. 
That  Antonio  (youruephew)  and  my  daughter 
Jsmenia  arc  very  good  friends  before  us. 

Julio.  That  were  a  double  wall  about  our 
Which  J  could  wish  were  builded.    [houbcS| 

Bel.  1  had  it  from 
Antonio's  iutimate,  don  Martino : 
And  yet,  metliought,  it  was  po  friendly  part 
To  shew  it  me. 

Julio.  Perhaps  'twas  his  consent : 
liOvers  have  policies  as  well  as  statesmen ; 
They  look  not  always  at  the  mark  tliey  aim  at 

Bel,  We*ll  take  up  cudgels,  and  have  one 
bout  with  'era. 
Hiey  shall  know  nothing  of  this  union; 
And, 'till  tiiey  find  t^iemselves  roost  desperate, 
Succour  shall  never  see  'cm. 

Julio.  I'll  take  your  part,  sir. 

Bel.  It  grows  l^te ;  there's  a  happy  day 
past  us. 

^ulio.  The  examnle  I  hope  to  all  behind  it, 

[Kxeufit^ 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Aminta  ahorcc,  with  a  taper. 

Antin.  Stand  fair,  light  of  Love  ^i  which 
epithet  and  place 
Adds  to  thee  honour,  to  me 'twould  be  shame. 
We  must  be  weight  in  love,  no  grain  too  light; 
I'hou  art  the  land-mark ;  but  if  Love  be  blind, 
(As  many  that  can  see  have  so  reported) 
What  benefit  canst  thou  be  to  his  darkness? 
Love  is  a  jewel  (some  say)  iaestimabless, 
But  hung  at  the  ear,  deprives  our  own  sight. 


^  Light  of  love.]  Theobald  is  for  reading,  *  light  love' 
^  Lore  is  a  jewel  (wwe  say)  iueitimabUy 

But  Innig  at  the  car,  deprives  our  own  xight.]  What  the  Poets  designed  to  say  seems  to 
be  this,  viz,  *  That  the  jewel  of  love  being  hung  at  the  ear,  is  unseen  by  them  that  affixed  it 

there;' 
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And  so  it  shines  to  others,  not  ourselves. 
I  speak  my  skill ;  I  have  only  heard  on't, 
But  I  could  wish  a  nearer  document. 
Alas,  the  ignorant  desire  to  know  ! 
Some  say,  Love*s  but  A  toy,  and  with  a  but — 
Now,  raethinks,  1  should  love  it  ne*cr  the 
worse ;  [witli ; 

A  toy  is  harmless  sure,  and  niay  be  play'd 
It  scfldom  goes  without  his  adjunct,  pretty, 
*  A  pretty  toy,*  we  say ;  'tis  metre  to  joi/  too. 
Well,  here  may  be  a  mad  night  yet,  for  all  this ! 
Here's  a  priest  ready,  and  a  ludy  ready ; 
A  chamber  ready,  and  abed  ready;    [done. 
^'is  then  but  mstkins;  unready,  add  that  s  soon 
My  lady  is  my  cousin ;  I  myself; 
Which  is  nearest  then  ?  My  desires  are  mine ; 
Say  they  he  hers  too,  is*t  a  hanging  matter  ? 
It  may  be  ventured  in  a  worser  cause. 
I  roust  go  question  with  my  conscience : 
I  have  ihe  word ;  centinel,  do  thou  stand ; 
I'hou  shalt  not  need  to  call,  1^11  be  at  hand. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino, 

Ant,  A  re  we  notdog'd  behind  us,  think'st 
thou,  friend? 

Mart,  I  heard  not  one  bark,  sir. 

Ant.  There  are  that  bite  [fello^i^rs 

And  bark  not,  man ;  methought  I  spied  two 
TJmt  tlu'o*  two  streets  together  walked  aloof, 
And  wore  their  eyes  suspiciously  upon  us. 

Mart,  Your  jealousy,  nothing   else;    or 
such  perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us;  who  knows 
But  ahou:  the  like  business  ?  but,  for  your 

fear's  sake, 
I'll  .idvisc  and  entreat  one  courtcfsy. 

Ant.   WhiU  is  liiat,  friend? 

Mart.  I  will  not  be  denied,  sir; 
ChuD^e  your  upper  garments  with  one. 

Ant.  it  needs  not. 

Mart.  I  think  so  too ;  but  I  will  have  it  so, 
If  you  dare  trust  me  with  the  better,  six. 

Ant.  Nay  then 

Mart.  It  there  should  be  danger  towards, 
There  will  be  the  rnnin  mark,  I'm  sure. 

Ant.  Here  thou  tak'st  from  me 

Mart.  Tush !  the  general 
Must  be  sufe,  however  the  battle  goes. 
See  you  the  beacon  youder? 

Ant,  Yes;  weVc  near  shore. 


Enter  ttiH)  Gentlemen,  with  weapom  dnuon  ; 
they  xet  upon  Martino ;  Antonio  pursues 
them  out  in  rescue  of  Martino, 

Mart,  Come,  land,  land !  jou  must  clain- 
*      ber  by  the  cliff; 
Here  are  no  stairs  to  rise  by. 
Ant.  Ay !  are  you  there  ? 

[Fight,  and  Exeunt m 

Enter  Amnta  above,  and  Martino  returned 
again  ascends* 

Amin,  Antonio? 

Mart.  Yes.    Ismcnia? 

Amin.  Thine  own. 

Mart.  Quench  the  light;  thine  eyes  ara 

guides  illustrious. 
Amin,  *T'\S  necessary.  [Exeunt m 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Your  legs  have  sav'd  your  lives  ^^ 

whoe'er  ye  are. 
Friend !  Martin' !  where  art  thou  f  not  burty 

I  hope  I 
Sure  I  was  furthest  Vth' pursuit  of 'em. 
My  pleasures  are  forjgotten  thro*  my  feard ! 
The  light*s  extinct !  it  was  discreetiv  done; 
They  could  not  but  have  notice  of  the  broil^ 
And  feUring  that  might  call  up  company, 
Have  carefully  prevented,  and  clos  d  up : 
I  do  commend  the  heed.  Oh^  but  my  frienc)^ 
I  fear  he's  hurt!  Friend !  friend !  It  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  I  should  lose  thee  quite,  friend  I 
A  groan !,  any  thing  that  may  discover  thee ! 
Thou  urt  not  suuk  so  far,  but  I  might  hear 

thee. 
1*11  lay  mine  ear  as  Idw  as  thou  canst  fall: 
Friend!  don  Martino!  I  must  answer  fbr  thee, 
(Twos  in  my  cause  thou  fell'st)  if  thou  be*st 

down. 
Such  dangers  stand  betwixt  us  and  our  jovs, 
That,  sliouid  we  forcthink  ere  we  undertake, 
\Ve*d  sit  at  home,  and  save.-rWhat  a  night's 

here ! 
Purpos'd  for  so  much  joy,  and  nowdispos*d 
To  so  much  wretchedness !  1  shall  not  rest  in't! 
If  I  had  all  my  pleasures  there  within, 
I  should  not  entertain  'em  with  a  smile. 
Good-night  to  you !  Mine  will  be  black  aqd 

sad; 
A  friend  cannot,  a  woman  may  be  bad. 

[Exit^ 


there;'  but  as  this  is  not  possible  to  be  made  of  the  words  as  they  stand,  I  imagine  the  lia« 
mig  it  origHiaily  run  thus, 

*  Love  is  a  jewel    ■         ■■ 

*  liut  hung  at  th'  ear  is  deprived  our  own  sight.'        Sympton* 

We  think  the  Poets  designed  to  compare  love  to  a  jewel,  whose  lustre  is  seen  by  the  rest 
of  the  world,  and  not  by  the  wearer.  Tlie  mode  of  phrase  in  the  text  is  peculiar,  but  tv« 
believe  genuine;  and  what  editor  has  a  right  to  alter  it? 

3S  Mart.  Your  legs  have  sav*d,  6lq.]  The  error  of  giving  this  sptsch  to  Martino  corrected 
by  Sympsoo. 
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[Act 6.  Scenic 


ACT  V. 


Itm, 


O". 


SCENE  I. 
^nter  Ismenia  and  Amiata, 

thou  false— 


[own, 


Amin.  Do  your  daring*st !  hp's  mine 
Soul  and  body  mine,  church  and  chamber 
Totally  mine.  fmine, 

Jsm,  Darest  thou  face  thy  falshood  f   . 

Amin.  Sliall  I  not  give  a  welcome  tb  my 

wishes,  [p^^y* 

Come  home  so  sweetly  ?  Farewell,  your  com- 

THl  you  be  calmer,  M'oroan  !  [Exii. 

Jsm.  Oh,  what  a  heap 
Of  misery  has  one  night  brought  with  it ! 

Enter  Antonio* 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ?  Do  you  turn  your  shame 
from  me?     . 
You're  a  blind  adulteress !  you  know  you  are. 
Ixm.  IIow*s  that,  Antonio  ? 
Ant.  Till  I  have  vengeance. 
Your  sin's  not  pardonable  !  I  will  have  him. 
If  hell  hide  him  iiot !  you've  had  your  last  of 
him.  [Exit. 

Jsm.  What  did  be  speak  ?  I  understood 
him  not ! 
He  call'd  me  a  foul  name ;  it  was  not  mine; 
He  took  me  for  another  sure. 

Enter  Bellidct. 
Bel.  Ha!  are^ou  there?  [traytor 

Where  is  your  sweetheart  ?  I  have  found  you. 
To  my  house !  wilt  league  with  mine  enemy  ? 
You'll  shed  his  bloody  you'll  say:  Ha !  will 
you  so  ?  *  fnion ; 

And  fight  with  your  heels  upwards?  No,  roi- 
I  have  a  husband  for  you,  (since  you're  so 

rank) 
And  such  a  husband  as  thou  shalt  like  him, 
Whether  thou  wilt  or  no:  Antonio  ? 
Ism,  It  thunders  with  the  storm  now. 
Bel.  And  to-niglit 
1*11  have  it  dispatch'd;  1*11  make  it  sure,  I ! 
By  tomorrow  this  time  thy  maidenhead 
Shall  not  be  worth  a  chicken  «•,  if  it  were 
Kuock'd  at  an  out-cry.     Go  !  1*11  ha'  you 

before  me: 

Shough,  shough  !  up  to  your  coop,  pea-hen  ! 

Jsm.  Then  I'll  try  ray  wings.  [£j:i^ 

Bel.  Ay  ?  are  you  good  at  that?  stop,  stop 

thief!  stop  there!  [Exit. 


SCENE  11. 

Enter  Otrante^  and  Florimd  tinging. 

Flor,  Now  havint;  leisure,  and  a  happy  wind^ 
Thou  mayst  at  pleasure   cause  the 

stones  to  grind ; 
Sails  spread,  and  grist  here  ready  t» 

be  ground ; 
Fy,  stand  not  idly,  but  let  the  mill  go 

round ! 

Otr.  Why  dost  thou  sing  and  dance  thut? 
why  so  merry  ? 
Why  dost  thou  look  so  wa^^nly  upon  me? 
And  kiss  my  hands? 

Flor.  if  I  were  high  enough, 
Pd  kiss  your  lips  too. 

Olr.  Do !  this  is  some  kindness;        fstilL 
This  tabtes  of  willingness ;  nay,  you  may  kiss 
But  why  o'  th*  sudden  now  does  the  fit  take 
you,  [curt'sies  f 

Unoffer'd,  or  uncompell'd  ?  why  tliese  nwttt 
E'en  now  you  would  have  blush*d  to  death 
«        to  kiss  thus :  [ness ! 

Trithee.  let  me  beprepar'd  to  meet  thy  kind- 
I  shall  be  unfurnisn'd  else  to  hold  thee  play, 

wench : 
Stay  now  a  little,  and  delay  your  blessings ! 
f  this  be  love,  methinks  it  is  too  violrjit : 
f  you  repent  you  of  your  strictness  to  me, 
It  IS  so  sudden,  it  wants  circumstance. 
Flor,  Fy,  how  dull ! 

How  long  shall  I  pine  for  love  ? 
ilow  long  shall  I  sue  in  vain  ? 
How  long,  like  the  turtle-dove, 

bhall  I  heavily  thus  complain? 
Shall  the  sails  of  my  love  stand  still  ? 
Shall  the  grist  of  my  hopes  be  un- 
ground  ? 
Oh  fy,  oh  fy,  oh  fy ! 
Let  the  mill,  let  the  mill  go  round  ! 

Otr.  'Prithee  be  calm  a  little !      [strange, 
Thou  mak'st  me  wonder;  thou  that  wert  so 
And  read  such  pious  rules  to  my  behaviour 
But  yesternight;  thou   that  wcrt  made  of 

modesty, 
Shouldst  in  a  few  short  minutes  turn  thus 

F/or.  You  are  too  cold.  [desp'rate! 

Otr.  I  do  confess  I  freeze  now  I 
I  am  another  thing,  all  over  me. 
It  is  my  part  to  wooe,  not  to  be  courted : 


<•  Shall  not  be  worth  a  chicken.]  In  this  place  the  unknown  gentleman  reads  thus, 

* worth  a  chequin,* 

«hd  adds  that  Sir  Isaac  Newton  in  his  tables  of  gold  and  silver  coins  says,  »eguiu,  che^in, 
or  zacheen^  is  a  gold  Venetian  coin,  worth  nine  and  sixpence.  It  may  be  so;  but  yet  my 
friend  will,  I  hope,  pardon  me  if  I  have  not  altered  the  line  according  to  his  direction  ;  for  I 
am  not  sure  that  there  is  not  a  double  entendre  couched  under  this  word,  which  will  be  lost 
by  his  proposed  correction  of  the  text.         Sytnpson. 

We  apprehend  the  old  man's  meaning  is,  *  Thy  maidenhead  shall  not  be  worth  m  chicken, 
which  (on  a  great  demand  fur  viands)  lias  been  killed  without  fatting.' 
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Unfold  this  riddle ;  'tis  to  tne  It  wonder, 
That  DOW  o'  th'  instant,  ere  I  can  expect, 
£re  I  can  turn  my  tlioughts,  and  think  upon 
A  separation  of  your  honest  carriage 
From  the  desire:i  of  youth,  thus  wantonly, 

Thus  beyond  expectation 

Flor.  I  will  tell  you. 
And  tell  you  seriously,  why  I  appear  thus. 
To  hold  you  no  more  ignorant  and  bhndcd : 
1  have  no  modesty ;  Tm  truly  wanton ; 
I'm  that  you  look  for,"  sir:  Now,  come  up 

roundly !  [  ness 

If-  my  strict  face  and  counterfeited  stayed- 
Could  have  won  on  you,  I  bad  caught  you 

that  way, 
And   you  should  ne'er  hare  come  t*  have 

known  who  hurt  you.  [me. ! 

'Prithee,  sweet  count,  be  more  familiar  witli 
However  we  are  open  in  our  natures. 
And  apt  to  more  desires  than  you  dare  meet 

with, 
Yet  we  a6fect  to  lay  tlie  gloss  of  good  on*t. 
I  saw  you  touch*d  not  at  the  bait  of  Cliastity, 
And  that  it  grew  distasteful  to  your  palate 
To  appear  so  holy;  therefore  I  take  my  true 

shape :  [me. 

Is  your  bed  ready,  sir?  you  shall  quickly  find 

On  the  bed  I'll  throw  thee,  throw  thee  down; 
Down  being  laid. 
Shall  we  be  afraid 
To  try  the  riiihts  that  belons:  to  love  ? 
.  No,  no ;  there  1*11  wooe  thee  with  a  crown, 
Crown  our  desires; 
Kindle  the  fires,  [prove, 

When  love  requires  we  should  wanton 
We'll  kiss,  we'll  sport,  we'll  laugh,  we'll 

play ; 
If  tliou  com'st  short,  for  ibec  I'll  stay  ; 
If  thou  unskilful  art,  on  the  ground 
I'll  kindly  teach; — we'll  have  the  mill  go 
round. 

Otr,  Are  you  no  maid? 
yiur.  Alas,  my  lord,  no,  certtnn ; 
I'm  sorry  you're  so  innocent  to  think  so. 
Is  this  an  age  for  silly  niaids  to  thrive  in  ? 
It  is  so  long  too  since  I  lost  ir,  sir, 
That  I  have  no  belief  I  ever  was  one: 
What  sliould  you  do  with  maidf-.nhcad^  ?  you 

hate  'cm ; 
They're  peevish,  pettish  things,  that  hold  no 

game  up, 
No  pleasure  neither;  they  are  sport  for  sur- 
geons ;  [head : 
Fll  warrant  you  I'll  fit  you  beyond  maideu- 
A  fair  and  easy  way  men  travel  riglit  in, 


And  with  delight,  discourse,  and  twenty  plea- 
sures, 
They  enjoy  their  journey;  mad  men  creep 
thro'  hcd^ics.  fP*^***** 

Otr.  I'm  metamorphos'd !  W  hy  do  you  ap- 
I  conjure  you,  beyond  belief  thus  wanton  ?' 
IVor.  Because  I  would  give^ou  pleasui* 

leyond  belief. 
Think  me  Slill  in  my  father's  mill. 
Where  1  have  oft  been  found-a 
Thrown  on  my  back, 
On  a  well-till'd  sack. 
While  the  mil  has  still  );one  round-a: 
'Prithee,  sirrali,  try  thy  skill ; 

And  again  let  the  mill  go  round-a! 
Otr.  Then  you  have  traded  ? 
Flor,  Traded  ?  how  should  I  know  elif 
how  to  live,  sir, 
And  how  to  satisfy  such  lords  as  you  are, 
Our  best  guests  and  our  richest  ? 

Otr.  How  1  shake  now ! 
You  take  no  base  meu  ? 

Flor.  Any  that  will  offer; 
All  manner  of  men,  and  all  religion?,  sir. 
We  tf^uch  at  in  our  time ;  all  states  aud  ages. 
We  exempt  none. 

The  young  one,  the  old  one, 
The  fearful,'  the  bold  one. 

The  lame  one,  tho'  ne'er  so  unsound, 
The  Jew  or  the  Turk, 
Have  leave  for  to  work. 

The  whiUt  that  the  mill  goes  round. 
Otr.  You  are  a  common  thing  then  ? 
Fl^r.  No  matter,  since  you  have  your  pri- 
vate pleasure, 
And  have  it  by  an  artist  excellent: 
Whctiier  I  am  thus,  or  thus,  your  men  can 
tell  you.  [together, 

Otr.  Sly  men  ?  defend  me !  how  1  freeie 
And  urn  on  ice  !  Do  I  bite  at  such  au  orange? 
After  my  men?  I  am  preferr'd  ! 

Flor.  Why  stay  you  ? 
Why  do  we  talk,  my  lord,  and  lose  our  time?" 
Pleasure  was  made  for  lips,  and  sweet  em- 
braces ; 
Let  lawyers  use  their  tongues ! — Pardon  raej 
JVlodes»ty !  [serable. 

This  de>p'rate  way  roust  help  ;  or  I  am  mi- 
Otr.  She  turns,  and  wipes  her  face;  slie 
weeps  for  certain !  [beastly ; 

Some  new  way  now ;  she  cannot  be  thus 
She  is  too  excellent  fair  to  be  thus  impudent : 
She  knows  the  elements  of  common  looseness, 
The  art  of  lewdness**.  That,  that,  that— 
How  now,  sir? 


**  The  art  of  lewdnexs.]  However  Florirael's  languajic  shews  that  she  had  heard  of  the  ele* 
meats  at  lea!»t  of  hmseness,  yet  I  think  Otrante  should  say,  that  he  did  not  believe. she  knew 
(he  practical  part  of  it,  and  so  I  would  read ; 

*  Not  th'  art  of  lewdness-^ ' 
Or  rather  thus, 

'  Not  til'  act  of  lewdness.'   Art  and  act  being  often  confounded 
both  in  Shakespear  and  our  Authors.         Seicurd, 
Ihe  rest  of  the  speech  seems  to  confirm  the  old  reading. 
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[Act  i.  dce&e  fit 


Enter  a  Servant, 
Serv,  The  king,  an't  please  jour  lordsliip, 
Close  at  the  gate.  fis  alighted 

Otr.  The  kinj;? 
Serv.  And  calls  for  you,  sir; 
Means  to  breakfast  here  too. 
-  Fhr.  Then  Tni  happy  ! 
.  Otr.  Stolen  so  suddenly  ?  Go,  lOck  hef  op ; 
Lock  her  up  where  the  courtiers  may  not  see 

her ; 
Lock  her  up  closely,  sirrah,  in  my  closet 
Serv,  I  willy  my  lord.  What,  docs  she  yield 
Otr.  Peace  I  fyet  ? 

She*s  either  a  damn*d  devil,  or  an  angel. 
>io  noise,  upon  your  life,   dame,  but  all  si- 
lence !  [Exeunt  Flor,  and  Serv. 

Enter  King,  Lords,  Vertigo,  Lisauro,  and 

lerzo. 

Otr,  Your  majesty  heaps  too  much  ho- 
nour on  roe, 
With  such  delight  to  view  each  several  corner 
Of  a  rude  pik* ;  tl»ere's  no  proportiun  in*t,  sir. 
Phil.  Methinks  'tis  handsome,   and  the 
rooms  along 
Are  neut,  and  well  contriv*d;  the  gallery 
Stands  pleasantly  and  sweet.     What  rooms 
are  tliese  ? 
Otr.  They're  sluttish  ones. 
Phil   Nay,  I  must  see. 
Otr.  'Pray  you  do,  sir:  fden. 

They're  lodginsj-chamliersio'er  a  homely  gar- 
Phil.  Fit  still,  and  handsome ;  very  well ! 

and  those? 
Otr.   Those  lead  to  th*  other  side  o'  th' 

house,  ai/t  like  you. 
Phil.  La.  t  me  se*-  those. 
Otr.  You  may  ;  the  doors  are  open.— 
What  should  this  view  mean?  1  am  half  sus- 
Phif.  This  little  room  ?  [picious. 

Oir.  *  ris  mean ;  a  place  for  trash,  sir, 
For  mbl.'ish  of  the  house. 

Phtl.  1  would  see  tliis  too : 
I  will  see  all. 

Otr.  I  beseech  your  majesty  !        fance— ^ 
The  savour  of  it,   and  the  course  appear- 
Phil.  'lis  not  so  hod;   you'd  not  olfend 
your  house  with't: 
Come,  let  me  see. 

Otr.  'Faith,  sir 

Phil.  V  faith,  1  will  see. 

Otr.  My  groom  has  tlie  key,  sir ;  and  'tis 

ten  to  one —  [lords ! 

Phil.  But  1  will  see  it.  Force  the  lock,  my 

There  be  smiths  enough  to  mend  it:  i  perceive 

You  keep  some  rare  things  here,  you  would 

not  shew,  sir. 

Plorimel  ditcovered. 

Terzo.  Here's  a  fair  maid  indeed ! 

Phil.  By  my  faith  is  she ; 
A  handsome  girl !— Come  forward !  do  not 

fc'ur,  wench. 
Ay,  marry,  here's  a  trcasare  worth  conceal- 
Call  in  the  miller.  [ivt^ 


Otr,  Then  I  am  discover'd  l^^ 
I'll  confess  all  before  the  miUer  comes,  sir: 
Twas  but  intention  ;  from  ftll  act  I*in  cleaf 
yet. 

Enter  Franio, 
Phil.  Is  this  your  daughter? 
Fra.  Yes,  an  t  please  your  highnesft,        / 
This  is  the  shape  of  her;  for  her  substance^ 


sir. 


[able. 

Whether  she  be  now  h(»nounibleor  dishonour^ 
Whetlier  she  be  a  white  rose,  or  a  canker,  is 

tlie  question. 
I  thank  my  lord,  be  made  bok)  with  ray  filly  t 
If  she  be  for  your  pace,  you  had  best  pre* 
serve  her,  sir ;  [handsomely  ! 

She's  tender^mouth'd ;  let  her  be   broken 
PAi7.  Maid,  were  you  stoln?  .. 
Flor.  I  went  not  willingly,  [boldly. 

An't  please  your  Grace ;   i  was  ne'er  bred  S9 
Phil.  How  has  lie  us'd  yon? 
Flor.  Yet,  sir,  very  nobly. 
Phil.  Be  sure  you  tell  truth.  And  be  sore, 
my  lortl, 
You  have  not  ^rong'd  her ;  if  you  have,  I 

tell  you, 
You've  lost  me,  and  yourself  too!  Speak 
again,  wench.  [a  maid : 

Flor.  He  has  not  wrong'd  me,  sir ;  I'm  yet 
By  all  that's  white  and  innocent,  I  am,  sir! 
Only  I  sutTer*d  under  strong  temptations. 
The  heat  of  youth;  but  iieav  n  deiiver'd 

me.— 
My  lord,  f  am  no  whore,  for  all  I  feign'd  it. 
And  feigu'ditcuuniui;iy,  and  made  yoo  loath 
nie :  [else/ 

'Twas  time  to  out-do  you ;  I  had  been  robb'd 
I  had  been  niisci-able;  but  I  furtive  you. 
Phil.  V\  liat  recompense  for  this? 
Otr.  A  gr<*at  one,  sir; 
First  a  repentance,  and  a  hearty  one. 
I'ori^ive  me,  sw  ect ! 
Flitr.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Otr.  I  thank  you !  [Florimel ! 

The  next,  take  this,  and  these ;  all  I  have, 

Flor.  No,  t;ood  my  lord,  these  often  cor-< 

rupt  maidens; 

I  dare  not  touch  at  these,  they're  lime  for  vir- 

But  if  you'll  give  me [(ios; 

Otr.  Any  thing  in  my  power, 
Or  in  my  purchase. 

Flor.  Take  heed,  noble  sir ! 
You'll  make  me  a  bold  asker. 

Otr.  Ask  me  freely.  [you ; 

Flor.  Ask  you  ?  I  do  ask  you,  and  I  deserve 
I've  kept  you  from  a  crying  siu  would  damn 
you  [dit. 

To  men  and  time ;  I  have  preserv'd  yourcre- 
That  wunld  have  died  to  all  posterity: 
Curses  of  maids  shall  never  now  afflict  yoo. 
Nor  parents'  bitter  tears  make  your  name 

barren. 
If  he  deserves  well  that  redeems  his  country, 
And  as  a  patriot  be  remember'd  nobly. 
Nay,  set  the  higliect;  may  not  I  be  worthy 
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To  be  your  friendi  that  h«ve  preserved  your 
honour? 
Otr.  You  are,  and  thus  I  take  you;  thus 
I  seal  you 
Jdine  own,  and  only  mine. 

Phil.  Count,  she  deserves  you : 
And  let  it  be  my  happiness  to  give  you ! 

[Gives  her  to  Otrante, 
Tve  giv'n  a  virtuous  maid  novvy  I  dare  say  it; 
^Tis  more  than  blood.  I'll  puy  her  portion, 
And  it  shall  be  worth v  you.  [sir; 

Fro.  ril  sell  my  mill, 
^*11  pay  some  too !  V\i  pay  the  fidlers. 
And  we'll  have  all  i'  th'  country  at  this  wed-  ~ 
ding.  [her, 

Tray  let  me  give  her  too :  Here,  my  lord,  take 
Take  her  with  all  nay  heart,and  kit^  her  freely. 
'SYouid  I  could  give  you  all  this  hand  has 
stoFn  top,  [whiter. 

In  portion  with  her!  'twould  make  her  a  little 
The  wind  blows  fair  now;  get  me  a  young 
miller ! 
Vert,  She  must  have  new  cloatlis. 
Terzo.  Yes. 

Vert.  Yes,  marry  must  she. 
If 't  please  ye,  madam^  let  me  see  the  state 

of  your  body ; 
JH  6t  you  instantly. 

Phil,  Art  not  thou  gone  yet? 
Vert,  An't  please  your  Grace,  a  gown,  a 
handsome  gowh  how^ 
J^n  orient  gQwn-^ — 

Phil,  Nay,  take  thy  pleasure  of  her. 

Vert,  Of  cloth  of  tissue — I  ean  fit  yoo, 

madam :  [body ! 

(My  lords,  stand  out  o*  th*  light !)  a  curious 

The  neatest  body  in  Spain  this  day — with 

cmbroider'd  powers, 
A  clinquant  petticoat  of  some  rich  stuff, 
To  catch  the  eve :  i  have  a  thousand  fashions. 
0h,  sleeve,  oh,  sleeve !  I'll  study  all  night. 
To  magnify  your  sleeve.  [madam, 

Otr,  Do,  superstitious  tailor, 
When  you've  i^iore  time.  #- 

Fior,  Make  me  no  more  than  woman,  and 
I'm  thine.  [help, 

Otr.  Sir,  happily  my  wardrobe,  with  your 
May  fit  her  instantly ;  will  you  try  her  ? 
Vert,  If  I  fit  her  not,  your  wardrpbe  can- 
not: 
But  if  the  fashion  be  not  tliere,  you  mar  her. 

Enter  Antonio,  Cofutable,  and  Officers, 

Ant.  Is  my  oflfence  so  great,  ere  I  be  con- 
To  be  torn  with  rascals  ?  if  it  be  law,   [vict, 
Let  'em  be  wild  horses  rather  than  these. 
Phil.  What's  that? 
Con.  This  is  a  man  suspected  of  murder, 

if  it  please  your  Grace. 
PhiL  It  pleases  me  not,  friend ;  bu(  who 
suspects  him  ? 


Con.  We  that  arc  your  highness'  extraor- 
dinary officers.  Tin  peace. 
We  that  have  taken  our  oaths  to  mamtam  yot) 
Phil.  Twill  be  a  great  charge  to  you. " 
Con.  Tis  a  great  charge  indeed ; 
But  then  we  call  our  neighbours  to.  help  us. 

This  gentleman 
And  another  were  fallen  out  (yet  that's  more 
I'han  I  am  Hble  to  say,  for  I  heard  no  words 
Between  *em,  but  what  their  weapons  spoke, 
clash,  and  clatter)  [vernment. 

Which  we  seeing,  came  with  our  bills  of  go- 
And  first  knock'd  down  their  weapons,  and 
then  the  men. 
PhiL  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  peacei 
Con,  Yes,  nn*t  like  your  Gracr, 
We  knock'd  *em  dimn,  to  keep  the  peace  : 
This  we  laid  hold  on,  [do 

The  other  we  set  in  the  stocks.  That  I  could 
By  mine  own  power,  without  your  majesty. 

Enter  Aniinta, 
Phil.  How  so,  sir? 

Con.  I  am  a  shoemaker  by  my  trade. 
Avtin.  Oh,  mv  husband  J 
Why  stands  my  husband  us  amanendangcr'd? 
Restore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful ! 
I'll  answer  for  him. 

Ant,  What  woman  is  this? 
What  husband  ?  Hold  thy  bawling !  I  know 
thee  for  no  wife. 
Amin,  You  married  me  last  night. 
Ant,  Thou  liest!  I  neither  was 
In  church  nor  house  last  nij;ht,  nor  saw  I  thee. 
A  thing  tliat  was  my  friend,  I  scorn  to  name 

now. 
Was  with  Ismenia,  like  a  thief,  and  there 
He  violated  a  sacred,  trust :  This  thou  nmyst 
know,  Aniinta. 
Amin,  Are  not  you  he  ? 
Ant.  No,  nor  a  friend  of  his : 
'Would  I  had  killed  him!   1  hope  I  have. 
Amin,  That  was  my  husband,  royal  sir, 
that  man. 
That  excellent  man  ! 

Enter  Bellidei, 

Apt.  That  villain,  that  thief!         [taken  ! 

Bel,  Ha%e  I  cau»ht  you,  sir?  Well  over- 
This  is  mine  enemy.   Pardon,  my  s<ivereign  ! 

Phil,  Good  charity,  to  crave  pardon  for 
your  enemy !  [rudeness. 

Bel.  Mine  own  pardon,  sir,  for  my  jo^'s 
In  what  place  better  could  I  meet  my  foe. 
And  both  of  us  so  well  provided  too?  [him, 
He  with  some  black  blood-thirsty  crime  upon 
That  (ere  the  horse-leech  burst)  will  suck  him 
I  with  a  second  accusation,  [dry ; 

Enough  to  break  his  neck,  if  need  should  be; 
And  then  to  have  e'en  Justice'  self  to  right 
us«*! 


^  Justice  self  to  right  us]  Is  from  the  most  ancient  edition :  the  octavo  has  it, 
'  Justice  it  self,'  i^c, 
Jhe  reading  in  tha  text  completes  the  measure  here,  and  I  wish  I  could  have  done  the  tame 

by 
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How  should  I  moke  my  joys  a  little  cml, 
They  might  not  keep  tnis  noise? 

Ant.  Here  is  some  hope : 
Should  th'  nxe  be  dully  the  halter  i»  preparing. 

Ffiil.  What  is  your  accusation,  i»ir ?  We've 
heard  the  former. 

Enter  Julio, 

JBeL  Mine,  my  lord  ?  A  strong  one. 

Julio.  A  i'alse  one,  sir, 
At  least  malicious ;  an  evidence 
Of  hatred  and  despite :  Fie  would  -accuse 
My  poor  kinsman  of  that  he  never  dream 'd  of, 
Nor  waking  saw,  the  btenling  of  his  daughter. 
She  whom,  I  know,  he  would  not  look  opon. 
Speak,  Antonio,  didst  thou  ever  see  her  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  sir ;  I  have  seen  her. 

Bel.  Ah,  ha,  friend  Julio  ! 

Julio,  fie  might;  but  bow?  With  an  un- 
heedful  eye. 
An  accidental  view,  as  men  see  multitudes. 
That  the  next  day  dare  not  precisely  say 
They  saw  that  (ucCj  or  that,  amongst  'em  all. 
Didst  thou  so  look  on  her? 

Bel.  Guilty,  guilty ! 
His  looks  hang  themselves. 
^  Phil.  Your  patience,  centlemen! 
I  pray  you  tell  me  if  I  be  in  error; 
I  may  speak  often  w  hen  I  should  but  hear : 
This  is  some  show  you  would  present  us  with, 
And  I  do  interrupt  it.     4'ray  you  speak, 
(It  seems  no  more)  is't  any  thing  but  a  show? 

Pel.  My  lord,  this  gentlewoman  can  shew 
you  all, 
So  could  my  daughter  too,  if  she  were  here  : 
By  this  time  they  are  both  immodest  enough. 
She  is  fled  me,  and  I  accuse  this  thief  for  t. 
Don  Martino  his  own  Friend,  is  my  testimony; 
A  practis'd  ui^^ht-work! 

Phil.  That  Martino's  the  other 
In  your  custody  ;  he  was  forgotten : 
Fetch  him  hither. 

Con.  We'll  bring  the  stocks  and  all  else, 
A  n't  please  your  Grace  ! 

Enter  Bustopha  and  hmcnia. 

Amin.  That  man's  my  husband  certain. 
Instead  of  this:  Both  would  have  dccciv'd, 

and  both 
Bcguil'd  *». 

Butt.  So  ho,  miller,  miller!  look  out,  miller  I 
Is  there  ne'er  a  miller  amongst  you  here,  gen- 
tlemen ? 


Tert9.  Yes,  sir,  here  ]»  a  miller  amongst 
gentlemen, 
A  gentleiiilin  miller. 

Bust.  I  should  not  be  far  off  then  ; 
There  went  but  a  pair  of^heers^nd  a  bodkin 

between  us. 
Will  yr>u  to  work,- miller?  here  is  a  maid 
Has  a  iack  full  of  news  for  you :  Shall  yoqr 

stones  walk  ? 
Will  you  grind,  miller  ? 

Phil.  This  your  SOD,  Franio? 

Fra.  My  ungracious,  ray  disobedieiity 
My  unnatural,  my  rebel  son,  my  lord. 

Butt,  ¥y !  your  hopper  runs  ov^r,  miller* 

Fra.  This  villain 
(Of  my  own  flesh  and  blood)  was 
To  the  stealing  of  my  daughter. 

Bu$t.  Oh  niountam, 
Shalt  thou  call  a  molehill  a  scab  upon  tiie  face 

of  the.  earth? 
Tho'  a  man  be  a  thief,,  shall 
A  miller  call  him  so?  Oh,  egredous! 

Julio.  lUmeuiber,  siirah,  who  yon  speak 
before.  f^rain ; 

Bust.  I  speak  before  a  miller,  a  thief  id 
For  lie  stc  als  com :  He  tliat  steals  a  wench. 
Is  a  true  nian  to  him. 

Phil,  Can  you  pnjve  tliat?  ['"S- 

You  may  help  anulilier  cause  that  was  io  plead- 

Butl,  ril  prove  it  strongly.  He  that  steals 
corn,  steals 
l*hc  brend  of  the  commonwealtli ;  lie  tJiat 
A  wench,  steals  but  tlie  flesh.  [steals 

Plul.  And  how  [flebh  ? 

Is  the  bread-stealing  more  criminal  thuu  the 

Bust,  He   that  steals  bread,  steals  that 
which  is 
Lawful  every  day;  he  that  steals  fleshy  steals 

nothing  (Voin  ttic  fasting  day: 
Ere^y  to  steal  ttie  bread  is  the  arranter  theft. 

fhil.  I'bis  is  to  some  purpose. 

Bust.  A^ani,  he 
That  steals  flesh  steals  for  his  own  belly  full; 
He  that  steals  bread,  robs  the  guts  of  others: 
A'r^'o,  the  arranter  thief  the  bread-stealcr. 
Again,  he  that  steals  flesh,  steals  once,  and 

gives  over ; 
Yes,  ai^d  often  pays  for  it ;  the  other 
Steafs  every  day,  without  satisfaction. 
To  conclude,  bread-stealing  is  the  more  ca- 
pital crime; 
For  what  he  steals,  he  puts  it  in  at  the  head ; 
He  that  stealb  flesh  ;as  the  Dutch  ^uthor  says) 


by  the  assistance  of  all  the  copies  through  the  rest  of  the  play;  for  great  part  of  it  is  so  far 
from  being  verse,  that  it  has  no  pretence  to  any  such  thing,  and  indeed  in  a  multitude  of 
places  is  neither  better  nor  worse  than  prose  run  rnqd.        Sympson. 

This  justice  to  the  mea^'ure  has  been  attempted  in  this  edition. 

♦3  Both  vou'd  have  deceived,  and  both  beguird.]  ^^ hut,  deceived  and  beguiPd  too  f  Aminta 
purposed  no  such  tautology,  but  only  that  she  and  Martino  were  two  designing  cheats,  and 
had  been  as  well  fitted  for  their  purposed  knavery.  But  as  the  old  reading  dues  not,  nay 
cannot,  make  out  this  sense,  I  suspect  we  should  write  thUs, 

'  Both  (i.  e.  of  us)  would  have  deceived,  and  both  are  beguil'd.'        Sympson, 

The  old  reading^  bears  the  same  scusc. 
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Puts  it  in  at  the  foot  (the  lower  member). 
Will  }rou  go  as  you  are  now,  miller? 
PkiL  How  has  this  satisfied  you,  don  Bel- 
lides  ?  [ous ! 

BeL  Nothing,  my  lord;  my  cause  is  sen- 
I  claim  a  daughter  from  that  loving  thief 
there. 
Ant.  I  would  I  had  her  for  you,  sir ! 
BeL  Ha, ha,  Julio! 

Juiio.  How  said  you,  Antonio !  Wish  you, 

you  had  his  daughter?  [hody 

Ant,  With  my  soul  I  wish  her;  and  my 

Shall  perish,  but  I  will  enjoy  my  sours  wish. 

I  would  have  slain  my  friend  fur  his  deceit. 

But  I  do  find  his  own  deceit  hath  paid  him. 

Julio.  Will  you  vex  my  soul  forth?  no 

other  choice  [girl ! 

But  where  my  hate  is  rooted?   Come  hither, 

Whose  pretty  maid  art  thou  ? 

Ism.  The  child  of  a  poor  man,  sir. 
Julio.  The  better  for  it.    With  my  sove- 
reign's leave, 
I  will  wed  thee  to  this  man,  will  he,  nill  he. 
Phil.  Pardon   me,  sir,    1*11   be  no  love- 
enforcer; 
I  use  no  power  of  mine  unto  those  ends. 
Ju^io,  Wilt  thou  have  him  ? 
Ism,  Not  unless  he  love  me.      [beauties ! 
Ant,  I  do  love  thee :   Farewell,  all  other 
I  settle  here.    You  are  Ismenia. 

[Aside  to  Ismenia, 
Ism.  The  same  I  was ;  better,  nor  worse, 

Antonio. 
Ant,  I  shall  have  your  consent  here,  I  am 

sure,  sir. 
BeL  Witli  all  my  heart,  sir;   nay,  if  you 
accept  it, 
ril  do  this  kindness  to  mine  enemy, 
And  give  her  as  a  father. 

Ant,  She'll  thank  you  as  a  daughter; 
Will  you  not,  Ismenia? 
Bel,  How!  Ismenia? 
Ism,  Your  daughter,  sir. 
BeL  Is  it  possible?— 
Away,  you  feeble-wilted  things !  You  thought 
You'd  cauglit  the  old  ones !  You  wade,  you 
wade  [here ! 

In  shallow  fords;  we  can  Swim,  we:  Look 
We  niude  the  match ;  we  are  all  friends,  good 
friends :  [fool. 

Thin,  tliiii  I  Why,  the  fool  knew  all  this,  tfils 
Bust,  Keep  that  to  yourself,  sir;   what  I 
knew  I  knew: 
This  sack  is  a  witness.  Miller,  this  is  not  for 
yuur  chuinbiii^.  [day 

Here's  gold  lace;  you  may  see  her  in  her  holi- 
Cloathsif  you  will;  1  was  her  wardrobe-man. 

Enter  MartinOjAminta^ConstahUandOfficers, 

Ant,  You  beguird  me  well,  sir. 

Mart.  Did  you  speak  to  ine,  sir  ? 

Afit,  It  might  seem  to  you,  Murtino ; 
Your  conscience  has  quick  card. 

Mart,  My  sight  was 
Vol.  U,  4 


A  little  dim  i'  di'dark  indeed ;  so  was 
My  feeling  cozen*d ;  yet  I  am  content : 
I  am  the  better  understander  now ; 
I  know  my  wife  wants  nothing  of  a  woman  I 
There  youVe  my  junior. 

Ant,  You're  not  hurt  ? 

Mart,  Not  shrewdly  hurt;  [flesh. 

I  have  eOod  flesh  to  heal,  you  see,  good  round 
These  cherries  will  be  worth  chopping,  crack 

stones  and  all ; 
I  should  not^ive  much  to  boot  to  ride 
In  your  UeW,  and  you  in  niy  old  ones  now. 

Ant,  You  mistake  the  weapon :  Are  yott 
uot  hurt? 

Mart*  A  little  scratch ;  but  I  shallchiw't 
6ff  well  enough. 

Enter  Gillian, 

Gil,  I  can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine. 
With  a  free  conscience.     My  liege,  your 

.    pardon. 

PhiL  For  what?— Who  knows  this  woman? 

Fra,  I  best,  my  lord ;  IVe  been  acquainted 
ivith  her 
These  forty  summers,  and  as  many  winters. 
Were  it  spring  again:  Shes  like  the  gout;  £ 

can  get 
No  cure  for  her. 

PhiL  Oh,  your  wife,  Franio?        [painful 

Fra,  *ris  *  oh,  my  wife*  indeed,  my  lord;  f| 
Stitch  to  my  side;  'would  it  were  picked  out! 

PhiL  Well,  sir. 
Your  silence ! 

Bust,  Will  you  be 
Older  and  older^ every  day  than  other? 
The  longer  you  live  the  older  still  ?    Must 
his  majesty  [tongue? 

Command  your  silence,  ere  you^ll  hold  your 

PhiL  Your  reprehension  runs  into  the  same 
Tray,  sir,  will  you  be  silent  ?  [fault: 

Bast.  I  have  toKI  him 
Of  this  before  now,  my  liege;  but  age 
Will  have  his  course,  and  his  weaknesses 

PhiL  Good  sir, 
Your  forbearance. 

Bust,  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follies. 
As  I  may  say,  that  cannot  hold  his  tongue 
Ere  he  be  bidden 

PhiL  Why, sirrah! 

Bust,  But  I  believe  [himt 

Your  majesty  will  not  be  long  troubled  with 
L  hope  that  woman  has  something  to  confess 
Will  hang  them  both. 

PhiL  birrah,  you*ll  pull  your  destiny  upon 
If  you  cense  not,  the  sooner.  [y^"i 

Bust.  Nay,  I  have  done,  my  liege;  yet 
It  grieves  me  that  I  shoidd  call  tliat  man  fa- 
ther, 
That  should  be  so  shameless,  that  being  com* 
To  hold  his  tongue [mauded 

PhiL  To  th*  porter's  lodge  with  hmi. 

Bust,  i  thank  your  Grace !  I  ha\  e  a  friend 
there. 

PhiL  Speak,  woman ! 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA: 

A  TRAGI-COMEDY. 


The  Coraroendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  play  (which  was  first  printed  in  the  folio 
of  1647)  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  hath  not  been  acted  within  the  memory  of  any  persoa 
now  living,  nor  do  we  know  of  any  alteration  of  it. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Valetta,  the  Grand-master  of  Malta. 
Miranda,  an  Italian  Gentleman,  <A€  Knight 
of  Malta. 

c7^^<^:\''^^'''eh"  of  the  Order. 

MouNTFERRAT,a  Knight  of  the  Order,  but  a 
Villain. 

GoMEKA,  a  deserving  Spanish  Gentleman, 

fJORANDiNE,  a  valiant  merry  Dane,  Com- 
mander-in-chief of  the  G  allies  of  Malta. 

CoLONNA,  alias  Angrlo,  a  Captive  redeemed 
from  the  G  allies,  and  beloved  of  Miranda. 

RocCA,  Servant  and  Instrument  to  Minint- 

Two  Bishops.  Iferrat. 

Soldiers. 


Corporal. 

Prisoners. 

2W  Marshals. 

Doctor. 

One  of  the  Esguard. 

Servants. 

Ortana,  Sister  to  Valetta,  and  Wife  of  Go- 

mera. 
Velleda,  Attendant  on  Oriana. 
Zantiiia,  alias  Abdclla,  a  Moin-y  Servant 

to  Oriana. 
LUCINDA,   a  beautiful  Turkish  Womany  con* 

tracted  to  Angelo,  Prisoner  to  Miranda. 
Two  Gentlewomen.  ' 


SCENE,  Malta. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Mountferrdt, 

Mountferrat.  T^  ARES  she  despise  roe  thus? 

"*^  roe,  that  with  spoil 
And  hazardous  exploits,  full  sixteen  years 
Have  led  (as  hand-maids)  Fortune,  Victory, 
Whom  the  Maltezi  call  my  servitors  ? 
Teropests  I  have  subdued,  and  fought  them 

calm, 
Out-lighten*d  li£;ht*ning  in  my  chivalry. 
Rid  (tame  as  Patience)  billows  that  kickM 

Heav'n, 
Whistled  enraged  Boreas  'till  his  gusts 
Were  grown  so  gentle,  that  he  seem'd  to  sigh. 
Because  he  could  not  shew  the  air  my  keel ; 
And  yet  1  cannot  conquer  her  bright  eyes, 
Which,  tho'  they  blaze,  both  comfort  and 

invite ;  f^»»'. 

Neither  by  force,  nor  fraud,  pass  thro   her 
Whose  guard  is  only  blushing  Innocence, 
To  take  the  least  possession  of  her  heart, 
pid  I  attempt  b«r  with  a  thread-bare  name, 


Un-napt  with  meritorious  actions. 

She  might  with  colour  disallow  ray  suit : 

But,  by  the  honour  of  this  Christian  crpss, 

(In  blood  of  infidels  so  often  dyed. 

Which  mine  own  soul  and  sword  hath  fixed 

here. 
And  neither  favour,  nor  birth's  privilege) 
Oriana  shall  confess,  (altho'  she  be 
Valetta*s  sister,  our  Grand-master  here) 
The  wages  of  scorn'd  love  is  baneful  hate, 
And,  if  I  rule  not  her,  I'll  rule  her  fate. 

Enter  Rocca. 

Rocca,  my  trusty  ser\'ant,  welcome ! 

Rocca.  Sir, 
I  wish'm^'  news  descrv'd  it !  Hapless  I, 
That,  being  lovM  and  trusted,  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  answer  that  you  do  expect. 

Mount f.  Why  spcak'st  thou  from  me  ?  thy 
pieas*d  eyes  send  forth 
Beams  brighter  than  the  star  that  ushers  day; 
Thy  smiles  restore  sick  expectation,    [mine. 

nocca.  I  bring  you,  sir,  her  smiles,  not 
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Mounif.  Her  smiles  ? 
Why,  the?  nre  presents*  for  kings*  eldest  sons  : 
Great  Stjfvinan,  that  wearies  his  hot  eyes 
Bwt  to  peruse  his  decked  seraulio, 
When  troin  the  number  of  his  concubines 
lie  chuseth  one  for  that  night,  in  his  pride 
Of  them,  wives,  wraith,  is  not  so  rich  as  X 
In  this  one  smile,  from  Oriana  sent. 
Rocca,  Sir,  fare  you  well ! 
"Mount/,  Oh,  Kocca!  thou  art  wise. 
And  wouldst  not  have  the  torrent  of  my  joy 
Ruin  me  hendlon«;!  Aptly  thou  conceiv*st, 
If  one  reviving  smile  can  raise  me  thus, 
What  trances  will  the  sweet  words  which 

thou  brinj'Vt 
Cast  me  into.  I  felt,  my  dearest  friend, 
(No  more  my  servant)  when  I  ernploy'd  thee, 
7'hat  knew*st  to  look  and  speak  as  lovers 

should, 
And  carry  faithfully  thy  master's  si^hs, 
That  it  must  work  some  heat  in  hrr  cold  heart; 
And  all  my  lahours  now  come  frau^^htcd  home 
With  ten-fold  prize. 

Rocca.  Will  you  yet  hoar  me  ? 
Mounif.  Yes : 
But  take  heed,  ^[cntle  Rocca,  that  thou  dost 
Tenderly  by  dcgretf*  assault  mine  ears 
With  her  consent,  now  to  embrace  my  love; 
For  thou  well  know'st  IVc  been  so  plung'd, 

so  torn 
With  her  rt^snlved  reject,  and  neglect. 
That  to  report  her  soft  acceptance  now 
Will  stupifv  sense  in  me,  if  not  kill. 
Why  shcw'st  tiiou  tiiis  distemper? 

AiKca.  Draw  your  sword,  [yon* 

And,  when  I  with   my  breath  have  blasted 
Kill  me  with  it: 

I  brin^  you  smiles  of  pity,  not  affoction, 
For  such  she  sent. 

Mount f.  Oh  !  can  she  pity  m^  ? 
Of  all  ctte  paths  lead  to  a  woman's  love. 
Pity's  the  straijihtest. 

Rucca.  Waken y  sir,  and  know 
That  her  contempt  (if  you  can  name  it  so) 
Continues  still;  she  bids  vou  throw  your  pearl 
Into  stronp  streams,  and  fiope  t<j  turn  them  so, 
Ere  her  to  foul  dishonour;  write  your  plaints 
In  rocks  of  coral  grown  above  the  sea; 
Them  hope  to  soften  to  compassion. 
Or  change  their  modest  blush  to  love-sick 

pale. 
Ere  work  her  to  your  impions  requests. 
All  your  loose  thoughts  &lie  chides  you  home 

again, 
But  with  such  calm  behaviour,  aud  mild  looks, 
She  t;enilier  dunjes  than  others  jrranr. 
For  just  as  others  love,  so  doth  she  hutc. 
She  says,  that  by  your  order  you  are  bound 
From  marrying];  ever,  and  much  marvels  then 
You  would  thus  violate  her,  and  your  own 

faith. 
That  ooin^;  the  virj;in  you  should  now  protect, 
Hithrrto,  she  profv^^es,  sh*  iias  conceal'd 
Your  lustful  batt'rics;  but  the  next,  she  vows^ 
(In  open  hall,  before  the  lionour'd  cross, 


And  her  great  hrotbrr)  she  will  quhvi 
Calling;  for  justice,  to  your  utter  da 
Mounif.  Ilencc?  find  the  Bhckamoffik 

waits  upon  her. 
Bring  her  unto  me;  she  doth  lore  me ie^ 
And  I  must  her  now,  at  lea^t  secmtoibi 
Cupid,  thy  brands  that  ploiv  thus  m  njio^ 
I  will  with  blood  extinguish  ! — Art  notcw! 

[EntJin. 
Shall  roj  desires,  like  bcfz^Rrs,  wait  at  An^ 
Whilst  any  others  revel  in  her  breast? 
Sweat  on,  my  spirits !  Knovr,  thoo  tMit^ 

toy. 
My  love's  a  violent  flood,  where  tlion  artiaih; 
Playing  with  which  tide  th'  hadst  been  ps^i 

toss'd. 
But,  crossing  it,  thou  art  o'erwhclmM  aiidli^ 

Enter  Jstiirius  and  Casirioi. 

Catt.  Monsieur,  good  day  !  * 

A$to.  Good  mnrrow'y  valiant  knight! 
What,  are  you  for  this  great  solemuity 
This  morn  mtcnded  ? 

Mounif.  What  solemn ity? 

Auto,   rh*  inventing ofthe'iDRrtinlSpiBW^ 
Peter  Oomera,  with  our  ChriAtiaii  bad^ 

Cast.  And  yrmng  Miranda,  the  Italian; 
Both  which,  with  wondrous  prowess  andgicA 

luck. 
Have  dar'd  and  done  for  Malta  such  kigl 

fea^s, 
I'hat  not  one  fort  in  it  but  rinj^  their  name 
As  loud  as  any  maii^. 

Mvnntf  As  any  man's  ? 
Whv,  we  have  fought  for  Malta. 

Aito.  Yes,  Mountferrat, 
No  bold  knight  ever  p^st  you  ;   but  we  wesi 
Thcditniity  <)>f  Christians  on  our  breasts, 
And  have  a  long  time  triuinpli'd  for  our  coii' 
quests :     ^  [y^t 

These  conqurrM  a  lonp  time,  not  triumph*d 

Mouutf.  Astorius,  youVc    a  ujobt  indul- 
«^(  nt  kni^hr. 
Detract in<;  from  your«elf,  to  add  to  others. 
Vou  know  this  title  is  tiie  period 
To  all  our  labours,  the  extremity 
Of  that  tall  pyramid,  where  honour  hangs ; 
Which  \M'.  witii  sweat  and  agony  have  reacb*d|, 
And  should  not  then  so  easily  impart 
So  bright  a  wreath  to  e%'ery  cheap  desert. 

Cast.   How   is  this  Frenchman   chong'd, 
Astorius! 
Some  sulh*n  (lis<'ontent  possesses  liim. 
That  makes  him  tiivy  what  heiicretoforc 
Dill  n!ost  in^ronuoublv  but  emiilHYe. 

Mount,  oil,  furious  dv^ire,  how   like  a 
whirlwind 
Thou  hurriest  me  beyond  mine  honour's  point  \ 
Out  of  my  heart,  base  lust !  or,  heart,  I  \-ow 
Those  flames  that  heat  me  thus,  Til  hum 
thee  in.  lAui/e* 

Aito.  t)o  you  observe  him  ? 

Mounif.  What  news  of  the  Dane  ? 
That  valiant  capUiin  Nocaudino? 

Cast,  lie  flights  still, 
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4rf|o  view  o*th'  town ;  be  plays  the  devil  with  I 
«i  And  they,  the  Turks  with  him.  ['em, 

iM      Mountjf.  The/re  well  met  then; 

Twere  sin  to  sever  'em.    Pish— woman— 
fai  memory— 

Ml  nVould  one  of  ye  would  leave  me !     [Mide, 
rk       Aito.  Six  fresli  gallies 
^  I  in  St.  An^do  from  the  promontory 
•■  This  morn  descried,  making  a  eirdie  for  him ; 
■I   But  our  Greatrmaster  doth  intend  relief 
H    This  present  meeting.   Will  you  walk  alonti;? 
^        MoutUf.  Hum — I  have  reiid,  ladies  enjoy'd 
have  been  [names, 

I    The  gulphs  of  worthiest  men,  ^  juried  their 
J     Their  former  valour,  bounty,  beauty,  virtue, 
'  And  sent  them  stiuking  to  untimely  graves. 
I  that  cannot  enjoy,  by  lier  disdain, 
*Am  like  to  prove  as  wretched.  Woman  then 
I      Checking,  or  granting,  is  the  grave  of  men. 

[Astide, 
Aito,  lie's  sayinp  of  his  prayers  sure. 
Cast.  Will  you  go,  sir  ?  [porteil 

Mountf.  1  ory  you  mercy  !  I  am  so  trans- 
(Your  pardi>n,  noble  brothers)  with  a  business 
Iliat  doth  concern  all  Malta,  that  I  am 
(Auou  you'll  liear  it)  almost  blind  and  deaf — 
(Lust  neither  sees  nor  hears  aught  but  itself) — 
But  I  will  follow  instantly.  Your  cross. 
Asto,  Not  mine.  [CVom  dropt. 

Cunt.  Nor  mine;  'tis  yours. 
Aslo.  Cust.  Good  morrow,  brother.  [Exe, 
Mount/.  White  innocent  sign,  thou  dost 
abhor  to  dwell  [breast. 

So  near  the  dim  thoughts  of  this  troubled 
And  grace  these  graceless  projects  of  my 
;  heart ! 

Enter  Zanfhia,  alias  Ahdella, 

Yet  I  must  wear  thee,  to  protect  my  crimes, 

If  not  for  conscience,  for  hypocrisy; 

Some  churchmen  so  wear  cassocks.    Oh,  my 

Zantliia, 
My  pearl,  that  scorns  a  stain !  I  much  repent 
All  my  neglects ;  let  mc,  Ixiou  hke. 
Embrace  my  black  cloud,  since  my  Juno  is 
So  wrathful,  and  averse :  Thou  art  more  soft 
And  full  of  dalliance  than  the  fairest  flesh, 
And  far  more  loving. 

Zant.  Ay,  you  say  so  now; 
But,  like  a  property,  when  I  have  ser\''d 
Your  turns,  you'll  oist  me  off,  or  hang  me  up 
For  a  sign  somewhere. 

Mountf,  May  my  life  then  forsake  roe. 
Or,  from  my  expected  bliss,  be  cast  to  hell! 

Zant.  My  tongue,  sir,  cannot  lisp  to  meet 
you  so. 
Nor  my  black  cheek  put  on  a  feigned  blush, 
To  inaKC  lue  seem  more  modest  than  I  am. 
This  ground-work  will  not  bear  adultVatered, 
Nor  artificial  white,  to  cozen  love.       [teeth, 
These  dirk  locks  are  not  p  jrchas'd,  nor  these 
For  evVy  bight  thoy  are  my  bcdlellows; 
No  bath,  no  blanching  water,  smoothing  oils, 


Doth  mend  me  up ;  aad  yet,  Itfountferraty 

know, 
I  am  as  full  of  pleasure  in  the  touch 
As  e*er  a  white- fac'd  puppet  of  'em  all. 
Juicy,  and  6rm;  unfledgcthem  of  their  tires. 
Their  wires,  their  partlets,  pins,  and  perriwigs. 
And  they  appear  like  bald  -cootes,  in  the  nestt 
1  can  as  blidily  %vork  in  my  love's  bed, 
And  deck  thy  fair  neck  \%  ith  these  jetty  chains, 
Siiii?  thee  asleep,  being  weai  icd;aiid,  refresb*d. 
With  the  same  organ,  steal  sleep  off  again. 
Mountf.  Oh,  my  black  swan,  sleeker  than 

cygnet's  plush ', 
Sweeter  than  is  the  sweet  of  pomander, 
Breath'd  Hke  curl'd  2^phyrus,  cooling  limon- 

trees,  [grove! 

Straight  as  youn<r  pines,  or  cedars  in  the 
Quickly  d<:9cend,  lovers*  best  canopy. 
Still  Night,  for  Zauthia  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond   all  continence!    Perpetrate,    dear 

wench. 
What  thou  hast  promis*d,and  I  vow  by  Heav'n, 
Malta,  ril  leave  in  it  my  honours  here, 
And  in  some  other  country,  Zanthia  mzkm 
My  wife,  and  my  best  fortuue. 

Zant.  From  this  hope. 
Hero  is  an  answer  to  that  letter,  which 
I  hitely  shew'd  you,  sent  from  Tripoly, 
By  die  great  basiia,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unuyhiin,  and  treachery  to  the  island; 
Which  will  she  undertake,  by  Mahomet 
Tlie  Turk  there  vows,  on  his  blest  Alcoran, 
Marriage  unto  her:    This  the  Master  knows. 
But  is  res<ilv'd  of  her  integrity. 
As  well  he  niaVf  sweet  lady ;  yet,  for  love. 
For  love  of  thee,  Mountferrat,  (oh !  what 

chains 
Of  deity, or  duty  can  hold  love?) 
I  have  this  answer  framed,  so  like  her  hand 
As  if  it  had  been  moidded  off,  returning 
The  ba>ha*s  letter  safe  into  her  pocket. 
What  you  will  do  with  it,  yourselt  best  knows. 
Farewell !  keep  my  true  heart,  keep  true  your 

vows.  [tiit. 

Mountf.  'Till  I  be  dust,  my  Zanthia,  be 

counrm'd.  [lips.— 

Sparrows,  and  doves,  sit  coupliiTg  *twixt  thy 
It  is  not  love,  but  strong  libidinous  will 
I'hat  triumphs  o*er  nie ;  and  to  satiate  that. 
What  diff"rence''twixttliis  Moor,  and  her  fair 

dame  } 
Night  makes  their  hues  alike,  their  use  is  so; 
Whose  hand's  so  subtle  he  can  colours  name, 
If  he  do  wink,  and  touch  'em  ?  Lust  being 

blind. 
Never  in  women  did  distinction  find.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  two  Gentlewomen, 

1  Gent.  But  iTaith  dost  thou  tliinkroy  lady 
Was  never  in  love  ? 

2  Gtnt,  I  rather  think  she  was  ever 


*  Snklier  than  ci/gnet*s  plush,]  So  first  folio.        Si/mpson. 
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Id  lore;  in  perfect  charity*,  I roeaD^ 
With  ail  the  world. 

1  Gent.  A  most  Christian  answer, 
I  promise  jou.     But  I  mean  in  love 
yfith  a  man.  [have  her 

^Gent.  With  a  man?  what  else?  wouldst 
Id  love  witli  a  beast? 

1  Gent.  You  arc  somewhat  quick ; 
But  if  she  were>  it  w(>re  no  precedent : 
Did  yoM  never  read  of  £uropa 

'the  fair,  that  leapt  a  bull,  that  leapt  the  sea, 
That  swam  to  land,  and  then  leapt  her? 

2  Gent.  Oh,  heavens !  a  bull? 
1  Gent.  \es^  a  uliite  bull. 

ii  Gent.  Ijord  !  how  could  she  sit  him  ? 
Where  did  she  hold  ?  [time, 

1  Gent.  Why,  by  the  horn ;  since  which 
No  woman,  ahnosr,  is  contented  'till 
She  have  a  horn  of  licr  own  to  hold  by. 

H  Gent.  Thou 
Art  very  knavish. 
.   1  Gent,  And  thou  \'pry  foolish. 
But,  sirrah,  why  dosttliou  not  marry? 

%  Gent.  Bi'cause 
I  wotdd  be  no  man's  looking-gHtss. 

1  Gent,  As  how  ? 

2  Gent.  As  thus;  there  is  no  wife  (if  she 
Be  good  and  true,  will  honour  and  obey) 
But  must  reflect  the  true  countenance  of 
Her  husband  upon  him :  If  he  look  sad  upon 

her. 
She  must  not  look  merrily  upon  him ;  if  he 
liOok  merrily,  she  must  not  sorrowfully ; 
Else  she  is  a  false  ^lass,  and  fit  for 
Nothing  but  breakmg :  His  anger  must  be 
Her  discontent,  his  pleasure  her  delight : . 
If  he  weep,  she  must  cry; 
If  he  laugh,  she  must  shew  her  teetli ; 
If  he  be  stck,  she  must  not  be  in  health ; 
If  he  eat  caudles,  she  must  eat  pottage ;  she 
Must  have  no  proper  passion  of  her  own ! 
And  is  not  this  a  tyranny  ? 

1  Gent,  Yes,  i'faith !  Tthen 

Marriage  may  well  be  callM  a  yoke !   Wives 
Are  but  like  superficial  lines  in  geometry, 
Tliat  have  no  proper  motion  of  their  own, 


Bat  as  tfaetr  bodies  (their  basbaods)iiiore.  YeC 
I  know  some  wives,  that  are  never  freely 

merry, 
Nor  truly  pleas*d,  but  when  they're  furthest 
Their  husbands.  [off 

$  Gent.  Tliat*s  because  tb^  moon 
Governs  'em ;  which  hath  most  light  and  shines 
Brightest,  the  more  remote  it  is  from  the  sun ; 
And,  contrary,  is  more  sullen,  dim,  and  shews 
Least  splendor,  when  it  is  nearest. 

1  Gent,  But  if  I  were  to  marry, 
I  would  marry  a  fair  effeminate  fooL 

S  Gent.  Why  ? 

1  Gent.  Because  I  would  lead  tbe  blind 
whither  I  list.  [for  money, 

2  Gent.  And  I  the  wisest  man  I  could  get 
Because  I  had  rather  follow  the  clear-sighted 
Bless  me  from  a  husband  that  sails  by  bis 

1  Geut.  Why?  [wife's  compass ! 

2  Gent.  Why,  'tis  ten  to  one  but  she 
Breaks  his  head  in  her  youth;  and,  when  she 

is  old,  [too ! 

She'll  never  leave  'till  slie  has  broke  his  oack 

1  Gent.  But  what  scurvy  knights  have  we 
here  in  Malta',  [allegiance 

That  when  they  are  dub'd  take  their  oath  of 
To  live  poor,  and  chastly,  ever  after? 

2  Gent.  'Faith, 

Many  knights  in  other  nations  (I  hare  heard) 
Are  as  poor  as  ours;  marry,  where  one  of  *em 
Has  taken  tlie  oath  of  chastity,  we  want 
A  new  Columbus  to  find  out. 

Enter  Zauthia, 

Zant.  Ilist,  wenches! 
My  lady  calls;  she's  entering  the  terrace. 
To  see  the  show. 

1  Gent.  Oh.  black  pudding ! 

2  Gent,  My  little  labour  in  vain !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  above,  Oriana,  Zanthiay  and  two  Gen* 
tlewomen;  beneath,  Vatetta,  Mountferrat, 
Astoriut,  Castriot,  Gomera,  Miranda^  At- 
tendants of  Knights,  SfC. 

Mount/,  Are  you  there,  lady? 


•  2  Gent.  I  rather  think  she  was  ever  in  love,  in  perfect  charitt/. 

1  Gent.  I  mean,  with  ullthcuorld. 

2  Gent.  A  moat  Christian  answer,  I  promise  you ;  but,  4"C. 
2  Gent.  With  a  man?]  Corrected  in  1750. 

'  Broke  his  back  to 

But  what  scurvy  knight  have  i/ou  here  in  Malta,  &c. 

Enter  Zunthia. 
Zun.  Hist,  vencfu's:  wif  lady  calls,  she's euVring 
The  terrasi,  to  see  the  shore. 

1  Gent.  Oh  black  pudding. 

2  Gent.  My  Utile  labour  in  vain. 

1  Gent.  But  what  scurvy  kuights  have  we  here  in  Malta,  that,^^.]  lljis  confdsion  and 
rcpAJlitiou  appear  in  all  the  ediiiuns  but  the  present.  We  apprehend  there  can  be  no  doubt 
but  Zanthia's  entrv,  and  the  fivetullowing  lines,  should  be  removed  to  the  conclusion  of  the 
scene,  wliicli  hitherto  ended  with  the  words,  Columbus  to  find  out.  Thc^c.  (with  the  sense- 
less variiiiion  of  the  wonls)  induces  us  to  think,  that  the  first  occurrence  of  the  reiterated 
line  WHS  meant  as  a  direction  for  the  performer  to  pass  on  to  that  passa^o  beginning,  But 
what  scuri'tf,  dec. 
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Ori.  ThouVt  a  naughty  roan ; 
Ileav'n  mend  thee ! 

Ffl/.  Our  great  meeting,  princely  brothers,^ 
Ye  liuly  soldiers  of  the  Christian-Cross, 
Is  to  relieve  our  captain  Norandnie; 
Now  Hghiing  for  V  aletta  with  the  Turk  ♦; 
A  valiant  gentleman,  a  noble  Dane 
As  e'er  the  country  bred,  endmiger*d  now 
By  fresh  supply  of  head-bound  infidcls\ 
Much  means,  much  blood  this  warlike  Dane 

hath  spent 
T'  advance  our  flag  above  their  horned  moons. 
And  oft  hath  brought  in  profitable  conquebt: 
"We  must  not  see  him  perish  iu  our  view. 
Ilow  far  off  tight  they  ? 

JUir.  Sir,  within  a  league.  [venting 

VaL  Tjs  well.   Our  next  occasion  of  con- 
Are  thes«  t^o  gentlemen,  standing  in  your 
^Ye  noble  pi;ops  of  Malta!)  royally      [sight; 
jbescen^ed  are  they  both,  valiant  as  War**, 
Miranda,  and  Qoinera:  Full  ten  years 
They've  serv'd  this  island,  perfected  exploits 
Matchless,  andinhnite;  they Ve  honest,  wise. 
Not  empty  o(  pnc  vrnament  of  man. 
Most    eminent   agents  were  they   in   that 

slaughter, 
That  great  marvellous  slaughter  of  the  Turks, 
Before  St.  £lme,  where  live  and  twenty  thou- 
sand 
Tell,  for  tire  thousand  of  our  Christians. 
These  ripe  considerations  mgving  us. 
Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  worths^, 
Here  we  would  call  'em  to  our  brotherhood! 
If  any  therefore  can  their  manners  tax. 
Their  fuitli,  their  chastity,  any  part  QJf  life. 
Let  'em  speak  now. 

Asto.  None  does.  , 

AU,  None  can,  Great*master. 

VaL  Tl»e  dignity  tlien  dignify,  by  then) 7, 
As-their  reward,     lender  Miranda  tirst 
(liecau.sc  he  is  to  succour  Norandme) 
Our  sacred  robcof  knighthood, our  whitecross 
(The  holy  cugniz&nce  of  him  we  serve). 
The  sword,  the  spurs. 

Alir.  Grave,  and  most  honour'd  Master, 
With  humble  duty,  and  my  soul's  best  thanks 
To  you,  and  all  this  famous  conventicle. 
Let  me  with  modesty  refuse  accept  luce 


Of  this  high  order !  I,  alas,  am  yet 
Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  such  honour; 
That  merit,  which  with  favour  you  enlarge. 
Is  far,  far  short,  of  this  propos'd  reward. 
Who  takes  upon  him  such  a  charge  as  this. 
Must  come  with  pure  thoughts,  and  a  gathered 
That  time  nor  all  occasions  ever  may  [mind, 
After  disperse,  or  stain.     Did  this  title  here 
Of  knighthood,  ask  no  other  ornaments 
Than  other  countries,  glitt'riug  show,  poor 

pride, 
A  jingling  spur,  a  feather,  a  white  hand, 
A  frizzled  hair,  powder^,  perfumes,  and  lust. 
Drinking  sweetwines,  surfeits, and  ignorance. 
Rashly  and  eas'ly  should  I  venture  on't ; 
But  this  requires  another  kind  of  man. 

Mount/,  A  staid  and  mature  judgment! 
speak  on,  sir. 

Mtr.  May't  please  you  then  t*  allow  me 
some  small  time 
To  rectify  myself  for  that  high  seat. 
Or  ^ive  my  reasons  to  the  contrary. 
I'th'inean  space,  to  dismiss  me  to  the  aid 
Of  Norandine:  My  ships  ride  in  the  bay 
Ready  to  disembogue,  tackled,  and  mann*d 
Kven  to  my  wishes. 

Mountf.  His  request 
Is  fair  and  honest. 

VuL  At  your  pleasure  go.  [j^^ 

Mir,   I  humbly  take  my  leave  of  all:  Of 

My   noble   frieud    Mountferrat!     Gracious 

mistress —  [dier ! 

Oh,  that  auspicious  smile  doth  arm  your  soW 

Who  tightri  for  those  eyes,  and  this  sacred 

cross. 
Can  neither  meet  sad  accident,  nor  loss  ! 

[ExU. 

Ori.  The  mighty  master  of  that  livery. 
Conduct  thee  safely  to  those  eyes  again  ! 

MnuntJ',  Blows  the  wind  that  way? 

Vai,  Kqually  belpv'd, 
Equally  meriting,  Ciomera,  yon 
WitlKHit  excuse  receive  that  dignity,      [you. 
Which  our  provincial  rtiaptc-r  hath  decreed 

Go/77.  Grcat-nia!»ter  of  Jerus'leni's  Hospital, 
From  whence  to  Rhodes  this  blest  fraternity 
Was  driven,   bu(  now  among  the  Maltese 
stands. 


<  Nuw  Jighting  for  Valetta.]  Sympson  a^ks,  *  But  was  Norandine  then  fighting  only  for 

*  the  Grand-master?*  Answering  himself  iu  the  negative,  he  supposes  i  corruption, and  reads, 

*  fighting  ybre  Valetta.'    We  see  no  need  for  variation,   tlie  sense  being,  that  he  is  fighting 
for  Valetta,  upon  the  safety  of  which  town  their  own  security  depends, 

5  Head-bound.]  i.  e.  turban d,  as  in  Othello.       Theobald, 

®  Valiant  as  Vvar.J  Sympson  tmnks  this  corrupt,  and  says,  *  We  must  turn  the  W  upside 
down,  and  add  an  s.  and  s(j  substitute  Mars  for  Wars;  or  else  rea»l,  VuUunt  in  war;  '  t>r,  if 
such  a  liberty  may  be  allowed,  «  valiant  pair,*  There  need*  no  variation,  since  by  \Var  is 
understood  the  genius  or  god  of  war, 

®  7'Aeirwortiiieh.J  First  folio.    Probably  wrote,  '  M<r$e  wortliies.' 
^  T/ie  dignitj/  then  dignifie,  by  them 
is  their  reward,]  iyj  first  fyjiKi,     Sympson  proposes  reading, 

* then  dignified  by  tnem, 

*  7s  their  reward.* 
•  A/riizled  hair,  powder'd,  perjumesy  &c.J  Mr.  Seward  reads  with  me  thus, 

'  A  frizled  hair,  powder,  perfumes,'  ^c.        Sympuxa, 
Vol-  II.  4  G 
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[Act  1.  Scenes. 


^Long  ma^  it  flourish,  ivhilst  Gomeca  serves  it^ 
'  But  dares  not  enter  further ! 

All.  This  is  strange ! 

Val,  What  do  you  object? 

Gom.  Nothing  ngainst  it^  but  myself,  fair  i 
^'I  may  not  wear  this  robe.  [knights; 

Val.  Express  your  reasons: 
'  J>oth  any  hid  sin  £;oar  your  conscience? 

Atto,  Are  you  unstedfast  in  religion  f 

Catt,  Or  do  you  intend  to  forsake  Maka  i 
now, 
And  visit  your  own  country,  fruitful  Spain  f 

Gam.  Neither,  good  sir®. 

Val.  Then  explicate  your  thoughts.  ^ 

Gom.  This  then:  I  shoirld  be  perjur'd-tt^ 
receive  it.  ^ 

C)nce  in  Malta,  your  next  eity  here,  V 

When  I  was  younger,  read  I  the  decrees      < 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  then 
T*  approach  it  once.    None  but  a  gentleman 
'  Can  be  admitted 

Val.  That's  no  obstacle 
In  you. 

Gom.  I  should  be  sorry  that  Were  it. — 
J?o  married  man — — 

Alountf.  You  never  felt  that  yoke. 

Gom.  None  that  hath  been  contracted 

Cast.  Were  you  ever? 

Gom.  Nor   married,    iior    contracted. — 
None  that  ever 
Hath  vow'd  his  love  to  any  firomankind. 
Or  finds  that  secret  fire  within  his  thoughts : 
Here  I  am  cast ;  this  article  my  heart 
Objects  against  the  title  of;ny  fame; 
I  am  in  love.  Laugh  not!  tho' Time  hath  set 
Some  wrinkles  in  this  face,  and  these  curl'd 
"Will  shortly  dye  into  another  hue,        [locks 
Yet,  yet  I  am  m  love:  (I'faith,  you  smile !) 
'What  age,  what  sex,  or  what  profession, 
Divine  or  human,  from  the  man  that  cries 
For  alms  in  the  highway,  to  him  that  sings 
At  the  high  attar,  and* doth  sacrifice,  • 

•  Can  truly  say  he  knows  not  what  is  love?     » 

Val.  '  Fis  honestly  profesjb'd.   With  whom, 
Gomera? 
Name  the  lady,  that  with  all  advantage 
We  may  advance  your  snit. 

Gom.  But  will  you,  ^ir? 

Val  Now  by  our  holy  rock,  were'it  our 

-  sister,  [her. 

Spaniard,  I  hold  thee  worthy;  freely  name 

Gom.  Be  master  of  your  word:'  It  is  she. 
The  matchless  Oriana.  [sir, 

Val.  Come  down,  lady. 
You've  made  htr  blush:  Let  her  consent,  I 
Ma-^o  eood  mv  oath.  [will 

MuwUf.  Is  I  so?-*— Stay!  I  do  love 


So  tenderly,  Gomera,  yOor  bright  fame'*, 
As  not  to  suffer  your  perdition. 

Gom.  What  means  Mountferrat? 

Matintf.  This-whole  Auberge  hatli*>— 
(A  guard  upon  this  lady  I)  Wonder  0Ot'.-— 

'Enter  Guard, 

Ta'*en  publick  notice  of  the  basha's  love 
Of  Tripoli  unto  her,  and -consented 
-She  should  return  this  answer,  (as  be  writ 
For  her  conversion,  and  betraying  Malta) 
She  should  advise  liim  betray  Tthjoly, 
Aud,  turningChristiao,  lie  should  marry  hef. 

All.  All  this  was  so. 

Mountf.  1  low  weakly  does  this  court  then 
Send  vessels  forth  lo^sea,  to  guard  the  land^ 
Taking  such  special  care  to  ssie  one  bark. 
Or  strive  to  add  fam*d  men  unto  our  cloak. 
When  they  lurk  in  our  bosoms  would  subvert 
This  state  and  us,  presuming  on  their  blood. 
And  partial  indulgence  to  their  sex? 

Val.  Who  can  this  be  ? 

Mount f.  Your  sister,  great  Valetta! 
Which  thus  I  prove:   Demand  the  basha's 
letter.  [been  mov^d 

Ori.  Tis  here;  «or  from  this  pocket  hatb 
Nor  answer'd,  hor  perus*d,  by 

Mountf,  Do  not  swear; 
Cast  not  awliy  your  fair  soul ;  to  your  treason 
Add  not  foul  perjury! — Is  this  your  hand? 

Ori,  Tis  very  like  it. 

Mwntf.  May  it  please  the  Master, 
Confer  theseletters,and  then  read  her  answer. 
Which  I  have  intercepted.    JPardon  me. 
Reverend  Valetta,  that  am  made  the  meant 
To  punish  this  most  beauteous  treachery, 
E'en  in  your  sister,  since  in  it  1  save 
Malta  from  ruin  :  I  am  bolder  in't, 
Becni^e  it  is  so  palpable,  and  withal 
Know  our  Great-master  to  this  country  firtn 
As  was  the  Roman  Marcus,  who  spared  not 
As  dear  a  sister  in  the  publick  cause. 

Val.  T  am  amni*d  !  attend  me. 
[Jieads.^  *  Let  your  forces  by  the  netb  cVrti 

*  be  ready;  my  brother  feasts  then;,  put  in 
'  at  St.  Michaels;  the  ascent  at  that  port  is 

*  easiest;  the  keys  of  the  castle  }'ou  shaU 

*  receive  at  my  hands.  That  possesVd,  you 
'  are  lord  of  Malta,  and  may  soon  destroy  aH 

*  by  fire;  than  which  I  am  hotter,  «'till  I  em- 
^  brace  you.  Farewell!  Your  wife,  Oriana.' 
F-rem  this  time  let  me  never  read  again. 

'-Gentlew,  'Tis,  certain,  her  hand. 

'Val,  This  letter  too. 
So  close  kept  by  herself,  could  not  be  answered 
To  every  period  thus,  but  by  herself. 


Ori,  Sir,  hear  me! 


p  Never,  ,£coo{/«zr.]  The  variation  proposed  by  Seward. 

»o   Yauf  bn^ht  Haine.  |  Corrected  in  1760. 

»»  Auberj^eJi  li\  the  Anciens  et  Nourumx  "Statuts  de  VOrdre  dc  Saint  Jean  de  Jerusalem^ 
the  word  Aubcrgc  frequently  occurs;  and,  in  the  chapter  De  la  Signification  det  Termes,  is 
thus  cxplaiund:  ^  Aut>erge  tu  nn-^nom  coiiuu  des  Francois,  des  Espagnois,  et  des  Italiens, 
«  pour  siginiier  un  lieu,  ou  i  on  mange,  ct  oH  Ton  s' assemble  Nation  par  Nation.'  Vcrtot's 
Jtistoirc  dcs  Chevaliers  de  Malthe,  tome  vi.  p.  il66f  edit.  Paris,  1761. 
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FaL    Peace !    thou  fair  sweet  bank  of 
flowers, 
Under  whobe  heAuty  scorpions  lie,  and  kill ! 
Wert  thou  akin  to  me  in  some  new  name 
Dearer  than  sister,  mother,  or  all  blood, 
I  would  not  hear  thee  speak. — Bear  her  to 

prisonl 
So  gross  is  this,4t  needs  no  formal  course. 
Pk'epare  thyself;  tomorrow  thou  shalt  die. 

Ori,  I  di^  a  martyr  then,  and  a  poor  maid, 
Ahnost  i' faith  as  innocent  as  born  ! 
Thou  know'st  thouVt  wicked,  Frenchmnn ; 
Heav*n  forgive  thee  !  [Exit. 

AIL  This  scene  is  strangely  turned. 

Val,  Yet  can  nature  be 
So  dead  in  mo !— I  would  my  charge  were  off! 
Mouivtferrat  should  perceive  my  sister  had 
A  brother,  would  not  live  to  see  her  die 
C^fought  for,  since  tl^  statutes  of  ourstate* 
Allow,  in  case  of  accusations, 
A  champion  to  defend  a  lady's  truth. — 
Peter  Gomera,  thou  hast  lost  thy  wife: 
D^ath  pleads  a  precontract. 

Gnm.  I've  lost  my  tongoe,  - 
My  sense,  my  heart,  and  every  faculty  ! 
Mouiitferrat,  go  not  up  !  With  reverence 
To  our  Great^master,  and  this  consistory,- 
(I  have  considered  it,  it  cannot  be) 
Thou  art  a  villain  and  a  forger, 
A  blood-sucker  of  innocence,  an  hypocrite, 
A  most  unworthy  wearer  of  our  cruss; 
To  make  which  good,  take,  if  thou  darst,- 

that  pge, 
And,  arm  d  at  all  points  like  a'gentleman^ 
Meet  me  tomorrow  morning,  where  the  MaS" 

tcr 
And  this  fraternity  shall  design  "  ;  where  I 
Will  cram  this  slander  back  into  thy  throat. 
And  with  my  sword's  point  thrust  it  to  thy 

heart, 
Thij  very  nest  where  lust  and  slander  breeds. 
(Pardon  my  passion  I)  I  will  tear  those  spurs 
OtF  from  thy  lieels,  and  stick  'em  in  thy  frontj 
As  a  niark'd  villain  ! 

Mvuntf.  This  I  look'd  not  for. — 
Ten  times  more  villain,  I  return  my  gage,- 
And  crave  the  law  of  arms ! 

Gom.  Tis  that  I  crave  !* 

AIL  It  cannot  be  denied. 

Gom,  Do  not  I  know. 
With  thousand  gifts  and  importtinaC!es> 
Thou  often  hast  solicited  this  lady  ? 
(Contrary  to  thy  oath  of  chastity !) 
Who  ne  er  disclosing  this  thy  hot-rein'd  lust^J, 


Yet  tender  to  pn65rent  a  ))ublick  scandal. 
That  Christendom  might  justly  have  impos*d 
Upon  this  holy  institution, 
Tliou^uow  hastdi'awu  this  practice 'gainst  her 
To  q.uit  her  charity.  [ii^'c> 

Mountfi  Spaniard,  thou  liest ! 

AHo.  No  more,  Gomera !  thou  art  granted- 
Ct)rabat. 
And  yotf,  Mountferrat,  must  prepare  against 
Tomorrow  morning,  in  the  valley  here. 
Adjoining  to  St.  George's  Port.     A  lady, 
In  case  of  life,  'gainst  whom  one  witness 
May  have  her  champion.  [comes, 

i     ^a/.  And  wlio  hath  most  right, 
VVith,or  against  our  sister,  speed  in  fi;;ht! 

[PLourish.  Exeunim 

Manet  Mountferrat,     Enter  Rocca. 

"nttntf.  4tocca,  the  first  news  of  Miraih* 
s  service 
Let  me  have  notice  of. 

Rocca,  You  shall.    The  Moor 
:  Waits  you  without. 

Mount/.  Admit  her.— Ha^  ha,  ha ! 
Oh,  how  my  fancies  run  at  tilt!  Gomera 
Loves  (iriana;  she,  as  I  should  guess, 
^  Affects  Miranda ;  these  are  two  dear  friends, 
.  As  6rm,  and  full  of  6re,  as  steel  and  flint. 
To  make  'em  so  now,  one  against  the  other— > 

Enter  Zantkia, 
'  Sthy  ;  let  me  like  it  better. — Zanthia, 
First  tell  me  this;  did  don  Gomera  use  ^ 
To  t^ive  his  visits  to  your  mistress? 
Ziint.  Yes, 
:  And  Miraud^  too,  but  severally. 

Mount/,  Which  did  she  most  apply  ta? 
Zant,  'Faith,  to  neitljcr: 
Yet  infinitely  I've  heard  her  praise  them  both,' 
•  And  in  that  manner,  that,  were  both  oae  man, 
I  think  she  was  in  love  with't.' 

Mount/  Zunthia, 
Another  letter  you  must  frame  for  me 
Instantly,  in  your  lady's  cliaracter. 
To  such  a  purpose  as  I'll  tell  thee  straight* 
Go  in,  and-6tay  nic !  Go,  my  tinder-box! 
Cross  lines  I'll  cross.  So,  so !  my  after-game 
.  I  mubt  play  better:  Woman,  I  will  spread 
'  My  vengeance  over  Malta,  for  thy  sake! 
■'  Spaniard,  Italian,  like  my  steel  and  stone, 
I'll  knock  ye  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  deeds,  whilst  I  seem  precise, . 
And  wink,  to  save  the  sparkles  from  mine 
eyes.  [Exeunt, 


*^  And  this /ratemity  shall  design,]  This  word  has^its  original  signification  to  appointor 
decree^  in  Latm,  designare,  from  whence  desigmitory  an  herald.        Sezcurd, 

>3  Thy  hot  reign'd  lust.]  Seward  proposes  reeding,.  *  Tiiy  not  r^gn*d  lust.' 
••  from  Synipson's  conjcciurp.- 


The  variaueH' 
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ACT   II. 


[Act  9.  Scene  i. 


SCENE  I. 

A  Sea-fight  withiny  Alarm, 

Enter  Norandine,  Miranda y  Soldiers^  and 
Gentlemen, 
J»/*>.  tJOWisit.sir? 

■■•  -■    AV.  'Pray  set  me  down  !  I  cool, 
And  my  wounds  smart.  ^ 

Mir.  I  hope  yet, 
Tbo*  there  be  many,  there's  none  dangerous. 
Nor,  I  know  not,  uor  I  care  not  much  ;  I 
got  *em  [geons 

Like  a  too-for\vRrd  fool ;  but  I  hope  the  sur- 
WiU  take  an  order  I  sha*u't  leave  'era  so. 
I  make  the  rogues  more  work  than  all  the 

inland, 
And  yet  they  give  me  th'  hardest  words  fur 
my  monev. 
Mir.  I'm   glad  ye  are  so  sprightly !   Ye 
foQglit  bravely,  f nobly ; 

(Go  call  the  surgeons,  soldiers :)  wuiidrous 
Upon  my  life,  J  have  not  seen  such  valour, 
Maintain'd  so  lonir,  and  to  so  large  a  ruin. 
The  odds  so  stroug  against  ye. 

AW.  I  thank  yc,  [cour! 

And  thank  ye  foryour  help,  your  timely  sue- 
By  th'  mass,  it  came  i'  tb'  nick,  sir,  and  well 
handled,  [else ; 

Stoutly,  and  strongly  handled ;  we  had  duck'd 
My  Turk  had  turk'd  me  else :  But  h'has  well 
paid  for't.  [me ! 

Why,  what  a  sign  for  an  almanack  h'  has  made 

Enter  Astorius. 

Attn.  I'm  glad  to  find  you   here,   sir;  of 
necessity  [captain, 

J  must  have  come  aboard  else.     And,  brave 
'We  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  victory. 
And  all  the  island  speaks  your  valour  nobly. 
Have  you  brouji^ht  the  Turk  in  that  you  took.^ 
Mir.  He  ri<le8  there. 

Aor.  If  he  were  out  again,  the  devil  should 
bring  him : 
JV  has  truly  circumcis'd  me. 

Asto,  I've  a  bu'smess 
Which  much  concerns  you,  presently  con- 
cerns you ; 
But  not  ihiri  place  nor  people :  'Pray  ye  draw 
oft',  sir ! 

For  *tia  of  that  weight  to  you 

Mir.  I'll  wait  im  you. — 
I  must  crave  Ici^ve  awhile ;  my  care  dwells 
with  you, 

And  I  niuj>t  wait  myself 

AW.  Your  servant,  sir. 
Mir.  Bdicvc  I  shall,  and  what  my  love 
can  minister — 

Keep  your  stout  heart  still 

AW,  Thai's  my  best  physician  ] 

[Exit  Asto» 


Mir.  And  I  shall  keep  TOur  fame  fair. 

[Eiit. 
Nor,  You're  too  noble. 
A  brave  young  fellow,  of  a  matchless  spirit ! 
He  brought  me  oft*  like  thunder,  charg'd  and 

boarded. 
As  if  he  had  been  shot  to  save  mine  honour: 
And  whrn  my  fainting  men,  tir'd  with  their 

labour 
And  lark  of  blood,  gave  to  the  Tnrk  assu- 
rance [thus. 
The  day  was  his  :  when  I  was  cut  in  shreds 
AihJ  not  a  corn  of  powder  left  to  bless  us ; 
I'hen  flew  his  swurd  in,  then  his  cannon  roar'd, 
And  let  fly  blood  and  death,  in  storms  a- 
mon^rst 'cm.  [too; 
Then  misht  I  hear  their  sleepy  prophet  liowl 
And  all  their  silver  crescents  tht*u  I  saw 
Like  falling  meteors  spent,  and  set  for  ever 
Under  the  cross  of  Malta:  Death  so  wanton 
I  never  look'd  upon,  so  full  of  revel. — 

Enter  Surgeon, 

I  will  not  be  dres^'d  yet. — Mcthought  that 

fellow 
Was6t  for  no  conversation,  nor  no  Christian, 
That  had  not  half  his  brains  knocked  out,  no 

soldier. 
Oh,  valiant  young  man,  bow  I  love  thy  virtue ! 
1  Soid.  'Pray  you,  sir,  be  dre»s*d  !  alas,  you 

bleed  apace  yet. 
AW.  Tis  but  the  sweat  of  honour.  Alas ! 

thou  milksop, 
Thou  man  of  marchpane,  canst  thou  fear  to 

see  [per  ? 

A  few  light  hurts,  that  blush  they  arc  no  big- 
\  few  small  scratches.^  Get  ye  a  caudle,sirrab, 
(Your  finger  aches)  and  let  the  old  wives 

watch  tfiee ! 
Bring  in  the  booty,  and  the  prisoners : 
By  Heav'n,  1*11  see  'cm,  and  dispose  'cm  first. 
Before  I  have  a  drop  of  blood  wip'd  from 

me !  uo 
Surg.  You'll  faint,  sin    [Ejreunt  Soldiers, 
AW.  No,  you  lie,  sir,  like  an  ass,  sir! 
I  have  no  such  pii!*s  heart  in  my  belly  '*. 

Surg.  Uy  my  life,  captain, 
These  hnrtb  are  not  lo  be  jested  with, 

AW*.  If  thou  hadst  'em  ; 
They're  my  companions,  fool,  my  family: 
1  cannot  eat  nor  sloep  without  their  company. 
Dost  lake  me  for  St.  Davy,  that  fell  dead 
With  seeing  of  his  nose  bleed  ? 

Enter  Soldiers  with  booty. 

Surg.  Here  they  come,  sir : 
But  'would  you  would  be  dress'd ! 

AW.  Pox,  dress  lhy!»elf  first ! 
Thou  faint'bt  a  great  ieal  faster.  What*s  all 
this  ? 


*«  I  have  no  such  pigs  hurt  in  wtf  belly,']  The  correction  is  from  Sympson's  conjecture. 
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1  Sold,  The  money  and  the  merchandize 
ye  took,  sir.  [venture 

Nor.  A  goodly  purchase!  Is*t  for  this  we 
Our  liherties  and  lives  ?  What  can  all  this  do  ? 
Get  me  some  dozen  surfeits,  some/  seven 

fresh  whores  '*, 
And  twenty  pot-allies,  and  then  I'm  Virtuous. 
Lay  tlie  knij^hts*  part  by,  aud  that  to  pay  the 

soldier: 
Tills  is  mine  own ;  I  think  I  havedeserv'd  it.— 
Come ;  now  look  to  me,  aud  grope  me  like  a 

chambermaid ; 
I'll  neither  start  nor  squeak.— What's  that 

i*  th*  truss  there  ? 

2  So/d,  'Tis  cloth  of  tissue,  sir;  and  this 
is  scarlet. 

Nor,  I  shall  look  redder  shortly  then,  I 
fear  me, 
And  as  a  captain  oni^ht,  a  great  deal  prouder. 
Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  crack,  sursjeon  f 
Sur^.   Yes,  when  your  suit's  at  pawn,  sir. 
Nor.  There's  for  your  plaister. 
A  very  learned  surgeon! — What's  in  that  pack 
1  Soid.  Tis  Eniilish  doth.  [there.? 

Nor.  That's  a  uood  wear  indeed, 
Both  stronv  and  rich ;  hut  it  has  a  virtue, 
A  twan;:  of  the  own  country,  that  spoils  all; 
A  man  shall  ne'er  be  sober  iu't.    Where  are 
the  gentlemen  [fortunes? 

That  ventur'd  with  me,  both  their  lives  and 
Come  forward,  my  fair  spirits !  N'orandine 
Forgets  his  worth,  when  he  forgets  your  va- 
lours. 
You've  lost  an  eve ;  I  saw  vou  face  all  hazards; 
You've  one  left  yet,  to  chuse  your  mistrcAS. 
You  have  your  leg  broke  with'  a  shot;  yet, 
sitting,  [still. 

I  saw  you  make  the  place  good  with  your  pike 
And  your  hand's  gone;  a  good  heart  wants 
no  instruments.  [arm ; 

Share  that  amongst  ye :  There's  an  eye ;  an 
And  that  will  bear  you  up,  when  your  legs 
cannot. —  [i'^w. 

Oh.  whore's  the  honest  sailor?  that  poor  fcl- 
Indeed  that  bold  brave  feiiow,  that  with  his 
musqnet  [oiF, 

Taught  them  new  ways  how  to  put  their  caps 
That  stood  thcfireof  alltheHuht,twice  blown, 
And  twice  I  gave  him  drown'd  ?— Welcome 

ashore,  knave  ! 
Give  me  thy  hand,  if  they  be  not  both  lost. 
'Faith,  thou  art  welcome !  my  tough  knave, 

welcome ! 
Thou  wilt  not  shrink  i'  th'  washing. 


Hold,  there's  a  piece  of  scarlet;  get  thee  hand- 
And  this  to  buy  thee  buttons.  [some; 

SaiUfr.  Thank  you,  captain. 
Command  my  life  at  all  hours. 

Nitr.  Thou  durst  give  it. — 
You  have  dcserv'd  too  ? 

3  Sitld.  We  have  seen  the  fight,  sir.  feel% 

Nor.  Yes;  coil'd  up  in  a  cable,  like  salt 

Or  buried  \o\s  \  th'  ballast:  Do  you  call  that 

fii^hting? 
Where  be  your  wrmnds?  your  knocks?  your 

want  of  limbs,  n>gucs? 
Art  not  thou  he  that  ask'd  the  master-gunner 
Where  thou  might'st  lie  safest  ?  and  he  strait 

answer'd,  [cannon. 

Put  thy  head  in  that  hole,  new  bor'd  with  a 
For  it  was  an  hundred  to  one,  another  shut 

would  not  hit  there? 
Your  wages  you  shall  have;  but  for  rewards 
Take  your  own  ways,   and  get  ye  to  the  ta- 
verns ; 
There,   when  ye're  hot  with  wine,  'mougst 

yimr  admirers,  [pleasures. 

Take  ships,  and  towns,  and  castles  at  your 
And  make  the  Great  Turk  shake'  at  your 

valours.— rBrini:  in 
The  prisoners^  Now,  my  brave  Mussulmans, 

Enter  Prisoners  and  Lucinda, 

You  that  are  lords  o'  th'  sea,   and  scorn   us 

Ciiristians,  [here? 

VVliich  of  your  mangy  lives  is  worth  this  hurt 
Away  to  prison  witli  *em,  see  'em  safe ! 
You  shall  tiud  wc  have  gaJbes  too,  and  slaves 

too.  [sir? 

1  Stdd.  What  shall  be  done  with  this  woman. 

Nor.  Pox  take  her !    [Surgeons  dress  kirn, 

*Twas  she  that  set  mc  on  to  tight  with  these 

rogues!—  [now. 

That  ring-wonn,  rot  it ! — What  can  you  d^ 
With'all  your  paintings,  and  your  pouocings, 

lady,  [Cupid> 

To  restore  my  blood  again  ?  you,  and  your 
That  have  maide  a  carbonado  of  me — Plague 

take  you. 
You  are  t«)0  deep,  you  rogue ! — This  is  thy 

work,  woman,  [still!  — 

Thou  lousy  woman  I — Death,  you  go  too  deep 
The  seeing  of  your  simpering  swectnecss,  you 

You  tit,  you  tomboy !  what  can  one  night  s 

Or  two,  or  ten,  sweetheart,  and  *  oh,  my  dear 

chicken,'  [foremast. 

Scratching  my  head/  or  fumbling  with  my 


•*  Gei  me some  seven  fresh  jvhores^ 

And  tueiity  pot-uUieSy' and  then  Tin  virtuous."]  The  oldest  copy  reads  thus: 

*  And  twenty  pot  allies  m\& to:  and  theu,'&u: 
Which  would  induce  one  to  think  the  oriviinal  might  run  so:^ 

*  And  twenty  pot  allies,  And  two.* 

I\>»o  is  often  mistakenly  wrote  too  in  the  oldest  edition,  and  .possibly  might  have  been  so 
here.        Sympson. 

The  meaning  of  the  whole  passage,  we  think,  is  this:  *  What  can  all  this  money  do?  Get 
'*  me  surfeits,  whores,  and  a  score  of  pot-companions  to  cry  me  up !'  And  to,  w«  think,  is 
corrupt,  but  not  explained  properly  by  Sympson. 


698 


THE  KNIGHT  0P»  MALTA. 


[Act  SL  Scene  S, 


Do  mc  good  now  ?  YouVe  powder'd  me  for 

one  year :  [beauty, 

I  am  ill  souce,  I  thank  you ;    thank  your 

Your  most  sweet  beauty !  Pox  upon  those 

goggles ! 
We  cannot  fight  like  honest  men,  for  honour,. 
And  quietly  kill  one  another  as  wc  ouj^ht, 
But  in  steps  one  of  you;  the  devil's  holiness- 
And  you  must  have  a  dance.  Away  with  her ! 
She  stinks  to  nie  now. 

1  Sold.  Shall  I  have  her,  captain? 

2  Sill  J.  Or  I  ? 

3  Sold.  rU  marry  her 

4  Sold.  Good  captain,  I 

8  Sold.  And  make  her  a  good  Christian. 
I^y  hands  on  her ; 
I  know  she's  mine. 

2  Sold,  ril  give  my  full  share  for  her ! 
Have  ye  no  manners,  to  thrust  the  woman  so  ? 

AV.  Share  her  among  ye  ; 
And  may  she  jrivo  ye  as  many  hurts  as  I  have, 
And  twice  as  many  aches ! 

Luc.  Noble  captain,  fwildnes^. 

Be  pleas'd  to  free  me  from  these  soldiers* 
Till  [  hut  speak  two  words. 

Nor.  Now  for  your  maidenhead ! 
You  have  your  book ;  proceed. 

Lue.  Victorious  sir, 
Seldom  are  seen  in  men  so  valiant,      fqner, 
Minds  so  devoid  of  virtue;  he  that  can  con- 
Should  ever  know  how  to  preserve  his  con- 
quest ; 
Tis  but  a  base  theft  else :  Valour's  a  virtue, 
Crown  of  men's  actions  here ;  yours,  as  you 

make  it. 
And  can  y«m  put  so  rough  a  foil  as  violence, 
Ab  wronginj;  of' weak  woman,  to  your  iriuiuph? 

Kor.  Let  her  alone ! 

Luc.  I've  lost  my  husband,  sir;  [not : 

You  feel  not  that:  Him  that  I  love;  you  care 
When  fortune  falls  ou  you  thus,  you  may 

grieve  too. 
My  liberty  I  kneel  not  for;  mine  honour 
(If  ever  virtuous  honour  touch'd  your  heart 

yet)  [mother 

Make  dear  and  precious,  sir.     You  had  a 

Ninr.   The  ni^uy  thing  speaks  finely,  neat. 
Who  took  you? 
For  he  must  he  your  guard. 

Luc,  I  wi>h  no  better : 
A  noble  nenrUnmn,  and  nobly  us'd  mc. 
They  culld  his  oaiiie  MiramJa. 

Nor.  You  sue  his  then;  [vice. 

You've  lit  upon  a  youuii  man  worth  your  scr- 
I  free  you  from  all  the  rest,  and   from  all 
violence;  ffor't! 

He  th-at  doth  offer't,  by  my  head,  he  hanjis 
Go  see  her  Mii'e  kept,  lil'l  the  nol;lcgeMllcman 
Be  ready  to  dispose  her.   1  haiik  your  tongue, 


You  have  a  good  one,  and  preserve  it  good  stilL 

Soldiers,  come  wait  on  me;  I'll  see  ye  paid 

all.  [Exami. 

SCENE  H. 

Enter  Miranda  and  Aitwuts. 

Asto.  I  knew  you  lov'd  her,  ▼irtuoutly  jo» 
lov'd  her. 
Which  made  me  make  that  haste:  Ikoeir 

you  prizVi  her, 
AiB  all  fair  minds  do  goodness. 

Mir,  Good  Astorius, 
Traust  confess  I  do  much  honour  her,. 
And  worthily  1  hope  still. 

Asto.  ^  I'm  no  doubt,  sir ; 
For  on  nry  life  she's  much  wronged*-: 

Mir,  \'ery  likely, 
And  I  as  much  tormentedT  ytw^  ahsentL 

A$to.  You  need  net  fear;  Peter  Gomera'** 
Of  a  tried  faitii  and  vul6«r.  [noble,. 

Mir.  This  I  know  too : .  [siiffer^d^ 

But  whiUt  I  was- not  there,  and  whilst  she 
Whilst  Virtue  sufier'd,  friend — Oh,  bow  it  - 

loads  me  !*  [gether 

VVhilst  Innocence  and  Sweetness  sunk  to- 

Ilow  cM  it  sits  here !  if  my  arm  had  fought 

for  her,  [sons. 

My  youth,  tho'  naked,  stood  against  all  trea- 

.  My  sword  here  grasp'd,  Love  ou-  the  edge, 

and  Honour, 
And  but  a  sii^nal  from  her  eye  to  steel  it'*? 
If  then  she  had  been  lost — I  brag  too  late, 
And  too  much  I  decline  the  noble  Peter. 
Yet  some  poor  service  1  would  do  her  sweet* 
Alas,  she  needs  it,  my  Astorius^  [iiess: 

The  t^entle  lady  needs  it. 

Auto.  Noble  ^p»^it!  [this  weakness!' 

Mir.  Aiui  what  I  can— 'Prithee,  bearwitb 
Often  I  do  not  use  these  women's  weapons. 
But  where  true  pity  is— I  am  much  troublcd.- 
And  something  have  to  do,  1  caiwot  form  yet! 
Asto    ril  take  my  leave,  sir;  I  sliaJl  but 

disturb  you. 
Mir,  An'i  please  yoU|  for  a  while;  and  • 
pray  to  Fortune 
To  smile  upon  this  lady. 

Ailo.  All  my  help, sir.  [Fsit, 

Alir.  Gomcra's  old  and  stiff,  and  lie  may 
lose  her. 
The  winter  of  his  years  and  woundsupon  him; 
And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hitherto : 
Mountferrat's  t'ury  in  his  heat  of  summer, 
The  whihtlingof  his  sword  like  angry  storms, 
Renting  up  life  by  th*  roots:  I've  seen  him- 
A^  if  a  falcon  h<id  run  up  a  train,  [scale 

Cia<Hnn^   his   warlike    pinions,   his    steel'd 

cuirass, 
And  attti-i  pitch  ininew  the  town  below  him  >\ 
I  inu^t  do  souielhiug! 


»•»  Frmi  her  eye  to  seal  it.]  2(>  teul  a  sword  seons  a  very  odd  metaphor.  I  think  it  there- 
fore hmhlv  prohahle  that  the  tri.c  word  was  steel.  The  propriety  and  elegance  of  wliich 
niiuht  iie  proved  by  t'^rry  pa>>agrs  in  Shakcspear  and  our  Authors,  where  it  is  used  in  the 
same  sense  ;  and  the  render  uiii  fmd  it  twice  h^t'ore  the  end  ol"  this  act.         Sewurdi 

*7  Inmew  the  town  below  him.j  Tlufobald  vrouid  r^ad, '  th^/ou'l  below  him;*  hat  amU  wctttXM 
to  confirm  toicu. 
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Col,  Noble  sir,  Sor  Hea?*o  sake, 
Take  pity  of  a  poor  afflicted  Christian, 
Kedeem^J  from^oe  affliction  to  another ! 
Mir.  Boldly  you  ask  that;  we  are  bound 
to  give  it. 
From  what  affliction,  sir? 

Col,  From  cold  and  hunger, 
From  nakedness  and  stripes. 

Mir.  iV  prisoner?  [taken; 

Col,  A  slave,  sir,  in  the  Turkish  prize,  new 

That,  in  tlie  heat  of  fight,  when  your  brave 

hand 
brought  the  Dane  succour,  got  my  irons  off, 
Ao^  out  myself  to  mercy  of  the  ocean. 
Mir.  And  swam  to  land  ? 
CvLl  did,  sir;  Heav'n  was  gracious! 
'But  jiow  a  stranger,  and  my  wants  upon  me, 
^hO*  willingly  I  would  preserve  this  life,  sir. 
With  honesty  and  truth)  I  am  not  looked  on  ; 
Tbe  hand  uf  pity,  that  should  give  for  Heav  Vs 

sake. 
And  charitable  hearts,  are  grown  so  cold,  sir, 
Never  remombriug  what  their  fortunes  may 
be. 
Mir.  Thou  say'st  too  true.     Of  what  pro-  ' 

fesbion  art  thou  ? 
Col,  I  liave  been  better  train'd^  and  can 
serve  truly, 
Where  trust  is  laid  upon  me. 
Afir.  A  handsome  fellow  ! 
Hast  thou  e  er  bore  arms  ? 

Col,  IVe  trod  full  many  a>march,  sir, 
And  some  hurts  have  to  shew ;  before  me  too, 
sir. 
Mir.  Pity  this  thing  should  starve,  or,  forc*d 
for  want. 
Come  to  a  worse  end. — I  know   not  what 

thou  niayst  be. 
But  if  thou  think'st  it  6t  to  be  a  servant, 
I'll  be  a  master,  and  a  good  one  to  thee. 
If  you  deserve,  sir. 

Col.  Else  I  ask  no  favour. 
Mir.  Then,  sir,  to  try  your  trust,  because 
I  like  you, 
Go  to  the  Dane ;  of  him  receive  a  woman, . 
A  Turkish  prisoner,  for  mc  receive  her; 
J  hear  she  is  ray  prize:  Look  fairly  to  her, 
For  I  would  have  her  know,  tho'  now  my 
prisoner,  [Itonour. 

The  Christians  need  no  schoolmasters  for 
Take  this  to  buy  thee  cloaths;  this  ring,  to 
help  thee  [stranger. 

Into  the  fellowship  of  my  house;  you  are  a 
And  my  servants  will  not  know  yuu  else; 

there  keep  her. 
And  with  all  modesty  preserve  your  service ! 
Col.  A  foul  example  hud  me  else!  Heav'n 
thank  ye ! 
Of  captain  Norandine? 
Afir.  The  same. 

Col,  Tis  done,  sir :  [you ! 

And  may  Heav*n*s  goodness  ever  dwell  about 
Jlfir.  >yait  there  'till  I  come  home. 
CqL  1  shall  not  fail,  sir.  ^Exeunt. 


SCENE  m. 

inter  Mountferrat  andAhdella, 

Ahd,  Tis  strange  it  should  be  so,  ttiatyour 
high  mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly,  dully,  most  un- 

Mountf,  Let  mc  aloue.  [manly 

Aid.  Thus  leadenly 

MinLtUf.  Pox  take  you  !  [dow! 

Abd.  At  every  childish  fear,  at  every  sha- 
Are  ymj  Mountferrat,  that  have  done  such 

deeds? 
Wrought  thro*  such  bloody  fields  men  shake 

to  speak  of  P 
Can  ^ou  go  back?  is  there  a  safety  left  yet, 
But  fore-right?  is  not  ruin  round  about  you  ? 
liave  you  not  still  these  arms,  that  sword, 

that  heart  whole? 
Is*t  not  a  man  you  fight  with,  and  an  old  man, 
A  man  lialf-kill'd  already?  am  not  I  here? 
As  lovely  in  my  black  to  entertain  thee. 
As  high  and  full  of  heat  to  meet  thy  plea* 

Mountf.  rU  be  alone.  [sures 

Abd.  You  shall :  Farewell,  sir ! 
And  do  it  bravely !  never  think  of  conscience : 
There  is  noue  to  a  man  resolved.  Be  happy  ! 

Enter  Miranda. 

Mountf.    No,  most  unhappy  wretch,  as 
thou  hast  made  me. 
More  devil  than  thyself,  I  am. 

Mir.  Alone, 
And  troubled  loo,  I  take  it.  How  he  starts ! 
All  is  not  handsome  in  thy  heart,    Mount- 
ferrat.— 
God  speed  you,  sir !  I  have  bc.en  seeking  of 
They  say  you  are  to  fight  to-day.  [you : 

Mountf.  What  then? 

Mir.  Nay,  nothiiii^,  but  good  fortune  to 
your  sword,  sir ! 
You  have  a  cause  requires  it ;  the  island'fl 
The  order's,  and  your  lionour's.  [safety, 

Mountf.  And  do  you  make  a  question 
I  will  not  figlii^it  nohly? 

Mir,  You  dare  fight ;  [justice, 

You  have;  and  with  as  great  a  confidt-nce  as 
I*ve  seen  you  strike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly. 

Mountf.  Why  are  these  qucbtions  then? 

Mir.  ril  tell  you  quickly. 
You  have  a  lady  in  your  cause,  a  fair  one, 
A  gentler  never  trod  on  ground,  a  nobler 

Mountf  Do  you  come  on  so  fast  ?  1  have 
it  for  you.  \^Asidem 

Mir,-  The  sun  ne'er  saw  a  sweeter. 

Mountf.  These  I  grant  you  ; 
Nor  dare  I  agaiust  beauty  heave  my  hs^ndup, 
It  were  unmanly,  sir,  too  much  unmanly : 
But  when  these  excellencies  turn  to  ruin. 
To  ruin  of  themselves,  and  those  protect  em  ; 
VVhen  virtue's  lost,lust  and  dishonour  enter'd; 
Loss  of  ourselves  and  souls  basely  projected— 

Mir.  Do  you  think  'tis  so  ? 

Mountf.  Too  sure. 

Mir.  And  can  it  be?  [sweetness, 

Can  it  be  thought,  Mountferrat,  so  much 
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So  great  a  magazine  of  all  things  precious, 
A  mind  so  heavenly  made — 'Prithee  observe 

inc. 
Mount f,  I  thought  so  too :  Now,  by  my 

holy  order. 
He  that  had  told  nifi,('till  experience  found  it, 
Too  bold  a  proof)  tl)i^lndy  had  l»een  vicious — 
I  wear  no  dull  swurd,  sir,  nor  hate  I  virtue. 
Mir,  Acainst  her  brother  ?  to  the  man  has 

bred  her  ? 
Her  blood  and  honour  ? 

Mount  f.  Where  ambitious  Lust 
Desires  to  be  above  the  rule  prescrib'd  her. 
Takes  hold,  and  wius,  poor  Chastity,  cold 

Duty, 
Like  fashions  old  forgot,  she  flings  behind  her, 
And  puts  on  blood  and  mischief,  death  and 

ruin. 
To  raise  her  new-built  hopes,  new  faith  to 

fasten  her:  / 

MaToy,  she  is  as  foul  as  Hcav'n  is  beauteous! 
Mir.  Thrtulicst,  thou  liest,   Mouutferrat, 

thou  best  basely ! 
Stare  not,  nor  swell  not  with  thy  pride !  thou 
Aih\  this  shall  make  it  j^nod.  [liest; 

Mount f.  Out  with  your  heat  first ! 
Yon  shall  be  foujiht  withal. 

Mir.  By  Hcav'n,  that  lady,  [deeds 

The  virtue  of  that  w(m)an,  were  all  the  good 
Of  all  thy  families  bound  in  one  faggot. 
From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  sparkle 
Would  fire   that  wisp,  and  turn  it  to  light 

ashes. 
Mount f'.  Oh,  pitiful  young  roan,   struck 

blind  with  beauty  !  [randa! 

Shot  with  a  woman's  smile!  Poor,  poor  Mi- 
Thou  hopeful  young  man  once,  but  now  thou 

lost  man. 
Thou  naked  man  of  all  that  we  call  noble. 
How  art  thou  cozen'd  !  Didst  thou  know  what 

I  do, 
And  liow  far  thydearhonour,  (mark  me,  fool!) 
Which  like  a  fatherl  Imvt-  kept  from  Idasting, 
Thy  tender  honour,  is  uluis'd  —  But  fight  iirst. 
And  then,  too  late,  thou  shalt  know  all. 
Mir.  Thou  li(  st  i>uil ! 
Mount f.  Stay  •'  now  I'll  shew  thee  all,  and 

tlieil  I'll  kill  thee:  [ihee, 

I  love  tiiee  so  deur,  time  shall  not  disgrace 
Riad  that !  [Gives  him  a  tttter. 

Mir.  h  is  her  hand,  it  is  most  certain. 
Good  angels,  keep  me  !  that  1  should  be  her 

agent 
To  betray  Ma^ta,  ai^d  bring  her  to  the  basha ! 
That  on  my  teiM.ler  love  lay  aii  her  project! 
Kyes  never  see  ;»gain,  mtit  out  for  sorrow  ! 
Did  the  devil  do  this? 


Mountf.  No,  but  his  dam  did  it. 
The  virtuous  lady  that  you  love  so  dearly : 
Come,  will  you  light  again  ? 

Mir.  No;  'prithee  kill  me, 
For  Heav*n*s  sake,  and  for  goodness*  sake, 

dispatch  me ! 
For  the  disgrace  sake  that  I  gave  thee,  kill 

Mount/.  Why,  are  you  guilty?  [roe! 

Mir.  I  have  liv'd,  Mountferrat, 
To  see  Dishonour  swallow  up  all  Virtue, 
Aud  now  would  die.     By  Heav'ns  eternal 

brightness, 
I  am  as  clear  as  fnnocence ! 

Mountf.  I  knew  it,  pedge. 

And  therefore  kept  this  letter  from  all  know- 
And  this  sword  frqm  anger;  you  had  died  else. 
And  yet  1  lie,  and  basd(^y  lie. 

Ai/r.  Oh,  Virtue, 
Unspotted  Virtue,  whither  art  thou  vanishM? 
What  hast  thou  let't  us  to  abuse  our  frailties^ 
In  shape  of  goodness  ? 

Mount/.  Come,  take  courage,  roan ! 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgot  your  rashness. 
And  hold  you  fair  as  light  in  ail  your  actions; 
And  by  my  troth  I  griev'd  your  love.    Take 

comfort ! 
There  be  more  women. 

Mir.  And  nwre  luirichi^f  in  'em ! 

Mount/.  Ihe  justice  I  shall  do,   to  right 
these  villainies,  [sir* 

Shall  make  you  manag^in;  ITi  strike  it  sure. 
Come,  look  up  bravely j  put  this  puling  passion 
Out  of  yoqr  nij|}d.  0|ie  knock  for  tliee,  Mi- 
randa, 
And  for  the  boi/  tfie  grave  Goroera  gave  thee. 
When  she  ai  cepted  thee  lier  champion. 
And  in  thy  absence,  lik^  a  valiant  gentleroan; 
I  yet  remember  it:  *  He  js  too  young, 
'  Too  l>'.i/ishy  and  too  tender^  to  adventure :  * 
ril  give  him  one  sound*  rap  for  that :  1  love 
Thon  art  a  brave  young  spark.  [thee; 

Aiir.  Bot/,  did  he  call  nie? 
Gomera  call  me  Im)i/? 

Mount/  It  pleas'd  his  gravity,  W^ce, 

To  think  so  ot  you  then :    They  that  do  str- 
And  honest  service,  such  as  thuu  and  1  do, 
Are  either  knaves  or  boys. 

Mir.  Btt^y  by  Gomera? 
How  lookM  he  when  he  said  it?  for  Gpn^era 
Was  ever  wont  to  be  a  virtuous  gentleman, 
Humane  and  sweet. 

Mount/  Yes,  when  he  will,  he  can  be. 
But,  let  It  go;  l  would  not  breed  distention; 
'lis  an  unfnendlv  oihee.     And  had  it  beeu 
To  any  of  a  hinher  strain  than  you,  sir  '**, 
The   well-known,  v* ell-approv'd,  and   lov*d 
Mirandii, 


'•  To  unf/nfan  higher  strain  than  you  are.]  At  first  glance,  the  reader  may  think,  as  I  once 
did  v*ith  Mr.  Si  ward,  that  tighter^  or  Ittuer,  or  some  such  word  should  supply  llip  place  of 
hightr.  But  po^Mbly  the  passage  »s  right  as  it  is,  and  refers  only  to  the  ercn  temper  and  dis- 
vosi!:^'n  of  Mir.in(i:»,and  means  that,  had  he  been  of  an  hot  fiery  temper  prone  to  padsion,  <^ r. 
he  sfioald  :iot  iiave  discovered  a  secret,  which  might  possibly  breed  dissension  betwixt  Go- 
mera and  !nin.  I  his  .'  onlyolfer  the  reatler,  in  order  to  give  the  text  fair  play:  if  he  doe»  not 
approve  of  the  explanation,  tighter  or  lower  are  still  at  his  service.         Sj/iupsun* 


Acts.  Scene 4.] 


THE  KJJIGIIT  OF  MALTA. 


601 


I  had  not  thought  on*t:  'Twas  happily  his 

haste  too. 
And  zeal  t(»  her. 

Mir.  A  traitor  and  a  hoy  too  ? 
Shame  take  me,  if  I  suffer  it!— Puff  I   fare- 
well, love ! 
Mount f\  You  know  my  business;  I  must 
leave  vou,  sir; 
My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mir.  I  must  not  leave  you, 
I  dare  not,  nor  I  will  imt,  'till  your  goodness 
Have  j^iantt'd  me  one  courtesy  :  You  say  you 
love  me? 
Mount f,  I  do,  and  dearly;  ask,  and  let 
tliHt  courtesy 

Not'iinft  concern  mine  honour 

Mir,  You  must  do  it,  % 

Or  you  will  never  see  me  more. 

Mount/.  What  is  it?  [it. 

It  shall  be  great  that  puts  you  off:  'Pray  speak 
Mir,  Tray  let  me  fight  to-day,  giiod,  dear 
iMountfcrrat ! 

Let  me,  and  bold  Gomera ■ 

Mount/.  Fy,  Miranda ! 
D^ye  weigh  my  worth  so  little  ? 

Mir,  On  my  knees! 
As  ever  thou  had^t  true  touch  of  a  sorrow 
TIjy  friend  conceiv*d,  as  ever  honour  Inv'd 

thee 

Mount f.  Shall  I  turn  recreant  now? 
Mir.  'ris  not  thy  cause; 
Thou  hast  no  reputation  wounded  in  it; 
Thine*s  but  a  ^leueral  zeal:   'Death!  [  am 

tamt^  d ; 
The  dearest  twin  to  life,  my  credit's  murder'd, 
Baffled  and  boif*d. 

Mount/.  I'm  glad  youVe  swallow'd  it  — 

^Aiide, 
I  must  confess  I  pity  you  ;  and  *tis  a  justice, 
A  great  one  too,  you  should  revenge  these 

injuries; 
I  know  it,  and  I  know  you  fit  and  bold  to  do't, 
And  man  as  much  as  man  may :  But,  Mi- 
randa— 
Why  do  you  knef.l? 

Mir.  By  llcav'n.  Til  grow  to  the  ground 
here,  [iij't. 

And  With  my  sword  dig  np  my  grave,  and  fall 
.  Unless  thou  grunt  mt — Dear  Mountferrut ! 
friend !  ^ 

Is  any  thin^  in  my  power?  to  my  life,  sir! 
TIm*  honour  sfiall  be  yours. 
Mount/.  1  love  you  dearly; 

Ytt  so  much  I  should  tender 

Mir.  i'il  preserve  all ; 
By  lieav'n,  1  will,  or  all  the  sin  fall  with  mc  ! 
'l*ray  let  me. 

Mount/.  You  have  won ;  Til  once  be  cbward 
To  pleasure  you. 

Mir.  I  kiss  your  hands,  and  thank  you. 
Mount/  Be  tender  of  my  credit,  and  fight 

bravel}'. 
Mir.  Blow  not  the  fire  that  flames. 
Mount/  I'll  send  mine  armour ; 
}ily  man  bhail  prttently  attend  you  with  it, 
Vol.  II.  '  4 


(For  you  must  arm  immediately;  the  houf 
calls)  [cret, 

I  know  *twill  fit  you  right.    Be  sure,  and  se« 

And  last  be  fortunate !  farewell  I— You  are 
fitted : 

I'm  glad  the  load's  off  me. 
Mir.  My  best  Mountferrat!        [^Exeunt, 

SCEISTE  IV. 
Knter  Nora n dine  and  Docttft, 

N'tr.  Doctor,  I'll  sec  the  combat,   that's 
the  truth  on't; 
If  r  had  ne'er  a  leg,  I'd  crawl  to  see  it. 
IJoctor.  You're  most  unfit,  if  I  might  coun- 
sel yon, 
Your  woimds  5<i  many,  and  the  air 

Nifr.  The  halter ! 
Tht^  air's  as  goul  an  air,  as  fine  an  air— 
Wouldst  thou  have  mc  live  in  an  oveu  ? 
DiH'tor.  Beside,  t'le  noise,  sir; 

Which,  to  a  render  body 

Njr,    riiaD*s  it,  D.ictor, 
My  body  niubt  be  cur'd  withal;  if  youll  hca) 

me  quickly. 
Boil  a  drum -head  in  my  broth ;  I  never  prosper 
W^ith  knuckles  o'veal,  and  birds  in  sorrel  sops, 
Caudle^  and  cullices;  they  wash  me  away 
Like  a  horse  had  eaten  grains :  If  thou  wilt 

cure  nie, 
A  pickled  herring,  and  a  pottle  of  sack,  Doc- 
And  half  a  dozen  trumpets!  [tor, 

DiH'tor,  You're  a  strange  gentleman 

N)r.  As  e'er  thou  knew'st.  Wilt  tliou  give 

me  another  cli^ter,  C^^^y» 

That  I  may  sit  cleanly  there  like  a  French 

When  she  goes  to  a  ma^que  at  court  ?  Where** 

thy  hoboy? 

Doctor.  I'm  glad  you're  grown  so  merry. 

Enter  Aatoriut  and  Castriot. 

Nor,  Welcome,  gentlemen ! 
Axto.  We  come  to  see  you,  sir;  and  glad 
we  are 
To  S"e  you  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  healtli, 
Nor,  I  tfmnk  my  Doctor  here.  [sir. 

Doctor.  Nay,  thank  yourself,  sir; 
For,  by  my  troth,  1  know  not  how  he's  cur'd! 
lie  ne'er  observes  any  '>f  our  prescript  ions. 
Nor.  Give  me  my  money  agnin  tlien,  good 
siveet  Doctor ! 
Wilt  tljciu  have  twenty  shillings  a-day  for 
veiing  me  ? 
Doctor.  That  shall  not  serve  you,  sir. 
Nor,   I'hen  forty  shiill,  sir. 
And  that  will  make  you  speak  well.     Ilark^ 
the  drums ! 

\Drumt  f/ur  off*:  A  low  march. 
Out,  They  begin  to  beat  to  th*  field.    O'l, 
noble  Dane, 
Never  was  such  a  stake,  I  hope,  of  innocence, 
Play'd  for  in  Malta,  and  in  blood,  before. 
Asto,  It  makes  us  hang  oar  heod^  all. 
Nor,  A  bold  villain ! 
I  If  there  be  treason  inil^-Accusepoorbtiies? 
II 
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And  yt^t  th^j  may  do  mischief  *too.    Ill  be 

with  ve : 
If  she  be  innocent  T  shall  find  it  quickly. 
And  ftoinethiug  then  Til  say 

Jtto.  Conic,  lean  on  us,  sir. 

Nor.  I  thank  yc,  gentlemen !  and,  domine 
Doctor,  [pocket, 

Tray  brinj^  a  little  sneezing  powder  in  your 
For  tVar  I  swo«>n  when  [  see  blood. 

Doctor.  YouVe  pleasant.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  ttro  Afarshub. 

1  Mftrsh.  Are  the  combatants  come  in? 

2  Manh.  Yes. 

[The  tcaffotd set  out^  and  the  stairs. 

1  Marsh.  Make  the  field  clear  there! 

2  Mursk.  That's  done  too. 

1  Marsh.  Then  to  the  prisoner;  tbeGrand- 
niaister's  coniinjr. 

Let*s  see  that  all  be  ready  tliere. 

2  Marsh,  Too  ready. 

IIow  cercnionicms  our  very  ends  are! 
Alas,  sweet  lady,  if  she  be  innocent, 

[Flourish. 
No  doubt  but  justice  will  direct  her  champion. 
Awa'v  !  1  Iicar  'em  couie. 

1  "Marsh.  Tray  Heav'n  she  prosper  I 

Enter  Vaktta,  Noran.Hne,  Astorius,  Castriot, 

.   ^' 
Vol.  Give  captain  Nnrandine  a  chair.  , 

Nttr.  1  thank  your  lordship. 

Val.  Sit,  sir,  and  take  your  ease ;  your 

hurts  require  it : 

You  conic  to  see  a  woman's  cause  decided ; 

(That's  all  the  knowledge  now,  or  n:une,  iVe 

for  her ) 

Tliey  say  a  false,  a  base,  and  treach'rous  wo- 

Aiid  pai  tlv  prov'd  too.  [man, 

Aur.  Pity  it  should  be  so; 

And,  if  your  lordship  durst  ask  mv  opinion, 

Sure  I  should  answer  No,  (so  much  I  honour 

her) 

And  answer't  with  my  liff-  too.    But  Gomera 

Is  a  brave  gentleman;  the  other  valiant. 

And  if  he  be  not,  good,  dogs  gnaw  his  flesh 

off! 

And  one  above  'em  both  will  find  the  truth 

He  never  i'ails,  sir.  [out; 

Val.  Tfi-.ii'b  tlie*'hopc  rests  with  me. 

Nor.  Uow  nature  und  his  honour  struggle 

in  him  ! 

A  swcc  t,  clear,  noble  gentleman  ! 

[Guard  icithbi.]  Make  room  there  ! 

Enter  Oriana,  Ladies,  Executioner^  Abdelta,. 
%  und  Guard, 

Vaty  Go  up,  and  what  you  have  to  say, 

say  there. 
Ori.  Thus  I  ascend;  nearer,  I  hope,  to 

Ilcttv'a ! 


Nor  do  I  fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  man* 

sion, 
Tlie  imai^  of  my  grave ;  each  foot  we  move 
Goes  to  it  still,  each  hour  we  leave  behind  us 
Knolls  sadly  toward-it.    My  noble  brother, 
(For  yet  mine  innocence  dares  call  you  so) 
And  you  the  friends  to  virtue,  that  come  hi- 
ther, 
The  chorus  to  this  tragick  scene,  behold  me, 
Behold  me  with  your  justice,  not  with  pity, 
(My  cause  was  ne'er  so  poor  to  ask  compas- 
sion) 
Behold  me  in  this  spotless  white  I  wear. 
The  emblem  of  my  life,  of  ail  my  actions; 
So  ye  shall  find  my  story,  tlio'  I  perish. 
Behold  me  in  my  sex ;  I  ain  no  soldier; 
Tender  and  full  of  fears  our  blushing  sex  is, 
Unharden'd  with   relentless  thoughts;   un- 
hatcht  19  [tremble 

With  blood  and  bloody  practice :  Alas,  we 
But  when  an  angry  dream  ufBicts  our  fancies^ 
Die  with  a  tale  well  told.    Ilad  I  been  prac- 
tis'd,  [it. 

And  known  the  way  of  mischief,  travell'd  in 
And  giv'n  my  blood  and  honour  up  to  reach  it; 
Forgot  religion,  and  the  line  I  spninc  oo ; 
Oh,  Heav'n !  I  had  been  fit  then  for  tliy  jus- 
tice,, [here. 
And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  hell,  I'd  how  I'd 
Last,  in  your  own  opinions  weigh  miue  inno- 
cence : 
Amongst  ye  I  was  planted  from  an  infant, 
('Would  then,  if  Flcav*n  had  so  been  pleas'dy 

I'd  pcrish'd !) 
Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  fruit. 
The  honourable  fruit  of  marriage  : 
And  am  F  blasted  in  my  bud,  with  treason? 
Boldly  and  bast  ly  of  my  fair  name  ravish'd,. 
And  hither  brought  to  find  my  rest  in  ruin  ? 
But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  all 
wrongs,  [spoken. 

And  in  his  time  restores,  knows  nief — I've 
Val.  If  ye  be  innocent,   Heav'n  will  pro- 
tect ye. 
And  so  I  leave  ye  to  his  sword  strikes  for  ye; 
Farewell !  [brotlK»r, 

Ori.  Oh,  that  went  deep  !  Farewell,  dear 
And  howsoe'ermy  cause  goes,  see  my  body 
(Upon  my  knees  1  ask  it;  buried  chastely ; 
For  yet,  by  holy  truth,  it  never  trespass'd. 
Asto.  Justice  sit  on  your  cau^e,  and  Ueav'n 
fight  for  ye!  [honour 

Nor.  Two  of  ye,  gentlemen,  do  me  bnt  the 
To  lead  nie  to  her;  i;o«jd  my  lord,  your  leave 
V^al.  You  have  it,  sir.  [too. 

Nor.  Give  me  your  fair  hands  fearless  : 
As  white  as  this  1  see  your  innocence. 
As  spotless,  aiui  as  pure :  be  not  afraid,  lady ! 
You  are   but  here  brought  to  your  nobler 

fortune. 
To  add  unto  your  life  immortal  story  : 
Virtue  thro'  hardest  things  arrives  at  happi- 
ness. 


If  See  note  ^  on  The  Custom  of  the  Country.        Syrnpsaiu 
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Shame  follow  that  blant  sword  thnt  loses  yon ! 
And  he  that  strikes  ai^ainst  you,  I  shall  study 
A  curse  or  two  for  him.     Once  more,  your 

fair  hands ! 
I  ncVr  brought  ill  luck  yet;  be  fearless,  bap- 

Ori.  I  thank  ye,  noble  captain.  [py. 

Nor,  So  I  leave  ye. 

Val,  Call  in  the  knights  severally. 

Enter  severally f  Camera  and  Miranda, 

Ori,  But  two  words  to  my  champion  ; 
And  thfn  to  Heav*iiand  him  I  give  my  canse 

Val.  Speak  quickly,  and  speak  short,  [up. 

Ori.  I  have  not  much,  sir. 
Noble  Gomera,  from  your  own  free  virtue 
YouVe  undertaken  here  a  poor  maid's  honour, 
And  v\ith  the  hazard  of  your  life;  and  happily 
You  may  suspect  the  cause,  tlio'  in  your  true 
worth  [timouy, 

You  will  not  shew  it;  therefore  take  this  tes- 
(And,  as  I  hope  for  happiness,  n  true  one!) 
And  may  it  steel  your  heart,  and  edge  your 

food  sword ! 
g;ht  for  her,  as  spotless  of  these  mischiefs 
As  Hcav*ii  is  of  our  sins,  or  Trutii  of  errors; 
And  so  defy  that  trecicherous  man,  and  pro- 
Nor.  Blessing  o'  thy  heart,  lady  !     fsper ! 
VuL  Give  the  signal  to  *em.  [Low  a/urtNS. 
Ntr,  'Tis  bravely  fought  I  Gomera,  follow 
that  blow — 
Well  struck  again,  boy !— look  upon  the  lady, 
And  gather  spirit !  brave  again  !  lie  close, 
Lie  close,  I  say  1  he  fights  aloft,  and  stront;ly  ; 
Close  for  thy  life!— A  pox  o'  that  fell  buiVet ! 
Ketire  and  gather  breath;  ye  vc  day  enough, 

knights — 
Look  lovely  on  him,  lady !  to't  again  now  ! 
Stand,  stimd,  Gomera,  stand — one  blow  for 
all  now  !  [woman  ! 

Gather  thy  strength  together ;  God  bless  the 
Why,  where's  thy  noble  heart  ?  lleav*n  bless 
,       the  lady ! 
AIL  Oh,  oh! 

Val.  She  is  gone,  she  is  gone. 
Nor.  Now  strike  it. 
Ilold,  hold — he  yields:  Hold  thy  brave  sword, 

he*s  conquered  — 
He's  thine,  Gomera.     Now  be  joyful,  lady  ! 
What  could  this  thief  have  done,  had  his 

cause  been  equal ! 
He  made  my  heart-strings  tremble. 

^«/.  Off  with's  casque  tliere*®; 
And,  executioner,  take  you  bis  head  next. 
Abd.  Oh,  curbed  Fortune  I  [Aside. 


Gom,  Stay,  I  beseech  you,  sir !  and  this 
one  honour 
Grant  me,  I  havedeservM  it;  that  this  villain 
May  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  justice; 
That  he  may  pine  and  die,  before  tlie  sword 

lall, 
Viewing  the  glory  I  have  won,  her  goodness, 
Val.  He  shall ;  and  you  the  harvest  of  your 
valour 
Shall  reap,  brave  sir,  abundantly. 

Gom.  I've  sav'd  her,  [struction**, 

Preserv'd  her  spotless  worth  from  black  de- 
(Her  white  name  to  eternity  dcliver'd)  [in. 
Her  youth  and  sweetness  from  a  timeless  ru- 
Now,  lord  Valetta,  if  this  bloody  labour 

May  but  deserve  her  favour 

ASir.  Stay,  and  hear  me  first. 

Val.  Off  with  his  casque !  This  is  Miran* 

da's  voice. 
Nor.  Tis  he  indeed,  or  else  mine  eyes 
abuse  me: 
What  makes  he  here  thus? 

Ori.  The  young  Miranda? 
Is  he  mine  enemy  too? 

AJir.  None  has  descrvM  her, 
Tf  worth  must  carry  it,  and  service  seek  her, 
But  he  that  sav'd  her  honour. 

Gom.  That  is  I,  Miranda.  [forward  ! 

Mir.  No,  no ;  that's  I,  Gomera ;  be  not  so 
In  bargain  for  my  love  you  cannot  cozen  roe* 
Ctim.  I  fought  it. 

Mir.  And  I  gave  it,  wliich  is  nobler. 

Why,  every  gentleman  would  have  done  as 

much  [sir; 

As  you  did:  Fought  it  ?  that's  a  poor  desert. 

They're  bound  to  thaL .  But  then  to  mak^ 

that  figlit  sure. 
To  do  as  I  did,  take  all  danger  from  it. 
Suffer  that  coldness  that  must  call  me  now 
*Into  disgrace  for  ever,  into  pity 

Gom.  J  undertook  first,  to  preseive  her 

from  hazard. 
Mir.  And  1  made  sure  no  hazard  slioi^ld 

come  near  her. 
Gom.  Twas  1  defied  Mountfcrrat. 
Mir.  'Twas  I  wrought  him, 
(You'd  had  a  dark  day  else;  'twas  I  defied 
His  conscience  first,   'twas  [  that  shook  him 
Which  is  the  brave  defiance.  [there, 

Gttm.  My  life  and  honour 
At  stake  I  laid. 

Mir.  My  care  and  truth  lay  by  it, 
Lest  that  stake  might  be  lost.    1  have  de- 
serv'd  her. 


flo 


Cask.]  This  word  is  generally  spelt  casque.    It  signifies  here  a  helmet,  and  sometimes  is 
used  only  for  a  btaver^  or  hat,         li. 

*'  treservd  her  spotless  toorth  from  black  destruction.]  If  by  worth  the  Poets  mean  her 
worthy  self,  to  save  that  from  destruction,  would  be  only  saying  the  same  thing,  with  pre- 
serving '  Her  youth,  and  sweetness,  from  a  timeless  ruin,' 
three  lines  below.     But  if  by  w^rth  be  meant  her  fame  and  character,  I  then  should  think 
destruction  a  corruption,  and  would  propose  reading  the  line  so: 

'  Preserv'd  her  spotless  worth  from  black  detraction,*        Sympson. 
Detraction  would  be  best,  were  there  authority  for  the  change. 
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[Act  9.  Si:«nc  5. 


And  none  but  I :  The  lady  might  have  pe- 

risU'd  [malice, 

Had  fell  Mountferrat  struck  if,  from  whose 

With  cunning  and  holdcuiifideucc,  i  calch\i 

And  *tvvas  hi^h  time.     And  such  a  ?ervice, 
la<ly,  [knows 

For  vou,  and  for  vour  innoi'cnce — fur  who 
Not  th'  all-devouring  sword  of  (irrce  Monnt- 
fcrrat?  Upiteful, 

I  shevv'd  you  what  I  could  do,  had  I   been 
Or  uiasler  hut  of  half  the  poison  he  1  ears: 
(Hell  take  his  heart  for't!;  And  bcshfew 

these  hands,  madam, 
With  all  my  heart,  I  wish  a  mischic-f  on  Vm  ! 
They  made  you  once  lo(/k  bad :  Such  another 

fright 
I  would  not  put  you  in,  to  own  the  islnnd  i 
Yet,  pardon  me  ;  'twas  but  to  shiw  astihiitT, 
"Wiiich    when  I'd  done,  I  ended  your  poor 
coward. 
Vai,  Let  some  look  out,  for  the  base  knight 

Mountferrat f  trusty. 

Abd.  I  hope  he's  far  enough,  if  his  man  be 

This  was  a  strange  misfortune;    I  mu&t  not 

know  it. 

Val.  That  most  dt  boshed  kniiilit.     Come 

down,  sweet  sister. 

My  spotless  sister  now  !  'Pray  thank  these 

gentlemen ; 
They  have  desrrvM  both  truly,  n(»bly  of  yon, 
Both  excellently, dearly,  both  all  the  honour. 

All  the  respect  and  favour 

Oti.  Both  shall  hnvc  it ; 
And  as  my  life  their  memories  1*11  nourish. 
l^uL  YeVe  both  true  knights,   and   b»>lh 
most  worthy  lovers; 
Here  stands  a  lady  ripen'd  with  your  >ervice. 
Young,  fair,  aud  (nuw  I  dare  say)  truly  Ikh 

nourablc : 
His  my  will  she  shill  marry,  marry  now, 
Aud  one  of  you(she  cannt^t  take  more  nobly): 

Your  desi  rts 
Begot  tins  will,  and  bred  it.  Both  her  beauty 
Cannot  enjoy  ;  dare  you  make  ine  your  um- 
Gom.  j\tir.  With  all  our  souls.  [pire? 

VuL  \\v  roust  not  then  be  angry 
That  loses  her. 

Gom,  Oh,  that  were,  sir,  unworthy. 
Jilir.  A  little  sorrow  he  m.iy  fmd. 
Vul.  '1  is  manly.  [man ; 

Gomera,  you're  a  brave  accomplish 'd  gentle- 
A  braver  no  where  lives  than  is  Miranda. 
In  the  white  way  of  virtue,  and  true  valour, 
YouVe  been  a  pilgrim  long  ;  yet  no  man  fur- 
ther 
JJas  trod  those  thorny  steps  than  young  Mi- 
randa : 


You *re  gentle,   he  is  gentleness  itself :  Ex- 

prrience 
Calls  yon  her  brother  ;  this  her  hopeful  heir. 
Nnr.  The  young  man  now,  an't  be  thy  will  ! 
VuL  Your  hand,  sir  ! 
You  undeitook  first,  nobly  imdertook, 
Ibis  lady's  cause;  you   Uiade  it  good,  and 

fought  it;  fherl 

You  mu'^t  be  MTv'd  first,  take  her  and  enjoy 
I  give  her  to  you :  Kiss  her!  Are  you  pieaa'd 

now  ? 

Ootn.  My  joy's  so  much  I  cannot  speak. 

Val.  Nay,  fairot  sir,  [promise. 

You  must  not  he  displeas'd  ;  you  break  your 

Mir,  I  never  griev'd  at  good;  nor  dare  I 
now,  sir, 
Tho*  something  seem  strtinge  to  me. 

I'll/.  I'vt  provided 
A  In  lu  r  match  for  you,  more  full  of  l>eautv  ; 
I'll  wi  d  YOU  to  our  order:  There'*  a  mistrt^ss 
Whose  beauty  lu  'cr  decays  (Time  staud»  be- 
low her); 
Whose  honour,  ermin-like,  can  never  suffer 
Spot  or  black  soil;  wiuise  etirnal  issue 
Fame  brings  up  at  Ikt  breasts,  and  leaves  *em 
Her  you  shall  marry.  [sainted; 

Mir.   I  must  humbly  tliank  you. 

I'-J.  S.iiiu    thomas'Fort,  a  charge  of  no 
small  value, 

I  give  you  too,  in  present,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  spirits;  and,  to  breed  you  pious, 
V.\  send  you  n  probanon-robe  ;  wear  t'.at. 
Till  you  sha!l  please  to  be  our  brotlicr.— 

How  now  ? 

Fnfer  Atforiut, 
Aito.  MountferratS  Hed,  sir. 
I  ui.  Lit  him  go  a  while,  [roupled  : 

Tdl  we  h;»ve  done  these  rites,  and  seen  these 

II  is    mischief  now   lies  open.      Come,   all 

fiiends  now  ! 
And  so   let's  nturch  to  th*  temple.     Sound 

those  instruments. 
That  were  the  signal  to  a  day  of  blood! 
Evil  beginning  hours  may  end  in  good. 

[Fl(ft(rish, 
ISnr.  Come,  w  e'll  have  w  enches,  man,  and 
all  brave  things. 
Pox  !  let  her  go;  we'll  want  no  mistresses; 
Good  swords,  and  uood  strong  armours! 
]\lir.  Those  are  best, captain. 
AW.  And  figh.t  'tiliquecDS  be  in  love  with 
us,  and  run  after  us. 
I'll  see  you  at  die  fort  within  these  two  days; 
And  let's  be  merry,  'prithee! 
Jilir.  By  that  time  I  shall. 
Ktf9'.  Wliy,  tiiat's  well  said  !  I  like  a  good 
heart  truly.  [£j'ft<fi/. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Norandine  and  Servant,  Corporal  and 
Soldiers  alnrce. 


Serv, 


THE 
Ni 


day  is  not  yet  broke,  sir. 
or,  Tis  the  cooler  rifliiiir. 


I  must  go  sec  Mirandu:  Bring  my  horse 
Round  to  the  South  port;  V\\  out  here  at  the 

l>each, 
And  meet  you  at  the  end  o'  th'  svcaniores: 
Tis  a  sweet  walk,  and  it*  the  wind  be  stirring 
Serves  like  a  fan  lo  cool. 

Serv,  VVhicli  walk? 

Nor,  Why,  that,  sir. 
Where   the   fine  city-danies  meet  to  make 
nmtcl»es. 

Serv.  1  know  it.       [Erit.     Singing  abifve. 

Nor.  Speed  ye  then  '"  ! — What  luirtli  is  this? 
The  watches  are  not  yet  discharji;'d,  I  tsike  it : 
These  are  brave  careless  rogues !  I'll  hear  the 

5ong  out. 
And  then  Til  fit  ye  for't,  merry  companions! 

SONG,  bj/  the  Soldiers. 

1.    Sit,  soldiers,  sit  and  sing,  the  round  is  clear, 
And  cock-a-loodk-looe  tells  us  the  day  is 

near.  fmellow, 

Each  toss  his  cann,  until  his  tnroat  be 
Drink,  lau&rh,  and  sing;  the  soldier  has  no 

fellow  ! 
S.    To  thee  a  full  pot,  my  little  lance-prisado. 
And  when  thou  bast  done^  a  pipe  of  Tri- 

nidado ! 
Our  glass  of  life  runs  wine,  the  vintner 

skinks  it '3, 
Wliilst  with  his  wife  the  frolick  soldier 

dnnks  it. 

3.  The  drums  beat,  ensigns  wave,  and  can- 

nons thump  it; 
Our  g'.tnie  is  ruffe,  and  the  bf.st  heart  doth 

trump  it :  [i^^'y 

Each  tos}>  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  mel- 
Drink,  kiugh,  and  sing;  the  soldier  has  no 

f'jllow. 

4.  1*11  pledge  thee,  my  Corporal,  were  it  a 

flagon ;  [dragon ; 

After,  watch  fiercer  than  George  did  the 
What  blood  we  lose  i*  th'  town,  we  gain 

i*  th*  tuns ; 
FurrM  gowns,  and  flat  caps,  give  the  wall 

to  guns.  ['<>w, 

Each  toss  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  uieU 
Drink,  laugh,  and  sjng ;  the  soldier  has  no 

fellow. 


Nor.  Here's  not;ihle  order!  Now    for  a 
■    trick  to  tame  ye  ! 
Owijh,  owgh ! 

1  Watth    Hark,  hnrk !  what's  th.it  below 
u»?     Who  goes  there  ? 

N'tr.  Owiih,  owgh,  owgh  ! 

2  Watch.  'Tis  a  bear  broke  l«»ose ;  'pray 
call  the  Corporal, 

1  Watch.  The  Dutchman's  huge  fat  sow. 

2  Watch.  I  see  her  now, 
And  five  fine  pins. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh! 

Knter  Corpora L 
Corp.  Now,  what's  liie  matter?  ["r^l, 

I  Watch.  Hei*e*s  the  great  fat  sow,  Corpo- 
The  l)uTci)nian*s  sow ;  and  all  the  pi;;s,  brave 

fat  pjgs : 
You  have  been  wishing  long,  she  would  break 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh  I  [loose. 

Corp.  Tis  she  indeed;  there's  a  white  pig 
now  sui'Uin«^  : 
Look,  look  I  d'you  see  it,  sirs? 

1  Watch.  Yes,  very  well,  sir. 

Corp.  A  notable  f.itwiioreson  !  Come,  ttro 
of  yc, 
Godown  with  me;  we'll  have  a  tickling  break- 

2  Watch.  Let's  eat 'em  at  the  Cross,  [fast. 
Corp.  Tliere's  the  best  liquor. 

Nor.  I'll  liquor  some  of  ye,  yc  lazy  rogues  ! 
Your  minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and 

swillinj;. 
What  a  swf.et  beast  they've  made  of  me !  A 
Hog  upon  hog !  1  hear  'em  come.  [sow  ? 

Enter  Corporal  below,  and  Watch. 

Corp.  Go  s.)ftly, 
And  fall  upon  'em  finely,  ni.nbly. 
1  Watch.  iJless  me ! 
Ct»rp.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

1  Watch.  Gh,  the  devil !  the  devil, 
As  hij^h  as  a  steeple ! 

2  Watch.  There  he  goes,  Corporal ! 
His  feet  are  cloven  too. 

C-otp.  Stand,  stand,  I  say!  [kets? 

Death,  bow  I  shake  !    Where  be  your  mus- 

1  Watch.  There's 
No  good  of  them :  Where  be  our  prayers, 
man  ? 

9  Watch.  Lord,  how  he  stalks !  speak  to 
him,  Corporal. 

Corp,  Why,  what  a  devil  art  thou? 

AW.  Owgh,  owgh ! 

Corp,  A  dumb  devil? 


•«  Nor.  Speed  ye  then^  tkc.'\  This  and  the  three  following  lines  have  hitherto  been  placed 
qfter  the  Song,  which  they  should  undoubtedly  precede.     It  is  not  printed  in  the  first  folio. 

•3  The  vintner  slmks  it.]  As  we  can  afli^  no  idea  to  the  word  slinks  here,  we  have  substi- 
tuted skinks,  A  skinker,  the  very  ingenious  Dr.  Percy  tells  us,  is  *  one  that  serves  drink.* 
The  word  occurs  as  late  as  Drydcn'v  TrHuslatiun  of  the  hint  Book  of  Homer. 
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[AcL  5.  Scene  f . 


Tlie  worst  devil   that  could  come,  a  dumb 

devil ! 
Give  me  a  musket.    lie  gathers  in  to  me ! 

r  ih'  name  of Speak!   what  art  thou? 

Speak,  devil,  or 
I'll  put  a  plumb  in  your  belly. 

AV>r.  Ow^h,  owgii,  owglj ! 

Corp.  Fv,  t*y !  in  u  hat  a  sweat  I  am !  Lord 
bless  me. 
My  musket's  gone  too !  I  am  not  able  to  stir  it. 

AW.  Who  iroes  there?  Stand,  speak  ! 

Corp.  Sure  I  am  enchanted  ! 
Yet  here's  my  halbcrt  still.  Nay,  who  goes 

there,  sir? 
What,  have  1  lost  myself?  What  arc  ye? 

Nor.  The  guard. 

Corp,  Why,  what  are  we  then?  He's  not 
half  so  long  now, 
Nor  h'has  no  tail  at  all.     I  shake  slill  dam- 

Nor,  The  word  !  [nably. 

Corp.  Ha*e  mercy  on  me !  what  word  does 
he  mean? 
Trithee,  devil,  if  thoube*st  the  devil,  do  not 
Make  an  ass  of  me !  for  I  renuniber  ycl, 
As  well  as  I  am  here,  I  am  the  Cor^wral ; 
ni  lay  my  life  on't,  devil. 

Nor.  Thou  art  damn'd  !  [Corporal  ? 

Corp.  1  hat's  all  one;  but  am  not  I  the 
I'd  give  n  thousand  pound  to  be  rcsolv'd  now. 
Had  not  I  soldiers  here  ? 

Nor,  No,  not  a  man; 
Thou  art  debosh^d,  and  cozen'd, 

Corp.  That  may  be,  [been  ? 

It  may  be  I  am  drunk.— *Lord,  where  have  I 
Is  not  this  my  halbert  in  my  band  ? 

Nor,  No,  'tis  a  May-pole. 

Corp.  Why  then,  I  know  not  who  I  am, 
nor  what, 
Nor  whence  I  come. 

Nor.  You  are  an  arrant  rascal ! 
You  corporal  of  a  watch  ? 

Corp,  'Tis  the  Dane's  voice.     You  are  no 
devil  then  ? 

Nor.  No,  nor  no  sow,  sir.  [ne'er 

Corp.  Of  that  I  am  rii;ht  glad,  sir;  1  was 
So  frighted  in  my  life,  a$  J  am  a  soldier. 

Nor,  Tall  waU'hmeu  !  [centries : 

A  guard  for  a  goose !  you  sing  away  your 
A  cart  ful  company !  Let  roe  out  o*  the  port , 

her^, 
(I  was  a  little  nerry  with  your  ivorships) 
And  keep  your  guards  strong,  tho*  the  devil 
walk. 


Hold,  there's  to  bring  ye  into  your  wits  again. 
Go  oiF  no  more  to  hunt  pigs;  such  another 
And  you  will  hunt  the  gallows.  [trick, 

Corp.  Tray,  sir,  pardon  us! 
And,  let  the  devil  come  next.  Til  make  him 
Or  make  him  stink.  [standi 

Nor.  Do,  do  your  duty  truly. 
Come,  let  roe  out,  and  come  away  *^. 

SCENE  II. 

Enirr  Ahdella  uith  a  Uliery  and  Rocca, 

Rocca.  No  more  rage. 

Abd.  Write  thus  to  me?  H'hath  fetufolly 
and  basely 
Betray *d  his  own  cause ;  yet,  to  free  himself. 
He  now  ascrilies  the  fault  to  me. 

Rocca.  I  know  not 
What  he  hath  done;  but  what  he  now  desiret 
His  letters  have  inforra'd  you. 

Abd.  Yesl  he  is 
Too  well  acquainted  with  the  power  he  hokU 
Over  my  mad  atl'ections! — I  want  time 
To  write  ;  but  'pray  you  tell  him,  if  I  were 
No  better  sleel'd  in  my  strong  resolulj^'''  ' 
Than  he  hath  shewn  himself  in  his,  or  Ui       Ht 
There  \%'as  a  hell  hereafter,  or  a  Heaven 
But  in  enjoying  him,  I  should  stick  here, 
And  move  no  further.  Bjd  him  yet  take  com* 
fort;  [at. 

For  something  I  will  do  the  devil  would  qnuke 
But  I'll  untie  this  nuptial  knot  of  love. 
And  make  way  for  his  wishes.     In  tlic  mean 

time 
Let  him  lie  close,  (for  he  is  strictly  sought  for) 
And  practise  to  love  her,  tliat  for  hjs  ends 
Scorns  fear  and  danger  I 

Enter  Oriana  and  Velleda. 

Rocca,  All  this  I  will  tell  him.  [Eril, 

Abd.  Do  so.     Farewell ! — My  lady,  with 
njy  fellow. 
So  earnest  in  discourse! — Whate'cr  it  be, 
I'll  second  it. 

Vef.  lle'.s  such  a  noblo  husband. 
In  every  rniiiuistance  so  truly  loving, 
That  i  mi^ht  say,  and  without  flattery,  ma- 
The  sup  sees  not  a  lady  but  yourself     [diun, 
That  can  deserve  him. 

Abd.  Of  ail  men,  I  say, 
That  dare  (for  'tis  a  desperate  adventure) 
Wear  on  their  free  necks  the  sweet  }oke  of 
woman, 


^  Come,  let  me  out,  and  come  away ;  no  more  rage, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Abdella  with  a  letter^  and  Rocca, 

Abd.  Write  thuf  to  mef]  If  this  latter  part  of  the  line  belong  to  Norandine,  'tis  strangely 
odd ;  for  why  must  he  say  no  more  rage  ¥  I'his  implies,  that  the  corporal  and  the  guard  had 
been  in  one  before,  which  the  reader  knows  is  so  far  from  true,  that  they  were  frighted  with 
the  mimic  grunt  ot  a  hog,  and  touk  it  for  the  devil;  but  supposing  Abdella  had  been  storming 
at  Mountferrat  s  letter,  some  time  before  IU)cca's  and  her  coming  upon  the  stage,  these 
mollifying  words  of  his  to  htr,  viz.  no  more  rogc,  will  be  exceedingly  m  cliarivtter,  and  highly 
proper  to  introduce  the  angry  s^cch  pf  Abdella.        Symjjson, 
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(For  they  that  do  repine  are  notrae  husbands) 
Give  ine  a  soldier ! 

Ori.  Why  ?  are  they  more  loving 
Than  other  men  ? 

Abd.  And  love  too  with  more  judgement: 
For,  hut  observe,  your  courtier  is  more  curious 
To  set  himself  forth  richly,  than  hid  lady; 
His  baths,  perfumes,  nay  paintings  too,  more 

costly 
Than  his  frugality  will  allow  to  her; 
His  cloathb  as  chargeable ;  and  grant  him  but 
A  thine;  without  a  beard,  and  he  may  pass 
At  all  times  for  a  woman,  and  with  some 
Have  better  welcome:    Now,  your  man  of 

lands 
For  the  most  part  is  careful  to  manure  them. 
But  leaves  his  lady  fallow ;  your  great  mer- 
chant 
Breaks  oftner  for  the  debt  he  owes  his  wife. 
Than  with  his  creditors;  and  that's  the  reason 
She  looks  elsewhere  for  payment:  Now,  yo(ir 
Vet.  Ay,  marry,  do  him  right !  [soldier — 
Abd,  First,  who  has  one 
Has  a  perpetual  guard  upon  her  honour; 
For  while  he  wears  a  sword.  Slander  herself 
Dares  not  bark  at  it ;  next,  she  sits  at  home 
Like  a  great  queen,  and  sends  him  forth  to 

fetch  in 
Her   tribute  from  all  parts;  which,  being 

brought  home, 
He  lays  it  at  her  feet,  and  seeks  no  further 
For  his  reward  than  what  she  u>ay  give  freely. 
And  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  exchequer, 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 
Ori.  Be  more  modest ! 
Abd.  Why,  we  may  speak  of  that    we*re 

glad  to  taste  of, 
Amon<;  ourselves  1  mean. 
Ori.  Thou  talk'st  o\^  nothing. 
Abd.  Of  nothing,  madam  ?  Vou  have  found 

it  something; 
Or,  with   the  raising-iip  thi's  pretty  mount 
Aly  lord  hath  dealt  with  spirits.  [here, 

Enter  Gomera* 

Ori.  Two  long  hours  ah^^nt? 

Ginn.  Thy   pardon,   sweet!    I  have  been 

looking  on  [Dane, 

The  prize  that  was   brought  in  by  the  brave 

The  valiant  Norandine,  and  have    brought 

something 
That  may  be  rhou  wilt  like  of;  but  one  kiss, 
And  then  possess  my  purchobc:  There's  a 

piece 
Of  cloth  o(  tissue,  this  of  purple  velvet. 
And  (as  they  swear)  of  the  right  Tyrian  dye, 
Which  otDers  here  but  weakly  counterfeit: 
If  they  are  worth  thy  use,  wear  them;  if  not, 
Bestow  tliem  on  thy  women. 

Abd.  IleiL-'s  the  husband!  [sea, 

Gom.  Wiiilo  there  is  any  trading  on  tfie 
Thou  $>Malt  want  nothing.  Tis  a  soldier's 
However  h<*  neglect  himself,  to  keep  [glory, 
His  mistress  in  lull  lustre. 


Ori.  You  exceed,  sir. 

Gom,  Yet  there  was  one  part  of  the  priz« 
dispos'd  of  ^ 

Before  I  came,  which  I  grieve  that  I  miss'd  of. 
Being  almost  assured,  it  would  have  been 
A  welcome  present. 

Ori.  'Pray  you  say,  what  was  it  ? 

Gom.  A  Turkish  captive,  of  incomparable 
beauty, 
And,  without  question, in  |ier  countjry  noble; 
Which,  as  companion  to  thy  faithful  Moor, 
I  would  have  given  thee  for  thy  slave. 

Ori.  But  was  she 
Of  such  an  exquisite  form? 

Gom.  Most  exquisite. 

Ori,  And  well  descended  ? 

Gom.  So  the  habit  promis'd, 
In  which  she  was  ta'en. 

Ori,  Of  what  years? 

Gom.  'Tis  said 
A  virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori.  I  pity  her. 
And  wish  she  were  mine,  that  I  might  ha' 

the  means 
To  entertain  her  gently. 

Gom.  She  is  now  Miranda's ; 
And,  as  I've  heard,  made  it  her  suit  to  be  so. 

Ori.  Miranda's?   then  her  fate  deserves 
not  pity. 
But  envy  rather. 
I      Gom.  Envy,  Oriana? 

Ori.  Yes,  and  their  envy  that  live  ivet, 

Gom.  How's  this?  [one^ 

Oii.  Why,  she  is  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
So  full  of  that  which  in  men  we  stile  Good- 
ness, 
That,  in  her  being  his  slave,  she's  happier  far 
Than  if  she  were  confirmed  the  sultan*s  mis- 
tress. 

Gom,  Miranda  is  indeed  a  gentleman 
Of  fair  desert,  and  better  hopes;  but  yet 
He  hath  his  equals. 

Ori.  Where?  I  would  go  far, 
As  1  am  now,  tho'  much  unfit  for  travels. 
But  to  see  one  that  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  scale,  or  pnniUel'd, 
In  aity  thing  that's  noble,  with  Miranda. 
His  knowledge  in  all  services  of  war, 
And  ready  courage  to  put  into  act 
That  knowing  Judgment,  as  you  are  a  soldier, 
Vou  best  may  speak  of;  nor  can  you  deliver, 
Nor  I  hear  with  delight,  a  better  subject. 
And  Heav*n  did  well,  in  such  a  lovely  feature 
To  place  so  chaste  a  mind ;  for  he  is  of 
So  sweet  a  carriage,  sue  h  a  winning  nature. 
And  such  a  bold,  yetweli-dispos'd  behaviour; 
And,  to  all  these,  h'has  such  a  charming 
tongue,  [colours. 

That,  if  he  would  serve  under  Love*8  fresh 
What  monumental  trophies  might  he  raise 
Of  his  free  conquests,  made  in  ladies'  favours! 

Gom.  Yet  you  did  resist  him,  when  he  was 
An  earnest  suitor  to  you  ? 

Ori,  Yes,  I  did ; 
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An  J,  if  I  were  ajrain  songlit  to,  I  should; 
But  must  RM Til>c  il  ratlicr  to  the  fate 
TImt  Hifl  {ippo'.iit  nie  yours,  than  anj  power 
\VI»lcl|  I  run  mil  mine  own. 

Glim.  E'en  so  f 

yl6r/.  'I'liauk<»  Fortune! 
The  pict  I  h:i<l  to  rnise  iu  hiiu  douhtsofhcr 
Thou  hast  t'lfcrterl. 

Ori.   I  could  tril  you  too, 
What  cause  1  have  to  love  liiin ;  with  whnt 

reason 
In  tliaiikfulness  he  n»ay  expert  from  me 
All  clue  ohst^rvauce;  hi;t  1  pass  that,  as 
A  h<  utfit  for  >«hich,  in  iny  lK;half, 
You  are  his  dehror. 

AbJ,  I  perceive  it  takes, 
By  his  eluint;*d  Iook:$. 

Ori.  He  is  not  in  the  city. 
Is  he,  my  lord  ? 

Oom.  Who,  lady? 

OrL  VVhy,  Miranda: 
Ha\ingyou  liere,  can  there  be  any  else 
Worth  my  t  nquiry  ? 

Gttm.  This  is  somewhat  more  [Afide, 

Than  love  to  virtue ! 

Ori,  Taith,  when  he  comes  hither, 
(As  sometimes,  without  question,  you  sliall 

meet  him) 
Invite  him  liome. 

Com.    Vo  what  end? 

Ori.  To  dine  with  u»,  < 

Or  sup.  [you ; 

Gotn.  And  then  to  take  a  hard  l>ed  with 
Mt'an  you  not  so  ? 

Ofi.  If  you  could  win  him  to  it, 
'  fwould  i  e  the  better.  For  hib  eutertninment, 
Leave  that  to  tiie  ;  he  shall  liud  noble  uba^e. 
And  from  mt  a  free  \^eleome. 

Gtm.  llfive  you  m  v«  r 
Heurd  of  a  Komau  lady,  Oriaua, 
Ken.enibi  r'd  as  a  precedent  tor  matron?, 
(Chaste  ours.  1  pray  you  understand;  whose 

husband, 
Tax'd  for  his  sour  breath  by  bis  enemy, 
CoiideinuM  bis  vMte  ftjr  not  acquam^ug  him 
With  his  infirmity  ? 

Ori.  'lis  a  common  one: 
Her  answer  wa-,  fiavinj;  ki«>'d  none  but  him, 
She  tlioM^bt  it  was  a  i£euer;il  di>erise 
All  men  weic  sulj'ct  to.  liut  what  infer  you 
From  that,  my  lid.' 

Gum.  Whv.  t'uit  this  virtuous  lady 
Had  all  her  tiiuii;:.iii9  so  rix'd  upon  her  b»rd. 
That  she  could  (iud  no   ^pare  time    to   sin^ 

p  raises 
Of  any  other;  nor  would  she  employ 
Her  hubl>and  (tho*  perhaps  in  dclit  to  years 
As  far  as  I  am)  for  an  iubtruiiici;t 
To  bring  houie  )ounj;er  men,  that  mighl  dt- 

lijiht  iier 
With  their  dise^ourse,  or 

Ori.  What,  my  lord  f 

Goni.  Their  persons ; 
Or,  if  I  should  speak  plainer 

Ori,  So,  it  needs  uot; 


YouVe  said  enough  to  make  my  innocence 
It  is  suspected.  [know 

Gom,  Ve>u  betniy  yourself 
To  more  than  a  suspicion  :  CoulH  you  else, 
To  me,  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you. 
Make  such  a  «»ross  disco\'ry,  that  your  fust 
Had  seild  that  heart,  I  thought  mine,  to  Mi- 
randa? 
Or  rise  to  suchi    height  in  impudence, 
As  to  presume  to  work  my  yielding  weaknevs 
To  play,  for  your  bad  endn,  to  my  disgrace, 
Fhe  wiitol,  or  the  pander? 

Ori.  Do  not  study  [ny) 

To  print  more  weiunds  Tfor  that  were  tyrau- 
Upon  a  heart  that  is  piere'd  thro'  already. 
Gum.  TUy  heart  ?  xhou  hast  picrc*d  thro' 
mine  h«)nour,  false  one, 
The  horif^ur  of  my  house  !  Fool  that  I  wa<, 
To  give  it  up  to  the  dee'eiving  trust       [turo, 
Of  wicked  wemian  !  For  thv  sake,  vile  crca- 
For  all  1  have  done  well  in,  in  my  life, 
Fve  digg'd  a  grave,  all  buried  in  a  wife; 
For  thee  I  have  defied  my  constant  mistress, 
1  hat  never  failM  her  servant,  glorious  War ; 
For  thee  refus'd  the  fellowship  of  an  order 
Which  princes,  thro'  all  dangfr»,  have  iietn 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerusalem:      [proud 
And  am  1  thus  rewards  d? 

rel.  By  all  gewdnesn. 
You  w  rong  my  lady,  and  deser\'e  her  not. 
When  vou  are  at  your  best!  Repent  your 
'Twill  s)iew  well  in  you.  [ra&liness; 

AOd.  I)e),  and  ask  her  pardon* 

Ori.  No ;  I  have  lit  'd  too  long,  to  have 
liiy  faith,  [him 

My  tried  faitlii,  rall'd   in  question,  and  by 
Ihat  <)liould  know  true  affection  is  too  tender 
To  bulft  r  an  uitkiud  touch,  without  ruin. 
Study  ingratinu!*',  all,  from  my  example! 
F(.r  to  be  thankful  now  is  to  be  false. 
But,  be't  >o  ;   k  t  UiC  die  !  J  see  you  wish  it ; 
Yet  di»atl,  for  truth  and  pities*  sake,  report 
\V  hut  weapon  you  made  choice  of  when  yoa 
kiird  me 

/V/.  .She  faints ! 

AOiL  W  hut  have  vou  elone  ? 

Ori.  My  last  hrealh  cannot 
Be  better  spent,  than  t<»  say  L  forgive  you; 
Nor  is  my  death  untiii.ely,  since  with  me 
I  take  along  what  inigbt  have  bee  n  hertatter 
In  scorn  dcliver'd  for  the  doubtful  i>j>ue 
Of  a  suspected  mother.  \_S/ie  ioiooHS, 

/>/.  (;h,  sht's  gone  ! 

AhJ.  lor  ever  gone  I — Are  you  a  man  ? 

Gom    I  grow  iiere! 

Abd.  Open  her  mouth,  and  pour  this  cor- 
dial in  it: 
If  any  spajl;  of  life  be  unquench*d  in  her, 
Ibis  w  111  n?.«/ViT  her. 

/V/.  'lis  all  III  vain  ! 
■She's  stiff  already.     Live  I,  and  she  dead  ? 

Gum.  How  like   a  murderer  1   staud! — 
Look  up. 
And  hear  iiie  curse  myself,  or  but  behold 
1  he  vcn<^e  aiice  X  will  take  for*t^  UriauK;^ 
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And  then  in  peace  forsake  me !  Jealousy, 
Thou  loathsome  vomit  of  the  fiends  below, 
Wtiat  despVate  hunger  made  me  to  receive 

tliee 
Into  my  heart,  and  soul  ?  I'll  let  thee  forth, 
And  so  in  death  tiud  ease !  And  does  idy 

fault  then  [live 

Deserve  no  greater  punishment?  No;  I'll 
To  keep  thee  for  n  fury  to  torment  me, 
And  make  me  know  what  hell  is  on  the  earth  ! 
All  joys  and  hopes  forsake  me !  all  uicn*s 

malice. 
And  all  the  plapues  they  can  inflict,  I  wish  it, 
Fall  thick  upon  me  !  let  my  tears  be  lau(;h*d  at, 
And  may  mine  enemies  smile  to  heal*  me 

groan ; 
And,  dead^  may  I  be  pitied  of  none  ! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Colonna  and  Lucinda. 

Luc.  Tray  you,  sir,  why  was  the  ordnance 
of  the  fort 
Discharged  so  suddenly  ? 

Col.  Twas  the  governor's  pleasure, 
In  honour  of  the  Dane;  a  custom  us*d, 
To  speak  a  soldier's  welcome. 

Luc,  Tis  a  fit  one. 
But  is  my  master  here  too? 

Col.  Three  days  since.  [much,* 

Luc.  Might  I  demand  without  offence  so 
Is't  pride  in  him  (liowever  now  a  slave) 
That  I  am  not  admitted  to  his  prcbcncc } 

Col.  His  ( oiirtesy  to  you,  and  to  mankind, 
May  easily  resolve  you,  he  is  free 
From  that  poor  vice  which  only  empty  men 
Esteem  a  virtue. 

Luc.  What's  the  reason  then, 
As  you  imagine,  sir? 

Col.  VVhy,  I  will  tell  you : 
You  are  a  woman  of  a  tempting  beauty, 
And  he,  however  virtuous,  as  a  man, 
Subject  to  human  frailties;  and  how  far 
They  may  prevail  upon  him^  stiould  he  see 

you, 
lie  is  not  ignorant ;  and  therefore  chuses 
With  care  t'avoitl  the  cause  that  may  produce 
Some  strange  cH'ecC,  which  will  not  well  keep 

rank 
Witli  the  rare  temperance  which  is  admir'd 
In  his  life  hiiiierto. 

Luc.  This  much  encreases 
My  strong  desire  to  see  him. 

Col.  It  should  rather  [worship, 

Teach  you  to  thank  the  prophet  that  you 
That  you  are  such  a  man's,  who,  tho'  he  may 

•* to  what  end 


Do  any  thing  which  youth  and  heat  of  blood 
Invites  him  to,  yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them. 
Your  entertainment's  noble,  and  not  like 
Your  present  fortune  ;  and  (if  all  those  tears 
Which  iqadegrieflovelyinyou,  i'th*  relation 
Of  the  sad  story  that  forc'd  me  to  weep  too. 
Your  husband's  hard  fate,  were  not  counter- 
feit) [pay 
You  should  rejoice  that  you  have  means  to 
A  chaste  life  to  his  memory,  and  bring  to  him 
Those  sweets,  which  while  he  liv'd  he  could 

not  taste  of: 
But  if  you  wantonly  bestow  them  on 
Another  man,  you  offer  violence  [suffer 

To  him,  tho*  dead;  and  his  griev'd  spirit  will 
For  your  immodest  looseness. 

Luc.  Why,  I  hope,  sir. 
My  willingness  to  look  on  him  to  whom 
I  owe  my  life  and  service,  is  no  proof 
0{  any  unchaste  purpose. 

Col.  So  I  wish  tool 
And  in  the  contideucc  it  is  not,  lady, 
r  dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  see  you 
This  night,  in  which  by  him  I  am  commanded 
To  bring  you  to  his  chamber;  to  what  end 
I  easily  should  guess,  were  I  Lucinda^: 
And  therefore,  tho'  1  can  yield  little  reason 
(But  in  a  general  love  to  womeii's  goodness) 
Why  I  should  be  so  tender  of  your  honour, 
I  willingly  would  bestow  some  counsel  of  you; 
And  uould  you  follow  it? 

Luc.  Let  me  first  hear  it. 
And  then  I  can  rcrsiilve  you. 

Col.  My  advice  then 
Is,  that  you  would  not  (sis  most  ladies  use. 
When  they  prepare  themselves  for  such  en* 

counters) 
Study  to  udtl,  by  artificial  dressings, 
To  native  excellence;  yours,  without  help. 
Rut  seen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a  hermit 
Leave  his  death's  head,  and  change  his  after- 

h(j|.>cs 
Of  eiidless  comforts,  for  a  few  short  minptes 
Of  present  pleasures ;  to  prevent  which,  lady, 
Prartise  to  take  away  from  your  perfections. 
And  to  preserve  your  eliastity  unstain'd: 
The  most  deform  d  shape  that  you  can  put  on, 
To  cloud  your  body's  fair  gifts,  oryourmind's, 
(It  being  labour'd  to  so  chaste  an  end) 
Will  prove  the  fairest  ornament. 

Lut.  To  take  from 
The  workmanship  of  Heaven  is  an  offence 
As  great  as  to  endeavour  to  add  to  it; 
Of  which  ril  not  be  guilty.     ChastitVt 
That  lodges  in  deformity,  appears  rather 
A  mulct  inipos'd  by  Nature,  than  a  blessing; 
And  'tis  comuiendabic  only  when  it  conquers, 


I tasify  should iiuess,  uc^e  1  Miranda;]  Before  we  condemn  this  Miranda,  let  us  put  the 
sense  of  this  passage  into  plain  prose.  You  are  intended  to  be  brought  into  Miranda's  cham- 
ber thisnit;ht,  says  Colonna  to  Lucinda,  and  if  1  was  Mirandn^  I  could  ei'sily  guess  for  what 
end,  6cc.  L  e.  if  I  sent  for  you,  I  ccmld  surely  tell  why  I  sent  for  you.  Is  not  this  mighty 
elegant?  I  doubt  not  but  my  reader  sees  where  the  fault  lies,  and  li&s  made  die  correction 
fof  nib :  '  X  easily  should  guess,  was  I  Lucinda.'  Sympsoii. 
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Tho'  ne'er  so  oft  assauUed,  in  resistance: 
For  me,  IMl  therefore  so  dispose  nn^self. 
That  if  I  hold  out  it  shall  be  with  honour ; 
Or  if  I  yield,  Miranda  sliall  find  something 
To  make  him  love  his  victory.  [Esit. 

CoL  With  what  cunning 
This  woman  argues  for  her  own  damnation  ! 
Nor  should  I  hold  it  for  a  miracle, 
Since  thev  are  all  horn  sophisters,  to  maintain 
That  lust  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  use 
Of  their  creation.     'Would  I  never  had 
Hop*d  better  of  her,  or  could  not  believe, 
Tho' seen,  tlie  ruin  1  must  ever  grieve !  [Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Miranda,   Norandine,  Servants  with 

lights. 

Mir.  Ill  see  you  in  your  chamber. 

Nor.  'Pray  you  no  further  ! 
It  is  a  ceremony  I  expect  not: 
I  am  no  stranger  here ;   f  know  my  lodjrinjr. 
And  have  slept  soundly  therc,wben  the  Turks' 

cannon 
Play'd  thick  upon  it:  Oh,  'twas  royal  musick  ! 
And  to  procure  a  sound  sleep  for  a  soldier, 
Worth  forty  of  vour  fiddles.  As  you  love  me, 
Press  it  no'furtfier ! 

Mir.  Von  will  overcome. — 
Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor,  I've  took',  since  supper,         « 
A  rouse  or  two  too  much**,  aiid,  by  the  gods. 
It  warms  my  blood. 

Mir.  You'll  sleep  the  better  for't. 

Nor.  Pox  on*t,.I  should,  had  but  I  a  kind 
wench  [cap ; 

To  pull  my  boot-hose  off,  and  warm  my  night- 
Thcre*s  no  charm  like  it.    1  love  old  Adam's 
way;  [time! 

Give  me  a  diligent  Eve,  to  wait  towards  l»td- 
Hang  up  your  smooth-chin  pa«;e !  And,  uow 

I  think  on't. 
Whore  is  your  Turkish  prisoner  ? 

Mir.  In  the  castle ; 
But  vet  I  never  saw  her. 


See  her,  for  shame !  or,  bark  you ;  if  yon 

would  fp**'5» 

Perforuj  the'friend's  part  to  me,  the  frieiid*s 
It  being  a  fashion  of  the  last  edition, 
Far  from  panderism,  now  send  her  to  me. 
You  look  strange  on't«? !  No  entertainment't 

perfect 
Without  it,  on  my  word,  do  livery  like  it! 
ril  tell  her  he  lot)ks  for  it  as  duly 
As  for  his  fee.— There's  no  suit  got  without  it; 
Gold  is  an  ass  to't. 

Mir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed  ? 
Nor.  Well,  if  she  come,  I  doubt  not  to 
rx»nvert  her ; 
If  not,  the  sin  lie  on  your  hrad !— Good  night ! 

[Exeunt  Nor.  and  Servants. 

Enter  Colontia  and  iMcinda, 

Col.  There  you  shall  6nd  him,  lady :  You 
know  what  Pve  said. 
And  if  you  please  you  may  make  use. 

Luc.  No  doubt,  sir. 

Col.  IVom  beuce  1  shall  bear  all. 

[He  retires. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  young  one. — 
Bcshrew   my  heart,  a  handsome  wench  !— 

Come  nearer. 
A  very  handsome  one  ! — Do  not  you  grieve. 
You  are  a  prisoner?  [sweet, 

Luc.  The  loss  of  liberty. 
No  doubt,  sir,  is  a  heavy  and  sharp  burden 
To  them  that  feel  it  truly:  But  your  servant. 
Your  humble  handmaid,  never  fell  that  rigour; 
Thanks  to  that  noble  will!   No  want,  do 

hunger 
^Companions  still  to  slaves),  no  violence, 
Nor  any  unbeseeming  act  we  start  at, 
llavel yctmetwithuf:  (^inttiitahd goodness. 
Civility,  and  sweetness  of  behaviour. 
Dwell  rouud  about  me ;  therefore,   worthy 

master, 
I  cannot  say  I  grieve  my  liberty.  [dier, 

Mir.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a  sol- 
Too  obstinate  an  enemy  to  youtli. 
That  had  so  fair  a  jewel  in  n)y  cabinet. 
And  in  so  long  a  time  would  ne'er  look  on  it? 


Nor.  Fy  upon  you  ! 

••  A  rouse.]  This  seems  in  general  to  signify  what  we  now  call  a  cheerful  tifass.- — It  is  a 
word  which  Irequently  occurs,  hut  not  always  in  tlie  same  sense:  *  Fort-  Heaven,  they  have 
given  me  a  rouse  already,'  says  Cassio  in  Othello,  act  iii.  scene  3,  and  Mc.  Stee\t:n>  savs, 
that  *  a  rmtse  appears  to  be  a  quantity  of  liquor  rather  too  lar^ic  ;'  and,  in  proof  of  it,  cites 
Hamlet  and  the  following  passage  in  The  Christian  Turned  Turk,  1612  ; 

* our  friends  may  tell 

*  Wc  drank  a  rouse  to  them.' 

But  neither  this  passage  nor  that  in  the  text  warrants  Steevens's  explanation  : — A  rou^e  or 
ta^o  TOO  MUCH  implies  that  a  rouse  is  not  in  itself  too  nmch,  no  more  than  if  we  were  to  say 
a  glas^  or  two  too  much. 

^  Nor.   You  look  strange  on*t,  no  entertainments  perfect 
Without  ity  on  my  word,  no  livery  like  it  ;\ 
The  passage  *  TU  tell  her  he  looks  for  it  as  duly 

*  As  for  his  fee ' 

which  I  have  recovered  from  tlie  folio  of  the  oldest  date,  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  succeeding 
editions;  but  1  must  confess  i  don't  understand  the  latter  part  of  the  speech,  any  more 
than  I  know  reason  why  the  editors  of  the  copies  of  1679  and  1711  thought  proper  to 
dnm  it.         Sympson. 
The  passage  aeeou  corrupt;  or|  at  least^  not  to  belong  to  tliis  placet 
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Col.  What  can  she  say  now  ? 

Luc,  Sure,  I  desir'd  to  see  you; 
And  with  a  longing  wish 

Col,  There's  all  her  virtue. 

Luc.  Pursued  tliat  full  desire,  to  give  you 
thanks,  sir, 
The  only  sacriiice  I've  left,  and  service. 
For  all  the  virtuous  care  you've  kept  nic  safe 

Col   She  holds  well  yet.  [with. 

Mir.  The  pretty  fool  speaks  6nely. — 
Come,  sit  down  here. 

Luc.  Oh,  sir,  'tis  most  unseemly. 

Mir.  f 'II  have  it  so ;  sit  close    Now  tell  me 
Did  you  e'er  love  yet  ?  [truly, 

Luc.  My  tears  will  answer  that,  sir  ^. 

Mir,  And  did  you  then  love  tiuly? 

Ltic.  So  I  thought,  sir. 

Alir.  Can  you  love  me  so? 

Col.  Now  f 

Luc.  Witlj  all  my  duty; 
I  were  unworthy  of  those  favours  else. 
You  daily  shower  upon  nie. 

Mir.  What  think'st  thou  of  me  ? 

Luc.  I  think  you  are  a  truly  worthy  gentle- 
man, 
A  pattern,  and  a  pride,  to  the  a^e  you  live  in, 
Sweet  as  the  commendations  all  men  tjiveyou. 

Alir.  A  pretty  flatt'rin^  ro^:ue ! — Dare  you 
kiss  that  sweet  man 
You  speak  so  sweetly  of?  Come, 

Col.  Farewell,  virtue! 

Afir.  W  hat  hast  thuu  ^ot  between  thy  lips? 
(Kiss  once  more  ) 
Sure  thou  hast  a  spell  there ! 

Luc.  More  limn  e'er  I  knew,  sir. 

Col.  All  hopes  go  now ! 

Alir.  I  nmst  tell  you 
A  thing  in  your  oar;  and  you  must  hear  me, 
And  hear  me  willingly,  and  ^rant  me  so  too; 
'Twill  not  be  worth  uiy  asking  else. 

Luc.  It  must  be 
A  very  hard  thmg,  sir,  and  from  my  power, 
1  shall  deny  your  goodness. 

Afir.  Tis  a  good  wench ! — 
I  must  lie  with  you,  lady. 

Luc.  'Tis  something  strange; 
For  yet  in  all  my  life  1  knew  uo  bedfellow. 

Alir.  You'll  quickly  tind  that  knowledge. 

Luc,  To  what  end,  sir? 

Afir.  Art  thou  so  innocent  thou  canst  not 
guess  at  it? 
Did  thy  dreajus  ne'er  direct  thee  ? 

Luc.  'Faith,  none  yet,  sir, 

Mir.  I'll  tell  thee  then :  i  would  meet  thy 
youth,  and  pleasure; 
Give  thee  my  youth  for  that,  (by  Heav'n,  she 

fires  nic!) 
And  teach  thy  fair  white  arms,  like  wanton 
A  thousand  new  embraces.  [ivies, 

Luc.  Is  that  all,  sir? 
And  say  1  should  try,  may  not  we  lie  quietly  ? 
Upon  my  conscience,  1  could ! 

JUir,  That's  as  we  make  it. 


Luc.  Grant  that  that  likes  you  best,  what 
would  you  do  then  ?  [baby^ 

Mir.  WHat  would  I  do?  Certainly  I'm  no 
Nor  brought  up  for  a  nun.  Hark  in  thine  ear! 

Luc.  Fy,  fy,  sir  ! 

Mir,  I  would  get  a  brave  boy  on  thee, 
A  warlike  boy. 

Luc.  Sure  we  shall  get  ill  Christians. 

Afir.  We'll  mend  em  in  the  breeding  theo. 

Luc.  Sweet  master ! 

Col.  Never  belief  in  woman  come  near 
me  more !  [virgin 

Luc.  My  best  and  noblest  sir,  if  a  poor 
(For  yet,  by  Heaven,  I'm  so)  should  chance 

so  far 
(Seeing  your  excellence,  and  able  sweetness) 
To  forget  herself,  and  slip  into  your  bosom. 
Or  to  your  bed,  ont  of  a  doting  on  you, 
(Take  i:  the  best  way)  have  y<iu  that  cruel 
That  murdVing  mind,  to [hearty 

Afir.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  sweet,  have  I, 
To  lie  with  her. 

Luc.  And  do  you  think  it  well  done? 

Afir.  That's  as  she'll  think  when  'tis  done. 
Come  to  bed,  wench  ! 
For  thou'rt  so  pretty,  and  so  witty  a  com- 
We  must  not  part  to-night.  [panion, 

Luc.  'Faith,  let  me  go, 
Sir,  and  think  better  on't. 

Afir.  I'faith,  thou  shalt  not ! 
I  warrant  thee,  I'll  think  on't. 

Luc.  I've  heard  'em  say  here, 
You  are  a  maid  too. 

Mir,  I  am  sure  I  am,  wench, 
If  that  will  please  thee. 

Luc.  I  have  seen  a  wonder  !  [ness, 

And  would  you  lose  that,  for  a  little  wanton- 
(Consider,  my  sweet  master,  like  a  man,  now) 
For  a  few  honied  kisses,  sli,!!;ht  embraces. 
That  glory  of  your  youth?  that  crown  of 

sweetness 
Can  you  deliver?  that  unvalued  treasure 
Would  you  forsake,  to  seek  your  own  dif* 

honour  ? 
What  gone,  no  age  recovers,  nor  repentance ? 
To  a  poor  stninger  ? 

Col.  Hold  there,  again  thou'rt  perfect ! 

Luc.  I  know  you  do  but  try  me, 

Aftr.  And  I  know  [bed  ! 

rU  try  you  a  great  deal  further.   'Prithee,  to 
I  love  thee,  and  so  well— Coiue,  ki^  me  once 

more ! 
Is  a  maidenhead  ill  bestow'd  o'  me? 

Luc.  What's  tins,  sir? 

[Taking  hold  of  his  cross, 

Mir,  Why,  'tis  tlie  budge,  my  sweet,  of 
that  holy  order 
I  shortly  must  receive,  the  Cross  of  Malta« 

Luc.  What  virtue  has  it? 

Alir,  All  thi*t  we  call  virtuous. 

Luc.  Who  gave  it  first? 

Afir,  He  that  gave  all,  to  save  us. 

Luc.  Why  then,  'tis  holy  too? 


Afv  years  will  anstner  that,  sir,]  Corrected  from  Sympaon's  conjecture* 

4l« 
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[Act  4.  Sceoc  1. 


Mir,  True  sigo  of  holiness; 
Tlie  badge  of  all  his  soldiers  chat  profess  him. 
Luc.  'The  badge  of  ail  hissuldiers  that  pro- 
fess hiiu  ? 
Can  it  save  in  dangers  ? 
Mir,  Yes. 

Xwc.  In  troubles,  cora fort. ^ 
Alir,  You  say  true,  sweet. 
Luc.  In  sickness,  restore  health  ? 
Mir,  All  this  it  can  do. 
Lvc.  Preserve  from  evils  that  afflict  our 

frailties  ? 
Mir.  I  hope  she  will  be  Christian. — All 

tliese  truly. 
Luc.  Why  are  you  sick  then,  sick  to  death 
with  lust? 
In  danger  to  be  lost?  no  holy  thoncht  [ties, 
In  all  that  heart?  Nothing  but  waiuiring  frail- 
Wild  as  the  wind,  and  blind  as  death  or  ig- 
Inhahit  there.  [iiorance, 

Mir,  Forgive  me,  Heav'n  !  she  says  true. 
Luc.  Dare  you  profess  that  badge,  pro- 

phane  that  goodness 

CoL  Thou  hast  redeem'd  thyself  again, 

most  rarely ! 
Luc.  That  holiness  and  truth  you  mnkcine 
wonder  at  ? 
Blast  all- the  bounty  Heav'n  gives?  that  re- 
membrance- 


Co/.  Oh,  excellent  woman ! 
Luc.  Fling  it  froih  you  quickly. 
If  you  be  thus  rcsolv'd  ;  I  see  a  virtue 
Aupear  in't  like  a  sword,  both  edges  flamin?, 
Tliat  will  consume  you,  and  your  thougbts, 

to  ashes. 
Let  them  profess  it  that  are  pure,  and  noble. 
Gentle,  and  just  of  thought,  that  build  tito 

Cross, 

Not  those  that  break  it!  By  Heaven,  if  you 

touch  me,  fy"* 

Ev'n  in  the  act,  1*11  make  that  Cross,  and  cuntc 

Mir.  Ygu  shall  not,  fair :  I  did  dissemble 

with  you, 

And  but  to  try  yotir  faith  I  fashion'd  all  this. 

Yet  something  you  pi  ovok'd  me.     TUia  fair 

Crot?s, 
Oy  me  (if  he  but  please  to  help  first  gave  it) 
Shall  ne'er  be  worn  upon  a  heart  corrupted. 
Go  to  vour  rest,  my  modest,  honest  servant. 
My  fair  and  virtuous  maid,  and  sleep  secure 

there; 

For  when  yon  suffer,  I  forget  this  sign  here. 

CoL  A  man  of  men  too !   Oh,  most  perfect 

gentleman !  [Christian, 

Luc,  All  sweet  rest  to  you,  sir!  I'm  half  a 

The  other  half  I'll  pray  for;  then  for  you,  air, 

Mir,  This  is  the  foulest  play  I'll   shew. 

Good  night,  sweet!  [^Escunt, 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mountferrat  and  Rocca. 

M(mntf,''l^\iF4  sun's  not  set  yet? 
-■-    Rocca.  No,  sir. 

Mount f.  'Would  it  were, 
Never  tu  rise  again  to  light  the  world  I 
And  yet,  to  what  vain  purpose  do  I  wish  it. 
Since,  tho'  I  were  environ'd  with  thick  mists, 
Black  ub  Cymerian  dtirkness,  or  my  crimes. 
There  is  that  here,  upon  which,  as  an  anvil, 
Ten   thousand  hammers  strike,    and  every 

spark. 
They  force  from  it,  to  me's  another  sun 
To  light  me  to  my  shame  ? 

Rocca.  Take  hope  and  comfort. 

Mount f.  They're  aitls  indeed,  but  yet  as 
far  from  me 
As  I  from  heftig  innocent.  This  cave,  fashion'd 
By  provident  iSiature  in  this  solid  rock, 
To  be  a  den  for  beasts,  alone  receives  me ; 
And  having  prov'd  an  eiitniy  to  mankind. 
All  huuKin  helps  forsake  me. 

Rocca.  ril  ne'er  leave  you;         [courage. 
And  wish  you  would  call  back  that  noble 
That  old  invincible  fortitude  of  yours,    ' 
That  us'il  to  shrink  at  nothing. 

Mount/.  Then  it  did  not;  [height 

Put  'twas  when  I  was  honest!    Then,  i' th' 
Q(  all  uiy  happiness^  of  all  my  glories, 


Of  all  delights  that  made  life  precious  to  me, 
I  durst  die,  Rocca  I  Death  itself  then  to  me 
Was  nothing  terrible,  because  I  knew 
I'be  tame  of  a  good  knight  would  ever  live 
Fresh  on  my  memory :  But  since  I  fell 
Frominy  integrity,  and  diaiuiss'd  those  guards, 
Thooe  strong  assurances  of  innocence; 
I'hat  constancy  fled  from  me;  and,  what's 

worse, 
Now  I  am  loathsome  to  myself,  and  life 
A  burden  to  me;  rack'd  with  sad  remem- 
brance 
Of  whap  I  have  done,  and  my  present  horrors 
UnsuOV.rable  to  n»e  ;  ttirtur'd  with  despair 
That  1  shall  ne'er  Hnd  mercy;  hell  about  me, 
Behind  me,  and  before  me;  yet  I  dare  not, 
Still  fearing  worse,  put  off  my  wretched  being! 

Enter  Abdclia, 

Rocca.  To  see  this  would  deter  a  doubtful 

man  [practice 

From  mischievous  intents,  much   more  the 

Of  what  is  wicked.     Here*ii  the  Moor ;  loolc 

Some  ease  may  c  ome  from  l>er.         [up,  sir ! 

Mount/.  New  trouble  rather. 
And  I  expect  it. 
Abd,  Who  is  this?  Mountferrat? 
,  Rise  up,  for  siiamc  1  and,  like  ariver  dried  up 
With  a  long  drought,  from  me,  your  bouii*;' 
teoussea. 


Act  4.  Scene  9.] 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 


613 


Receive  those  tides  of  com  fort  that  flow  to 
If  ever  I  look'd  lovely ;  if  desert  fy^u* 

Could  ever  challenge  welcome;  if  revenge, 
And  unexpected  wreak,  were  ever  pleasins;. 
Or  could  endear  tlie  giver  of  such  blessings; 
AW  these  I  come  adorn'd  with,  and,  as  due. 
Make  challenge  of  those  so-long- wish'd  em- 
braces, 
Which  you,  unkind,  have  hitherto  denied  me. 

jMouiitf.  Why,  what  have  you  done  for 

Abd.  Made  Gomera  [me  ? 

As  truly  mi^rable,  as  you  thought  him  happy: 
Could  you  wish  more  r 

Mount/,  As  if  his  sickness  coafd 
Recover  me!  Tbe  injuries  I  recciv'd 
Were  Oriana*s. 

Abd,  Slie  has  paid  dear  for  'em ; 
She's  dead. 

Mountf.  How !  [ther. 

Abd.  Dead ;  my  hate  could  reach  no  fur- 
Taking  advantage  of  her  in  a  swoon. 
Under  pretence  to  give  a  cordial  to  her, 
I  poisoned  her.— VVhiit  stupid  dullness  is  this? 
What  you  should  entertain  with  sacrifice^ 
Can  you  receive  so  coldly  ? 

Mountf,  Bloody  deeds 
Are  grateful  offerings,  pleasing  to  the  devil; 
And  thou,  in  tiiy  Liack  shape,  and  blacker 

actions, 
Being  hell's  perfect  character,  art  delighted 
To  do  what  I,  tho*  infinitely  wicked, 
I'renible  to  hear.     Thou  hast,  in  this,  ta'en 

from  me 
All  means  to  make  amends,  with  penitence. 
To  her  wrong'd  virtues,  and  despoil'd  me  of 
The  poor  remainder  of  that  hope  was  left  me, 
For  all  I  have  already,  or  must  suffer. 

Abd,  \d\\\\t  for  the  best. 

Mountf,  For  thy  worst  ends ! 
And  be  assur'd,  bur  that  I  think  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent  what  thy  despair  must 

forrc  thee 
To  do  unto  thyself,  and  so  to  add  to 
Thy  most  asburM  damnation,  thou  wert  dead 


now. 


Put,  get  thee  from  my  sight !  and  if  lust  of  me 
Did  ever  fire  thee  (love  I  cannot  call  it; 
Leap  down  from  those  steep  rocks,  or  take 

advantage 
Of  the  next  tree  to  hang  thyself,  and  then 
I  may  laugh  at  it. 

Abd.  In  the  mean  time,  I  must 
Be  bold  to  do  so  much  for  you :  Ha,  ha ! 

Mountf,  Why  grin*st  thou,  devil? 

Aid,  That  'tis  in  my  power 
To  punish  thy  ingratitude.    I  made  trial 
But  how  you  stood  aOectcd,  and  since  I 
Know  Tm  us'donly  for  a  propeity, 
I  can  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  full : 
For  understand,  in  thy  contempt  of  me. 
Those  hopes  of  Oriana,  which  I  could 
Have  changed  to  certainties,  are  lost  forever. 


Moun^,  Why,  livei  she  ? 
Abd.  Yes;  but  never  to  Mountferrat, 
Altho'  it  is  in  roe,  with  as  much  ense 
To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  possession, 
As  to  remove  this  rush ;  which  yet  despair  of; 
For,  by  my  much-wrong'd  love,  flattery,  nor 

threats. 
Tears,  prayers,  nor  vows,  shall  ever  win  me 
So,  with  my  curse,  I  leave  thee  !         [to  it: 

Alountf,  'Prithee,  stay ! 
Thou  kn(>w*st  I  dote  on  thee,  and  yet  thou  art 
So  peevibh,  and  perverse,  so  apt  to  take 

Trifles  unkindly  trom  nie 

AbJ,  To  persuade  me  [self* 

To  break  my  neck,  to  hang,  then  damn  my- 
With  you  are  trifles ! 

Mountf,  'Twas  my  melancholy         [give ! 

That  made  me  speak  I  know  not  what :  For- 

I  will  redeem  my  fault. 

l{A)rc(i.  Believe  him,  lady. 

Mountf.  A  thousand  times  I  will  demand 

thy  pardon,  [kisses. 

And   keep  the  reckoning  on  thy  lips  with 

Abd,  There*s  something  else,  that  would 

prevail  more  with  me. 
Mountf  'J'hou  shalt  have  all  thy  wishes  s 
Do  but  bless  me 
With  means  to  satisfy  my  mad  desires 
For  once  in  Oriana,  and  for  ever 
I  ajn  thine,  only  thine,  my  best  Abdclla ! 
Abd,  Were  I  assur'd  of  this,  and  that  yoa 

Having  enjoy *d  her [would^ 

Mountf,  Anything!  make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Abd,  Swear  then,  that  perform'd, 
(To  free  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  here- 
Tu  give  me  leave  to  kill  her.  [after) 

Mountf,  That  our  safety 
Must  of  necessity  urge  us  to. 

Abd,  Then  know, 
It  was  not  piiison,  but  a  sleeping  potioq, 
Which  she  received  ;  yet  of  suAcient  strength 
So  to  bind  up  her  senses,  that  no  sign 
Of  life  appeared  in  her;  and  thus  thought 
In  her  besthabit%  as  the  custom  is    [deadj^ 
(You  know)  in  Malta,  with  all  ceremonies 
Site's  buried  in  her  family's  monument, 
r  th*  temple  ot'^t.  John :  I'll  bring  you  tiiither. 
Thus,  as  you  are  disguis'd.    Some  six  hours 
The  potion  will  leave  working.  [bene* 

Rocca.  Let  us  haste  then. 
Mountf.  Be  my  good  angel;  guide  me ! 
Abd.  But  remember 
You  keep  your  oath. 

Mountf  As  I  desire  to  prosper 
/In  what  I  undertake ! 

Abd,  I  ask  no  more.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Miranda^  Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

Col.  Here,  sir;  I've  got  the  key :  I  bor^ 
row'd  it 


^  In  her  belt  habit,  &c.]  This  speech  bears  an  obviout  similitude  to  one  of  Friar  Laurence 
in  Shakespeare's  Romeo  and  Julitt. 
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[Act  4.  Scene  t. 


Of  him  that  keeps  th«  church ;  th^  door  is 
open. 
Mir,  1.00k  to  the  horses  then,  aod  please 
the  fellow. 
After  R  few  devotions,  Til  retire. 
Be  not  far  off;  there  may  be  some  use  of  you. 
Give  me  the  light.  Come,  friend,  a  few  good 

prayers  * 

Were  not  l)estow'd  in  vain  now,  e'en  from 
you,  sir:  [em» 

Men  that  are  bred  in  blood,  have  no  way  left 
No  bath,  no  purge,  no  time  to  wear  it  out 
Or  wash  it  oflf,  but  penitence  and  prayer. 
J  am  to  take  the  order;  and  my  youth 
JiOaden,  I  must  confei^s,  with  many  follies. 
Circled  and  bound  about  witfi  sins  as  many 
As  in  the  house  of  memory  live  figures. 
JAy  heart  ['li  open  now,  my  faults  confess. 
And  rise  a  new  man,  Iieav*u,  I  hope,  to  a  new 
life.  fstant; 

Nor.  I  have  no  great  devotion,  at  this  in- 
But,  for  a  pruyer  or  two,  I  will  not  out,  sir. 
Hold   up  yonr  fingrr  when  youVe  pray'd 
Mir,  Go  yt>u  to  ihat  end.  [enough. 

Nor,  I  shall  never  pray 
Alone  sure,  I  have-  been  so  usM  to  answer 
I'he  clerk.  'Would  I  had  a  cushion ;  for  I 
Shall  ne'er  make  a  i^oud  liennit,and  kneel  *till 
My  knees  are  horn ;  these  stones  are  plaguy 

hard ! 
Where  shall  I  begin  now  ?  for  if  I  do  not 
Observe  a  method,  I  shall  be  out  presently. 
^    OrL  Oh,  oh  ! 

Nor.  What's  that,  sir?  Did  you  hear? 
A/ir.  Ha?  to  your  prayers  ! 
Nor,  Twas  hereabouts!    It  has  put  me 
clean  awry 
Now;  I  shall  ne*erget  in  again!  Ha !  by  land. 
And  water,  all  children  and  all  women; 
Ay,  there  it  was  I  left. 
Ori.  Oh,  oh  ! 
Nor.  Nc**er  tell  me,  sir  ! 
Here's  something  got  amongst  us. 

Mir,  I  heard  a  groan, 
A  dismal  one. 
Ori.  ()h,oh!  . 

Nor.  Here,  'tis  here,  sir,  'tis  here,  sir ! 
A  devil  in  the  wall! 

Mir,  *  ris  some  illnsion 
To  fright  us  from  devotion. 
Ori.  Oh,  oh! 
Nor.  Why,  tis  here; 
The  spirit  of  a  hmitsman  choak'd  with  butter3». 
Here's  a  new  tonil),  new  trick ments  too. 

Alir.  For  certain, 
This  has  not  been  three  days  here. 

Nor.  And  a  tablet 
With  rhimes  upon't. 

Mir,  I  prithee  read  'em,  Norandine. 
Nor.  An  epi — an  epi — taph,  I  thnik 'tis; 
ay,  'tis  taph  ! 


An  epitaph  upon  the  mpst  excel^excel-^ 
lent — and — 
Mir.  Thou  canst  not  read.  [der. 

Nor.  I've  spoil'd  mine  eves  with  ganpow- 
Mir.  An  epitaph  upon  the  most  virtuous 
and  excellent  lady. 
The  honour  of  chastity,  Oriana. 

Nt)r,   The  Grand-master's  sister?  how  a 
devil  came  she  here  ? 
When  slipt  she  out  o'th'way?  The  stone's 
but  half  upon  her.  [mischief 

Mir,  It  is  a  sudden  change ! — Ceitain  the 
Mountferrfit  ofier'd  to  her  broke  her  heart- 
strings. 
Nor,  'vVould  he  were   here!  I'd  be  tlie 
clerk  myself. 
And,  by  this  little  light,  I*d  bury  him  alive 
Here's  no  lamenting  now.  [here. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh! 
Nor,  There  'tis. 

Mir.  Sure  from  [her. 

The  monument  f  the  very  stone  groans  for 
Oh,  dear  lady,  blessing  of  women,  virtue  of 

thy  sex ; 
How  art  thou  set  for  ever,  how  stol'n  from  us ! 
Bal)bling  and  prating  now  converse  with  wo- 
Nor,  Sir,  it  rises ;  it  looks  up  !  [meu. 

[She  rixet  vp. 
Mir.  Hcav'n  bless  us !  [higher. 

iVor.  it  is  in  woman's  deaths.     It  rises 
Mir.  It  looks  about,  and  wonders:  Sure 
slie  lives,  sir! 
Tis  she,  'tis  Oriana,  'tis  that  lady. 
Nor,  Shall  I  go  to  her? 
Ori,  Where  am  I? 
Mir.  Stand  still. 
Ori,  What  place  is  this? 
Nitr.  She  is  asi  live  as  I  am. 
Ori.  What  smell  of  earth,  and  rottep  hopes? 
what  dark  pluce  ? 
Lord,  whither  am  I  carried? 

Nor.  How  she  stares. 
And  sets  her  eyes  uptjn  him  ! 
Mir.  How  \n\  dvar  lady? 
D'  you  know  me?  how  she  shakes! 
Ori,  You  nre  a  man. 
Mir.  A  man  (hat  honours  you, 
Ori.  A  cruel  man ; 
Ye  arc  all  cruel !  Are  you  in  your  grave  too? 
For   there's   no   trusting  cruel  man,   above 
Nor.  Bv'r  lady,  that  goes  hard  !    [ground. 
AUr.  To  do  you  service. 
And  to  restore  you  to  ih«*  joys  you  were  in — 
Ori.  I  was  in  joys  indeed,  and  hope 
Mir.  She  sinks  again  ! 
Again  she's  gone,  she's  gone,  gone  as  a  sha- 
She  sinks  for  ever,  friend  !  [duw ! 

Nor.  She  is  cold  now  ; 
She's  certainly  departed  :  I  must  cry  too. 
Mir.  I'he  blessed  angels  guide  thee !    Put 
the  stone  to. 


^  The  spirit  of  a  huntsman  chonk^d  with  butter,']  As  I  can  see  no  humour  in  a  huntsman'i 
heing  choak*d  mth  butter,  I  make  no  doubt  of  its  being  a  corruption  for  Dutchman^  who  ^re 
always  laughed  at  for  eating  such  quantities  of  oiled  butter.        Sewwd, 
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Beauty,  thouVt  gone  to  dust,  goodness  to 
Hshes ! 
Nur,  Tray  take  it  well;  we  must  all  liavc 
our  hours,  sir.  [gl'TV 

Mir.  Ay,  thus  we  are ;  and  all  our  painted 
A  bubble  that  a  boy  blows  into  the  air, 
And  there  it  breaks. 

Nfir,  I  am  glad  you  sav'd  her  honour  yet. 
Mir,  'Would  1  had  sav'd  her  lite  now  too  ! 
Oh,  Heaven, 
For  such  a  blessing,  such  a  timely  blessing; ! 
Oh,  friend,  what  dear  content  'twould  be, 

what  story  • 

To  keep  my  name  from  worms ! 
Ori,  Oil,  oh ! 
Nor.  She  lives  again  ! 
Twas  but  a  trance. 

Mir.  'Pray  you  call  my  man  in  presently. 
Help  with  the  stone  first !  Oh,  she  siirs  again! 
Oh,  call  my  man  1  awuy  ! 

Nnr.  Ifly,  Ifly,  sir!  \EtiL 

Mir.  Upon  iny  knees,    oh,  Hcavn,  oh, 
Heav'n,  I  thank  thee  I 

Enter  Colonna  and  Norandinf. 
The  living  heat  steals  into  every  member. 
Come,  help  the  coffin  out  softly,  and  sud- 
Where  is  the  clerk  ?  [dcnly  ! 

Coi.  Drunk  above ;  he  i*  sure,  sir. 
Mir.  Sirrah,  you  must  be  secret. 
Col.  As  your  soul,  sir. 
Mir.  Softly,  good  friend  !  take  her  into 

your  arms. 
N(n'.  Put  in  the  crust  attain. 
Mir.  And  bring  her  out  there.  When  I 
am  a- horse-back. 
My  uuiii  and  I  will  tenderly  conduct  her 
Unto  tlie  fort ;  stay  you,  and  warch  *%  hat  issue. 
And  what  enquiry's  for  the  body. 

Nor.  Well, sir?  •  fme. 

Mtr.  And  when  youVe  done,  come  back  to 
Nor.  1  will. 

Mir.  Softly,  oh,  softly ! 
Nor.  She  grows  warmer  still,  sir. 
Col.  What  shall  I  do  with  the  key? 
Mir.  Thou  canst  not  stn-  now; 
Leave  it  i'  th'  door.  Go,  get  the  horses  ready. 

[  Exeunt. 

Enter  Rocco^  Mounf/errnt,  and  Abdella 
with  a  dark-lunthorn. 

Rocra.  The  door's  already  open,  th<'  key  in 

Mount/.  What  were  those  past  by?      [it. 

Kocca    Some  scout  of  soldiers,  I  think. 

Mount  f.  It  may  be  well  so,  fori  saw  their 
They  saw  not  us,  1  hope.  [horses: 

jibd.  No,  no,  we  were  close ; 
Beside,  they  were  far  off. 

iHoMnr/.What  time  of  night  is't? 

Abd.  Miii'h  aliunt  twelve,  1  think. 

Rocci    l.i  c  me  go  in  Hrst; 
For,  by  the  leavini:<»i>.*n  of  the  door  here. 
There  may  be  somebody  i'  th*  church.     Give 
me  tliL-  iunthorn. 

Abd.  You'll  love  uic  now,  I  hope. 


Mount/.  Make  that  good  to  in« 
Your  promise  is  enuag*d  for. 

Abd,  Why,  she's  there. 
Ready  prepared ;  and  much  about  this  tiuM 
Life  will  look  up  again. 

Rucca.  Come  in ;  all's  sure  ; 
Not  a  foot  stirriibi;,  nor  a  tongue. 

Monnt/.  Hcav  n  bless  me! 
I  never  entcr'd,  with  such  unholy  thoughts. 
This  place  before. 

Abd.  You  are  a  fearful  fool ! 
If  men  have  appetites  allowed  'em,       ['era?. 
And  warm  desires,  are  there  not  ends  too  for 
Mount/.  Whither  shall  we  tarry  her? 
Rocca.  Why,  to  the  bark,  sir; 
I  have  provided  one  already  waits  us: 
The  wind  stands  wondrous  fair  too  for  our 
passage. 
Abd.  And  there,  when  you've  enjoy'd  her, 
(for  you've  that  liberty) 
Let  me  alone  to  send  her  to  feed  fishes ! 
I'll  no  more  sighs  for  her. 

Mount/  Where  is  tiie  monument? 
ThnuVt  sure  she  will  awake  about  this  time? 

Abd.  Most  sure, 
If  she  be  not  knockto'  tb'  head.     Give  mA 

the  lanthoni ! 
llore  'tis. — How's  this?  the  stone  off? 

Rocca.  Ay,  and  nothing 
Within  the  monument,  that's  worse;  no  body, 
I'm  sure  of  that,  nor  sign  of  aijy  here. 
Hut  an  empty  coffin. 
Mount/.  Xolady? 
Roccu.  Nil,  nor  lord,  sir; 
This  pie  has  been  cut  up  before. 
Abd    Kitlier  the  «levil 

M'lst  do  these  tricks 

Mount/  Or  tliou,  damned  one,  worse.? 
Thou  black  swoln  pitcliy  cloud  of  all  my  af- 
flictions, [suffer'd. 
Thou  night-hag,  gotten  when  the  bri:;htmoon 
riiou  hell  itMflf  coniiu'd  in  flesh,  what  trick 

now  ? 
Tell  me,  and  tell  mc  quickly,  what  thy  mis- 
chief [whither 
Has  done  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and 
Thou   hast   remov'd   her  body ;  or,   by  t\\\A 

holy  plac:e, 
This  sword  shall  cut  thee  into  thousand  pieces, 
A  thousand  tlionsand,  strew  tiiee  o'er  the  tcmr 

A  sierihce  to  thy  black  sire,  the  devil ! 

Rftcca,  Tell  him;  yi)u  see  he's  angry. 

Abd.  Lt'l  him  burst ! 
Neither  his  sword  nor  anger  do  I  shake  at; 
Nor  will  yield,  to  feed  his  poor  suspicions. 
His  idle  jealousies,  and  mad-dogs'  heats. 
One  thought  against  myself.    You've  done  a. 

brave  deed, 
A  manly,  and  a  valiant  piece  of  service, 
When  you  have  kiil'd  me !  reckon't  amongst 
your  battles !  [man, 

I'm  sorry  you're  so  poor,  so  weak  a  gentle- 
Able  to  stand  no  fortune:  I  dispose  of  her? 
My  mischief  make  her  away  ?  a  liLely  project. 
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I  must  play  l>ooty  *gainst  myself !  Ifauy  thing 

cross  ye, 
I  am  the  d*vil,  and  the  devil's  heir; 
All  plnuuf  s,  nil  mischiefs 

Alountf.  Will  you  leave,  and  do  yet? 

Jhii.  1  liovc  done  too  miicli, 
Far,  far  too  mud),  for  such  u  thankless  fellow  ! 
Jf  I  be  devil,  you  created  ine: 
I  never  knew  those  arts,  nor  Moody  practices, 
(Pla(;ue  o*  vour  cunning  heart,  that  mine  of 

misclntf!; 
Befijre your  fl:iiuries  won  'em  into  me. — 
Here  did  I  leave  her,  leave  her  >yitli  thatcer- 
About  tiiis  hour  to  wake  again.  [tainty 

Movntf.  Where  is  she? 
T))is  is  the  last  deiiiand. 

Abd,  Did  I  now  know  it, 
And  were  I  sure  this  were  niy  latest  minute, 
I  would  not  tell  thee :  Strike,  and  then  Til 
curse  thee. 

Hocca.  I  see  a  light.    Stand  close,  and 
leave  your  angers! 
We  all  miscarry  else. 

Enter  Gomera,  and  Page  with  a  torch, 

^bd,  1  am  now  careless. 

Mimntf.   Poace,   'prithee  peace,    sweet! 

peace!  all  friends! 
Abd,  Stand  close  ilu  n. 
G(fm.  Wait  Uiere,  boy,  with  tl>c  light,  'till 
I  call  to  thee. 
In  darkness  was  my  soul  ami  senses  clouded 
When  my  fair  jowel  ft. II,  th»f  night  of  jealousy 
In  all   her  blackness  drawn  about  my  judg- 
ment; 
No  liiilit  was  !et  into  me,  to  di^t^MJ;uish 
Betwixt  niv  sudden  ancer  and  her  honour: 
A  hiindsrtd  i.ii:,rimaii(' shall  he  my  penance; 
No  coinfort'oi  the  day  will  I  look  up  at ; 
I''ar  darker  lliun  my  jeahius  i;inf)r.ince, 
Kuch  place  of  my  abode  shall  be  ;  my  prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  shall  set  off  njore; 
bright  arms,  and  all  thnt  carry  lustre,  life. 
Society,  ami  s)late,  1  f  ir^ake  vt- 1 
And  wt  n  it  not  onr*-  mure  to  see  lur  beauties, 
(For,  in  lier  bed  ol*  dcalh,  she  must  be  sweet 

still) 
And  on  her  cold  sad  lipssonl  my  repent^ince, 
Tliou  child  of  Ih.av'n,  fair  Light,  I  could  not 
miss  i.'it'i-^'. 
MountJ'.  I    know    the   tongue:    'Would  I 
wen  CiHt  ni;:iin  ! 
J*Vf  d')ne  hmi  loo  much  wrong  to  look  upon 
hi:n. 
AbfL    There  is  no  shifting  now  ;  b(ddness 
and  conlideiice 


Must  carry't  now  away :  He's  but  one  neitheTi 
Naked  as  vou  are,  of  a  strength  far  under. 
Mountf.  But  h*  has  a  cause  above  me ! 
Abd.  I'hat's  as  you  handle  it. 
Rticca.  Peace !  he  may  go  again,  and  ne- 
ver sec  u^. 
Com.  I  feel  I  weep  apace;  butwhere's  the 
flood,  fin  f 

The  torrent  of  my  tears,  to  drown  my  fault 
I  would  I  could  now,  like  a  londen  cloud, 
fiegotten  in  the  moist  South,  drop  U>  nothing! 
Gi\e  me  the  torch,  boy. 

Jiocca.  Now  he  must  discover  us. 
Abd  He  has  alremty.— Never  hide  your 
head ;  [ther 

Be  bold  and  brave  !  If  we  must  die,  toge- 
Oam.  Who's  there?  what  friend  to  sor- 
row ? — Th«  tomb  wide  open  ? 
The  stone  off  too?  the  body  gone,  by  Heaven ! 
Look  to  the  door,  boy  1  keep  it  fast ! — Who 
are  ye?  [fcrrmt. 

What  sacrilefpous  villains?— False  Mount* 
The  wolf  to  hcmour  !  has  thy  hellish  hunger 
Brought  thee  to  tear  the  body  out  o*tli'  tomb 

too  ? 
Has  thy  foul  mind  so  far  wrought  on  thee  ?<— • 

Ha! 
Are  you  there  too?  Nay,  then  I  jipy  a  villainy 
1  never  <ircam'd  of  yet.    Thou  smful  usher. 
Bred  from  that  rottenness,  thou    bawd  to 

mischief, 
D*  you  blush  thro*  all  your  blackness  ?  won't 
*  that  hide  it? 
•Abd.  I  cannot  speak. 
Gt/tM.  You're  well  met,  with  your  dam,  sir. 
Art  tifou  a  knight?  di«l  ever  on  that  sword 
The  Christian  cause  sit  ^lobly  ?  could  tlmt 

h  nid  fiu,ht, 
Guiderl  by  fame  and  fortune?  that  heart  in- 

(lame  thee, 
With  viiluous  lires  of  valour?  To  fall  off. 
Tall  oif  so  suddenly,  and  with  such  foulness, 
As  the  false  angds  did,  from  all  their  glory! 
Ihou   an  no   knight!    Honour   thou  never 

luardVt  of, 
Nor  brave  desires  could  ever  build  in  thatt 
breast !  fjiods 

Treas<»n,   and  tainted  thoughts,  are  all   the 
Thou  worsi)ip*st,   all  the  strength  ciiou  hast, 
and  fortune !  [villain. 

Thou  did>t  things  out  of  fear,  and  falst-  heart. 
Out  of  rl,,se  traps  and  treachVies;  they  liave 
rai^'d  thee 
M-.ttinff.  Thou  rav'st,  old  man. 
Gom.  llefore  thou  get'si  off  from  me. 
Hadsi  thou  tlie glory  of  thy  hrst  tights  on  tbee^ 


"  Thou  child  of  Hear  n,  fair  li^ht,    1  could  not  miss  tfict:]  Seward   proposes  to   read,  *I 

*  would  iu)t  W.V*:  ihct;;'  and  J5ym|>5«)n  >ny*i,  *  What  (ionieru  intends  to  say   is  only  this;  that 

*  unhss  it  was  to  see  the  i>ranty  of  hia  (supposed;  di  ad  wife,  \l.  he  never  should  deuteor 

*  want  lidht  mort.     Now  this  by  an  easy  change  niav  he  made  out  thus: 

*  fair  light,  i  should  not  miss  thee.' 

But  neither  Sympson  nor  Reward  seems  to  have  observed,  that  llie  whole  Speech  turns  on 
Oomera's  abandoning  li»ht  for  darkness,  which  is  ilie  oidy  key  to  explain  the  last  line;  buty 
adverting  to  thai,  it  becomes  intelligible.    Sympson  explains  the  puMagc  quite  wrong. 
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(Which  thou  hast  basely  lost)  thj  noblest' 
fortuhes»  [cbee, 

And  in  their  grcuitcst  lastres,  I  would  make 
Before  we  part,  confess  (nay,  kneel,  and  do  it, 
Nay,  crying  kneel,  coldly,  for  mercv,  crying; 
Thuu  art  the  recrcant'st  rogue  tunc  ever 

nourish'd; 
Tliou  art  a  doe,  TH  make  thee  swear,  a  dog  s*, 
A  nmngy  cur  dog!   D'  you  creep  behind  the 

altar  ? 
JxHikf  how  it  sweats,  to  shelter  such  a  rascal ! 
JFirit,  with  thy  veuumuus  tooth  infect  her 

chaste  life, 
And  then  not  dare  to  do?  next,  rob  her  rest, 

Stenl  her  dead  hody  out  o*  th*  gi;avc 

Mountf.  I  hare  not. 

Gom,  'Prithee,  come  out ;  (this  is  no  place 
to  qdarrel  in; 
Valiant  Mountfe.rrat,  come! 
Mountf.  I  will  not  stir. 
Gmn.  lliou  hast  thy  sword  about  thee, 
Th'at  good  sword  that  nft'er  faiKd  thee :   'Pri- 
thee come  I  f  l)oy  ! 
We'll  have  but  five  strokes  for  it.    On,  on, 
Here  is  one  would  fain  be  acquainted  with 

ihec, 
Would  wondrous  fain  cleave  that  calf's  head 

of  yours,  sir: 
Come,  'prithee  ict*s dispatch !  the  moon  shines 
finely:  [else; 

^Prithee,  be  kill'd  byme !  thou  wilt  be  hang'd 
But,  it  may  be,  ihou  }ona;est  to  be  hang*d. 

lincca.  Out  with  him,  sir! 
You  shall  liave  my  swoid  too;   when  he^ 

dispatch'd  once. 
We  have  the  world  before  us. 

Gom.  Wilt  thou  walk,  fellow? 
I  never  knew  a  roji^ue  hans;  arse-ward  so^ 
And  such  a  desperate  knave  too. 

Aid.  'Prav  cv)  with  him ! 
Somethms;  I'll  promise  too 

Mountf.  You  would  be  kill'd  then  ? 
No  remedy,  1  see. 

Gom.  If  thou  dar'st  do  it? 
Mouuif.  Yes,  now  1  dare.    Lead  out;  111 
follow  presently ; 
Under  the  mount  I'll  meet  you.  ♦ 

Gom.  Go  before  me  ; 
]'ll  have  you  in  a  string  too. 

Mountf.  As  I'm  u  ^eiilleman. 
And  by  this  holy  place,  1  will  not  fail  thee. 
Fear  nut,  thou  shalt  be  killM,  take  my  word 
1  will  not  fail.  ffor  it; 

Gom.  If  thou  scap'st,  thou  hast  cats  luck. 
The  mount? 

Mountj\  Thelsame.     Make  haste,    I'm 
there  before  else. 


Gom.  Go,  get  ye  home.  Now  if  he  scape, 

I'm  coward. 
Mount,  Well,  nowl  am  resolv'd  ;  and  he 

shJiH  find  it.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Miranda,  Lucinda,  and  Colonna, 

Mir.  How  is  it  with  the  lady  ?  / 

Luc.  Sir,  as  well  • 

As  it  can  be  with  one,  who  feeling  kT^ows  no# 
Whnt  is  thccnrse  the  Hi  vine  justice  laid 
On  the  first  sinful  woman. 

Mir;  Is  she  in  travail?  [mind 

Tmc.  Yes,  sir;  and  yet  the  troubles  of  her 
Afflict  her  more-than  what  her  body  suffers; 
For^  in  the  extremity  of  her  pain,  she  crit?s 

out, 
'  Why  am  I  here  ?  where  is  my  lord  Gomera?* 
Then  sometimes  names  Mirandai  and  then 

sighs, 
As  if  to  speak,  what  questionless  she  loves 
If  heard,  miglit  do  her  injury.  [well-> 

C»/.  Heaven's  sweet  metcy 
Look  genti  y  on  her !  * 

Mir.  'Prithee  tell  her,  my  prayers  [vide 
Are  present  with  her';  and,  s^ooil  wench,  pro- 
That  she  want  nothing  I  What's  thy  name  ? 

Luc.  Lucinda.  [in  it! 

Mir.  Lucinda  ?  there's  a  prosperous  omen 
Be  a  Lucina  to  her,  and  brmg  word 
That  she  is  safe  deliver'd  of  her  burden, 
A  nd  thy  reward's  thy  liberty.  Come,  Colonna, 
We  will  go  sec  how  th'  engineer  has  mounted 
The  cannon  theGrcat-maslcraent.  Biffcareful 
To  \*iew  the  works,  and  learn  the  discipline 
That  is  us'd  here !  I  am  to  leave  the  world  ; 
And  for  your  service,  which  I  have  found 

faithful, 
The  chan;e  that's  mine,  if  1  have  any  power, 
Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

'Col.  I  still  find 
A  noble  master  in  you. 

Mir.  'Tis  but  justice; 
Thou  dost  deserve  it  in  thy  care  and  duty. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Gomeroy  ,Mountferrut,  JRxxca,  and 

Abddla. 

Gom.  Here's  even  ground ;  1*11  stir  no  foot 
beyond  it 
Before  I  have  thy  head. 

Mountf.  Draw,  Rocca ! 

Gom.  Coward,  fra^t 

Hath  inward  guilt  robb'd  thee  as  well  of  cuu- 


J«  Thou  art  a  dog,  Fllmake  thee  mear,  a  dog.]  The  first  folio  copy  has  an  addition  to 
this  verse,  which  is  wrote  there  thus : 

*  I'll  make  thee  swear  a  dog  stav'd.* 
But  what  business  stavd  has  here  1  cannot  discover;  a  stav'd  dog  in  the  bear-garden  lan- 


guaue,  I  believe,  is  no  morethwi  a  dog  taken  off  the  l)ear,  by  wrenchiuj;  his  mouth  open  to 

1.     Possibly  the  Poets  might  have  wrote  it  thus:  *  a  dog  tturv'd/  and 


make  him  leave  his  hold. 

tbei!  *  a  mangy  cur  do^'  may  follow  aj;rceably  enough.        Sampson, 
Vol.  n.  4  K 
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Ai  bonestj,  that  without  odcU  thou  dm-'st  oot 
Answer  a  single  enemy? 

Mount/.  All  advantage 
That  I  can  take,  expect. 

Hocca.  We  know  you're  valiant; 
Nor  do  we  purpose  to  snake  further  trial 
Of  what  you  can  do  now,  but  to  dispatch  you. 

Mount/,  And  therefore  fight  and  pray 
together. 

Gom.  Villains,  [one 

iK^hoM  baseness  all  disgraceful  words  made 
Cannot  express!  so  strong  is  the  good  cause 
That  seconds  me,  tliat  you  sliall  feel,  with 

horror 
To  your  prood  hopes,  what  strength  is  in 
that  arn),  [iustice. 

Tho'  old,  that  liolds  a  sword  made  sharp  by 

AbdL  You  coine  then  here  to  prate  ? 

[right. 

Mwnt/  Help,  Rocca,  now. 
Or  I  am  lost  for  ever ! — How  comes  this? 

[HeU  duami^d. 
Are  villainy  and  weakness  twins? 

Rocca,  Vm  gone  too. 

Oom,  You  shall  not  scape  me,  wretches ! 

Aid,  I  must  do  it; 
All  will  go  wrong  else.  [Shoot $  him. 

Gom,  TreachVous,  bloody  woman. 
What  hnst  thou  done  ? 

Abd.  Done  a  poor  woman's  part, 
And  in  an  instant,  what  these  men  so  long 
Stood  fooling  for. 

Mount/,  lliis  aid  was  vaexpected ; 
I  kiss  thee  for*t. 

Rocca,  His  right  arm's  only  shot. 
And  that  coropeird  him  to  forsake  bis  sword; 
ile's  else  unwounded. 

Mountf,  Cut  his  throat ! 

Abd,  Forbear! — 
YeC  do  not  hope  'tis  with  intent  to  save  thee. 
But  that  thou  mayst  live  to  thy  further  tor- 
ment, "^  fferrat, 
Tos«e  who  triumphs  o'er  thee.  Come,  Mount- 
Here  join- thy  foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  hearts 
Meet  with  our  hands  I  The  contract  that  is 

made 
And  cemented  with  hlood,  as  this  of  ours  is. 
Is  a  more  holy  sanction,  and  much  surer, 
Tlian  all  the  superstitious  ceremonies 
You  Christians  use. 


Enter  Korandine. 

Roccn,  Who's  this  ? 

Mount/,  Betray*d  again  ? 

AV.  By  the  re^xirt  it  made,and  by  the  win<f^ 
The  pistol  was  discharged  here. 

Gom.  Norandine, 
As  ever  thou  lov*dst  valour,  or  wear'st  arotf 
To  punish  baseness,  shew  it  I 

Nor.  Oh,  the  devil !  [Beauty, 

Goraera  wounded,  and  diy  bracbe",  Black 
An  actor  in  it? 

Abd.  If  thoQ  strik*st,  1*11  shoot  thee. 

Abr.  How !  fright  me  with  your  pot-gun  f 
— What  art  thou? 
Good  Heav'n,  the  rogue,  Ciie  traitor  rogoe, 
MoQntferrat ! 

So  swinge  the  nest  of  yon,  is  a  sport  uolook*d 
Cell's  plagues  consume  you !  [for. 

Mount/,  As  tliou  art  a  man, 
(I'm  wounded)  give  me  time  to  answer  thee! 
Gom,  Durst  thou  urge  thi«?  this  hnd  can 

hold  a  sword  yet. 
Nor.  Well  done  1  to  tee  this  villain  make# 
my  hurts 
Bleed  h-esh  again ;  but  had  J  not  a  bone  whole. 
In  siieli  a  cause  I  should  do  thus,  thus,  rascaU! 

Enter  Corporal  and  Watch. 

Corp,   Disarm  them,  and  shoot  any  thai 

resists. 
Gom.  Hold,  Corporal  f  J  am  Goniera. 
Nor.  Tis  well  yet,  that  once  in  an  ag« 
you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  for :  I  had  thought 
You  had  again  been  making  out  your  parties 
For  sucking  pigs:   Tis  well.     As  you  will 

answer 
The  contrary  with  your  lives,  see  these  forth- 
Corp,  That  we  shall  do.  [coming  ! 

Nor,  You  bleed  apace.    Good  soldiers. 
Go  help  him  to  a  surgeon. 

Rocca.  Dare  tlie  worst «, 
And  suffer  like  yourself. 

Abd,  From  me  Icam  courage. 
Nor.  Now  for  Miranda !  this  news  will  be 
to  him 
As  welcome  as  'tis  unexpected.    Corporal^ 
There's  something  for  tliy  care  to-night.   My 
horse  there  I  [EreunL 


33  Brache.j  '  Brache^*  says  bishop  Warburton  (note  on  Othello,  act  ii.  scene  ],)  '  is  a  low 

*  species  of  hounds  of  the  chaiCy  and  a  tenn  generally  used  in  contempt.     Vlitins  in  his  noter 
'  on  Gratius  says,  Kacha  Saxooibus  canem  significabat,  unde  Scoti  hodie  Raehe  pro  cane 

*  femina  habenc,  quod  Anglis  est  Brache.    Nos  verb  (he  speaks  of  the  Hollanders)  Brack 

*  non  querovis  canem  sed  sagacem  vocamus.    do  the  French,  Braque,  espece  de  ehien  de 

*  chasse.'        R. 

34^  Rocca.  Dare  the  worst.]  I  suspect  a  speech  of  Mountferrat*s  is  dropt  upon  nsy  hertv 
and  perhaps  the  reader  may  be  of  my  opinion.        Stfmpton, 
Sorely,  no ;  Mountferrat  b  party  have  been  ticking  apart,  to  be  sure.        J.  N* 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Oriana  and  Lucinda, 

t^ri,  TJ^W  does  my  boy  ? 

-■■■'•    Luc.  Oh,  wondrous  lusty,  madam; 
A  little  knight  already  e  You  shall  live 
To  see  him  to^s  a  Turk, 

Ori.  Gentle  Lneinda,  [vice ; 

Much  must  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  ser- 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

And  may  1  grow  but  strong  to  see  Valetta  ^, 
My  iMisband,  and  my  brother,  thousi^alt  find 
I  will  not  barely  thank  thee. 

Mir.  LfK)ky  captain,  wc  must  ride  away 
this  morning: 
The  Aubi-rnc  sits  to-day,  and  the  Great-mas- 
W rites  plainly »  I  must  or  deliver  in         [ler 
(Thi*  year  cxpir'd)  my  probatiDn-rweed, 
Or  take  the  cloak.  You  likcwi.se,  Nurandioe, 
For  your  full  service,  and  your  last  assistance 
In  false  Mountterrat*s  apprehension. 
Are  here  commanded  to  associate  me, 
My  twin  in  this  hi^h  honour. 

Nor,  I  will  none  on't ! 
Do  they  think  to  bind  me  to  live  chaste,  sober. 
And  temperately,  all  days  ut'  my  life?  [so! 
I'hcy  may  as  soon  tic  an  Englishman  to  live 
I  shall  be  a  sweet  Dane,  a  sweet  captain, 
Gv  up  and  down  drinking  small-beer,  and 
swearing,  [still ; 

*Ods  neagfjet  /  No ;  1*11  live  n  sou  ire  at  arm* 
And  do  thou  so  too,  an  thou  be  st  wise. 
I've  found  the  mystery  now,  why  the  gentle- 
men 
Wear  but  three  bars  of  tlie  cross,  and  the 
The  whole  one.  [koights 

Mir,  Why,  captaia? 
Nur.  Marry,  sir. 
To  put  us  in  remcmbrnace,  we  are  but 
Three  quarters  cross*d  in  our  licence  and 

pleasures; 
But  the  poor  knights  cros8*d  altogether. 
The  brothers  at  arms  may  yet  meet  with 
their  sisters  at  arms,  [knights 

Now  and  then,  in  brotherly  love ;  but  the  poor' 
Cannot  get  a  lady  for  love  nor  mon^y : 
Tis  not  so  in  other  countries,  I  wig.     Tray 

haste  yoM ! 
For  ril  ajong,  and  see  what  will  come  on*t. 

[Exit. 
Mir.  Colonna,  provide  straight  all  neces- 
saries 
For  this  remove,  the  litter  for  tliclady. 


And  let  Lucinda  bear  her  company ! 
You  shall  attend  on  me. 

Col.  With  all  my  duties.  [Exit. 

Mir.  How  fare  you,  gracious  mistress? 

Ori.  Oh,  Miranda, 
You  pleas'd  to  honour  me  with  that  fair  title 
Wtien  i  was  free,  and  could  dispose  myself; 
But  now,  no  smile,  no  word,  no  look,  no 
Can  I  impart  toany,  but  as  theft^  [touch, 
From  my  Gomera;  and  who  dares  accept 
Is  an  usurper. 

Mir.  Leave  us.— I  have  touched  thee, 

[Exit  Lmc. 
Thou  fairer  virtue,  than  tbouVt  beautiful  !— 
Hold  but  this  test,  so  rich  ao  ore  was  never 
Tried  by  the  hand  of  man,  on  the  vast  eartli.-^ 
•Sit,  brii^htest  Oriana !  Is  it  sin 
Still  to  profess  I  love  you,  still  to  vow 
I  shall  do  ever  ?  Heav  n  my  witness  be, 
'Tis  i;ot  your  eye,  your  clieek,  your  ton^e, 

no  part 
That  superficially  doth  snare  young  men. 
Which  has  caught  me!  Head'over  in  your 

thoimhts 
The  story  that  this  man  hath  made  of  yoUi^ 
And  think  upon  bis  merit. 

Ori.  Only  thought 
Cap  comprehend  it  1 

Mir.  And  can  ygu  be 
So  cruel,  thankless,  to  destroy  his  youth 
That  sav'd  your  honour,  gave  you  double  life. 
Your  own,  and  your  ^ir  infant*!?  that  when 

Fortune 
(The  blind  foe  to  all  beauty,  that  is  good) 
Bandied  you  from  one  hazard  to  another, 
Was  even  Heaven's  messenger,  by  Providencf 
Caird  to  the  temple,  to  receive  you  there 
Into  these  arms,  to  give  ease  to  your  throws, 
As  if 't  had  thunder*d;  ^kethydue,Mirandai 
For  she  was  thine !  Gomera's  jealousy 
Struck  death  unto  thy  heart;  to  him  be  dead. 
And  live  to  me,  that  ^ave  thee  second  life ! 
Let  me  but  now  enjoy  tliee !  Qh,  reeard 
The  tortunng  fires  ot  my  affections ! 

Ori.  Oh,  master  them,  Miranda, as  I  mine! 
Who  follows  his  desires,  such  tyranU  serves 
As  will  oppress  him  insupportably. 
My  flames,  Miranda,  rise  as  high  as  thine, 
For  I  did  love  thcc  'fore  my  marriacie ; 
Yet  would  I  now  consent,  or  could  1  think 
Thou  wertin  earnest,  (which,  by  all  the  souls 
That  have  for  chastity  been  sanctified, 
I  cannot)  in  a  moment  I  do  know       [blood* 
Thou'dst  callfairTemperaoceup  to  rule  tlij 


te  $ee  Valetta, 


Mtf  husbai^d,  and  }n^  brother.]  Sympson  transposes  the  words  thus : 

* to  see  VulettUy 

*  My  brother f  and  my  husband ;'  ' 

tigain  misunderstandiof  (wi  suppose,   for  he  does  i\  tucitly)  VaUtta  to  ine«n  tht  Grani^ 
m^ter,  nbt  the  city. 
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Thy  eye  was  ever  cbnste,  thy  countenance 

too,  honest, 
And  all  thy  wooings  was  like  maidens'  talk. 
Who  yieldeth  unto  pleasures,  and  to  lust, 
Is  a  poor  captive,  that  in  golden  fetters, 
And  precious,  as  he  thinks,  but  holding  gyves, 
Frets  out  his  life. 

Mir.  Find  such  another  woman, 
And  take  her  for  his  labour,  any  man ! 

Ori.  I  was  not  worthy  of  thee,  at  my  best, 
fHeav*n  knew  I  was  not ;  i  had  had  thee  else) 
Much  less  now,  gentle  sir.    Miranda*8  deeds 
Have  been  as^white  as  Oriana's  fame. 
From  the  beginning  to  this  point  of  time. 
And  shall  we  now  begin  to  stain  both  thus? 
Think   on  the  legend  which  we  two  shall 

breed, 
Continuing  as  we  are,  for  chastest  dames 
And  boldest  soldiers  to  peruse  and  read. 
Ay,  and  read  thorough,  free  from  any  act 
To  cause  the  modest  cast  the  book  away. 
And  the  most  honourVi  captain  fold  it  up. 

Alir.  Fairest,   let  go  my  hand  1  imv  pulse 
beats  thick,  ^vein  ! — 

And  my  mov'd  blood  rides  high  m  every 
Lord  of  thyself  now,  soldier,  and  ever ! 
I  would  not  for  Aleppo,  this  frail  bark, 
This  bark  of  flesh,  no  better  steers-man  had 
Than  has  Mountfcrraf  s. — May  you  kiss  me, 
lady  ^ 

Ori.  i^o;  tho'.igh't  be  no  essential  injury, 
It  is  a  circumstance  due  to  my  lord, 
To  none  else ;  and,  my  dearest  friend,  if  hands 
Playing  together  kindle  heat  in  yon, 
What  may  the  game  at  lips  provoke  unto  ? 

Mir,  ()h,  what  a  tongue  is  here  !  Whilst 
she  dt>th  teach 
My  heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlawful  love, 
8he  talks  me  more  in  love,  with  love  to  her; 
jMy  fires  sheqnencheth  with  her  argument*, 
But  as  ^he  breathes  'em  tliey  blow  fresher 

'    fires, —  f  wife  ! 

Sit  further !  now  my  flame  cools.  Husband  ! 
There  is  some  holy  myst'ry  in  those  names 
That  sure  the  unmarried  cannot  understand. 

Ori.  Now  thou  art  straight,  and  dost  en- 
amr)ur  me 
So  far  beyond  a  carnal  earthly  love. 
My  very  sou!  dotes  on  tfiec,  and  my  spirits 
Do  embrace  thine;  my  mind  doth  thy  mind 

kiss ; 
And  in  this  pure  conjunction  we  enjoy 
A  heavenlier  pleasure  than  if  bodies  met :    . 
This,  thi>  is  nertect  love  !  the  other  short, 
Yet  languishing  fruition.     Ev'ry  swain 
And  sweating  groom  nu»y  cia«p,  but  ours  re- 
Two  in  ten  ages  cannot  reach  unto.       [find 
Nor  is  our  m  iritual  love  a  barren  joy  ; 


For  mark  what  blessed  issue  well  beget, 
(Dearer  than  childiTn  to  posterity) 
A  great  example  to  men*s  continence. 
And  women's  chastity ;  that  is  a  child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  heir ! 

Mir.  If  all  wives  were  but  such.  Lust  would 
not  find 
One  corner  to  inhabit;  sin  would  be 
So  strange,  remission  superfluous. — 
But  one  petition,  1  have  done. 

Ori.  What,  sweet?  [death 

Mir.  To  call  me  lord,  if  the  bard  hand  of 
Seize  on  Goniera  first. 

On.  Oh,  much  too  worthy. 
How  much  you  undervalue  your  own  price. 
To  give  your  unbous^ht  self  tor  a  poor  woman. 
That  has  been  once  sold,  us*d,  and  lost  her 

sliow! 
r  am  a  garment  worn,  a  vessel  crack'd, 
A  zone  untied,  a  lily  trod  upon, 
A  fragrant  flower  cropt  by  another's  hand. 
My  colour  sullied,  and  my  odour  cbang'd. 
If  when  I  wasnew-blossora'd,  I  did  fear 
Myself  unworthy  of  Miranda's  spring, 
Thus  over-blown,  and  seeded,  I  am  rather 
I'it  to  adorn  his  chimney  than  his  bed. 

Mir.  Rise,  miracle!    save  Malta  with  thy 
virtue !  Fspoke ! 

If  words  could  make  me  proud,  bow  has  she 
Yet  I  will  try  her  to  the  very  block. — 
Hard-liearted  and  uncivil  Oriana, 
Ingrateful  payer  of  my  industries, 
'I'hat  with  a  soft  painted  hypocrisy 
Cozen'st,  and  ieer'st  my  perturbation, 
Expect  a  weighty  and  a  fell  revenge **"! 
My  comfort  is,  all  men  will  think  thee  false: 
Beside,  thy  husband,  having  been  thus  long 
(On  this  occasion)  in  my  fort,  aod  power — 

Enter  Norandine,  Cohnnit,  and  iMcinda 
with  a  Child' 
I'll  hear  no  more  words !— Captain,let'saway ! 
With  all  care  sf.e  to  her;  and  you,  Lucinda, 
Attend  her  diligently  :  She's  a  wonder  ! 
JSor.  Have  you  found  she  was  well  deli- 
vered ? 
What,  had  she  a  good  midwife?  is  all  well? 
Mir.  You're  merry,  Norandine. 
Luc.  Why  weep  you,  lady? 
Ori.  Take  the  poor  babe  along. 
Oil.  Madam,  'tis  here. 
Ori.  Dissembling  death,  why  didst  thou 
let  me  live 
To  see  this  change,  my  greatest  cause  to 
grieve?      '  [ij^jciiw^ 

SCE?fE  n. 

[Si/nnet^  i.  e.  Flourish  of  trumpets^. 


35  Exp<yt  a  wiity  and  oJeU  revfu^c!]  The  coupling  of  these  two  epithets,  perhaps,  never 
was  from  the  Poet's  jjen.  \  am  intiiiKd  to  think  thatvve  have  the  same  corruption  here,  as 
in  The  VViKi-Gooso  C|)a(  e;  f^iid  that  lu  both  places  we  should  rtail  not  icitty  but  weighty. 

Sympson. 

36  Scrne  II.  Enter  Asloriun,  Casfriof,  Vidtttu^  Gomera,  Synnet,  Knighti,  tnx)  Bishops^ 
J^lountjeirat  guarded  by  Corporal  and  Soldiers^  Abdella^  (i  Gentietnun  aith  a  cl(jok,su^ord,  and 
fpurs  ;  Gomera.]  '1  his  stage-direction  corrected  by  Sympson. 


Act  5.  Scene  3.] 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  BIALTA. 


631 


Enter  Astoriut,  Cattriot,  .Valet ta,  Gomera, 
Kfii^hts,  two  BUhopty  Mcmntferrat  guarded 
hi/  C'jrporai  and  Soldiers^  Abdella^  a  Gen- 
tleman with  th  cloak  J  tzcord^  andipurs. 

Val,  A  tender  husband  hast  thou  shew'd 

tijyself. 
My  dearest  brother,  and  thy  memory, 
At'ter  thy  lifes^,  in  brazen  charactei-s 
S!iall  moDunientally  be  register'd 
To  at;cs  consequent,  lill  Tnne*^  running  hand 
Beats   back    the     world   to   undistinguished 

chaos  3*, 
And  on  the  lop  of  that  thy  name  shall  stand 
J'Vfsh,  and  without  decay. 

Gom.  On,  honoured  sir! 
If  liope  of  this,  or  any  bliss  to  ^ome, 
Could  lift  my  load  of  grief  off  from  my  soul, 
Or  expiate  the  trespass  *^ainst  my  wife. 
That  in  one  hour's  suspicion  I  hci»ar, 
I  mir,Ijt  hr  won  to  he  a  man  agam. 
And  fare  liko  other  husbands,  sleep  and  eat, 
Lauii!',  and  forget  my  pleasinj:  peniteiice; 
But  'till  nhi  Nature  can  make  such  a  wife 
Again,  i  vow  nc  er  to  resume  tiic  order 
And  hahir^  tliat  to  men  are  nqcessary  ; 
All  (rcath  I'll  spend  in  sighs,   all  sound  in 

grouns, 
And  kih^wnocompany  hiif  my  wasting  moans. 

J<'o.  Fhi-  will  be  wilful  murderon  yourself. 
iN<»i  like  a  Christian  do  you  hear  thi*  iijance 
Wnich  t.'if  mscrutahlc  will  of  Heavn  udmits. 

Gom.  What  would  you  have  my  weakness 
do,   tliat 
Sufl'cr'd  itself  thus  to  be  practised  on 
By  a  damn'd  hell-hound,  and  his  agent  dam, 
The  impious  midwife  to  abortive  births, 
And  cruel  instruntcnt  to  his  dccn  es? 
By  forgery  thev  first  assail'd  her  life, 

cav  n  playing  with  us  yet  in  that,  he  wrought 
My  dearest  friend,  the  servant  to  her  virtue. 
To  combat  me,  a«;ainst  his  mistress'  truth. 
That  yet  effectless,  this  enchanting  witch 
Bred  baneful  jealousy  anainst  my  hidy,  [her 
My  most  immaculate  lady,  which  seiz*d  on 
Almost  to  death.  Oh,  yet,  not  yet  content, 
She  in  my  hand  put  (to  restore  her  life, 

37  After  my  ljfe.'\  Amended  by  Sympson. 

^ till  Time*i  running  hand 

Beat$  bark  the  world  to  undi$tin(*ui%d  chaos.]  Running  is,  I  allow,  a  pniper  epitliet  ta 
Time,  but  Time's  running  hand  heating  the  world  to  chm)S,  docs  not  seem  to  me  a  very  clear 
and  consistent  metaphor;  and  tis  ruining  is  so  very-near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  and  appears 
to  have  much  more  propriety  aud  ener2,y  than  tlie  Tormer,  I  think  it  bids  fair  for  having  beeu 
the  orignal.         Seward. 
•9  Val.  One  oflh'  Esguard. 
Esg.  The  gentlemen  are  come.]  Mr.  Seward  saw  with  me,  that  to  put  *  One  of  the  Esguard 
,into  Valetta's  mouth,  was  false  and  ridiculous.     The  stage  direction  was  Hiidoubtclly  given 
^y  our  Authors  thus : 

Enter  one  of  the  Esguard. 

Esg,  *  The  gentlemen  are  come. 
Val.  *  Truce  then  awtiile 

*  Witli  your  sad  thoughts,'  *  ,  j^ 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine  andV^lonna, 
*  What,  are  you  both  resolv'df*  &c.''      Sympson,  . 


As  I  imagined)  what  did  execute  [child 

Their  dev'lish  malice.     Further,  great  with 
Was  this  poor  innocent :  That  too  was  lost; 
They  doubled  death  upon  her !    Not  staying 

there,  * ' 

They  have  done  violence  unto  Iier  tomb. 
Not  granting  rest  unto  her  in  the  grave. 
I  wish  Miranda  had  enjoy 'd  my  prize; 
For  sure  Vm  punisii*d  for  usurping  her. 
Oh,  what  a.tii;er  is  resisted  lust! 
How  it  doih  forage  alii 

Mount f'.  Part  of  this  tale  [her. 

J  ^raiit  you  true;  but  twas  not  poison  given 

Ahd.   1  would  it  had  !  we   had   been   fzkr 
enough. 
If  we  had  hcen  so  wise;  and  had  not  now 
Stood  cui  t'sijig  for  your  mercies  here. 

Muunlf,  Beside, 
What  is  become  o'  th'  bodv  we  know  not. 

Val.  Peace,  impu<leDts  f 
And,  dear  Goinera,  practise  patience. 
As  I  myself  imist:   By  some  means  at  last 
We  shall  dissolve  this  riddle. 

Gom.  Wherefore  comes. 
This  villain. in  this  festival  array. 
As  if  he  tritimph'd  for  his  treachery? 

Cast.  That  is  by  our  appointmunt :  Give 
us  leave ; 
You  shall  know  why  anon. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

Val.  One  of  the  Esguard  w. 

Esg.    riie  genilenien  are  come, 

Val.  Truce  then  awhile.  fresolvM? 

Witlj  our  sad  thoughts! —  What,  are  ye  both  . 

Nor.  Not  I,  my   lord:  Your  down* right 
captain  still 
I'll  live,  and  serve  yon.     Not  that  altogether 
i  want  compunction  of  couscience ; 
I  have  enough  to  save  me,  and  that's  all : 
Bar  me  from  drink,  and  drabs  .^  ev'n  hang 
me  too!  [tirstl 

You  nuist  ev'n  make  your  captains  capons 
[  have  too  much  flesh  for  this  spintual  knight- 
hood. 
And  therefore  do  desire  forbearance,  sir. 
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*TiU  T  am  older,  or  more  mortified ; 
J  am  too  Sfiund  ^ret. 

VaL  Wlmtsayyou,  Mimnda? 
Mir,  With  all  pure  zeal  to  Heaven,  dutj 
to  you, 
I  come  to  undergo  it. 

VnL  Prt)ceed  i«  ih'  ceremony. 
Com,  Before  you  match  with  this  bright 
lionour*d  title, 
Admir*d  Miranda,  pardon  that 4*  in  thought 
I  ever  did  transgress  against  your  virtue; 
And  may  you  find  more  joy  with  your  new 

bride, 
Than  poor  Gomera  eVr  enjoy 'd  with  his! 
(But  'twas  mine  own  crime,  and  I  suffer  for*t.) 
Lon^  wear  your  dignity,  and  worthily, 
Whilst  I  obscurely  in  some  corner  vanish ! 
Mir,  Have  stronger  thoughts^  and  better. 
—First,  1  crave. 
According  to  tlie  order  of  the  court, 
I  may  dispose  my  captives,  and  the  fort. 
That  with  a  clean  and  purified  heart 
The  fitiier  I  may  indue  my  rube. 
AIL  rris  granted. 

Enter  Oriana  veiN,  Ladies,  Lucinda  with  a 

Child. 

Mir.  Bring  the  captives ! — To  your  charge 
And  staid  tuition,  my  most  noble  friend, 
J  then  commend  this  l^dy.    Start  not  off! 
A  fairer  and  a  chaster  never  liv'd. 
By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  guardian  ; 
For  telling  her  I  was  to  leave  my  fort. 
And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares. 
Her  own  request  \vas,  to  Gomera's  hmids 
She  might  be  giv'n  in  custody,  for  sh'  b&d 

heard 
Ife  was  a  gentleman,  wise,  and  temperate, 
Full  of  humanity  to  wonien-ki:id. 
And,  Vausc  he  had  been  married,  knew  the 

better 
How  to  entreat  a  lady. 

VaL  What  countrywoman  is  she  ? 

Mir.  Born  a  Greek, 

VaL  Gomera,  *twill  be  barbarous  to  deny 
A  lady,  that  unto  your  refnj»e  Hies, 
And  seeks  to  shrqwd  her  iipder  Virtue's  wing. 

Com,  Excuse  me,  noble  sir!  Oh,  think  me 
So  dull  a  deviM%  to  forget  the  loss  [not 

CK  such  a  matchless  wife  as  I  possess'd. 
And  ever  to  endure  the  sight  of  woman ! 
Were  she  the  abstract  of  her  sex  for  form. 
The  only  wurehou<'e  of  perfection, 
Were  there  no  rose  nor  lily  but  her  cheek. 
No  musick  but  her  tongue,  virtue  but  hers, 
3he  must  not  rest  near  me.  My  vow  isgraven 
Here  in  my  heart,  irrevocably  breath 'd ; 
And  when  I  break  it 

Asto.  This  is  rudeness,  Spaniard ; 


Unseasonably  yon  play  the  Timonist^% 
Put  on  a  disposition  is  not  yours. 
Which  neither  (its  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Gom.  Sir'  [persuade. 

Cait,  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would 

Gom.  Beseech  you,    sir,  no  more!  lam 
resolv'd 
To  forsake  Malta,  tread  a  pilgrimage 
1  o  fair  Jerusalem,  for  my  iady*t  soul. 
And  will  not  be  diverted. 

Mir,  You  must  bear 
This  child  along  wi'ye  theii. 

Gom.  What  child  ? 

i(//.  How*s  this?  [ous! 

Mir,  Nay  then,  Gomera,  tfaou*rt  injuri-r 
This  child  is  thine,  and  this  rejected  Jady 
Thou  hast  as  often  known  as  thine  own  wife; 
And  this  Til  make  good  on  thee,  with  my 
sword.- 

Gom.  Thou  durst  as  well  blaspheme ! — If 
such  a  scandal-r- 
(I  crave  the  rights  due  to  a  gentleman) 
Woman,  unveil ! 

Ori,  Will  you  refuse  me  yet?  [Umxiiing, 

Com.  My  wife ! 

VaL  My' sister!         .  >^' 

Gum.  Somebody  thank  Beav*n  f 
I  cannot  speak. 

All.  All  praise  be  ever  gtv*n ! 

MountJ'.  This  saves  our  lives.    Yet  Vool4 
she  had  been  dead ! 
I'he  very  sight  of  her  afflicts  roe  more 
I'han  fear  of  punishment,  or  my  disgrace* 

Vol.  How  came  you  to  the  temple  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  to  do 
iVIy  poor  devotions,  ^d  to  offer  thanka 
For  scaping  a  temptation  near  perform'd 
With  this  fair  virgwi.— I  restore  a  wife 
Earth  cannot  panti lei;  and,  busy  Nature, 
If  thou  wilt  still  make  women,  but  remember 
To  work  *em  by  this  sampler!— Take  heed. 
Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  sir,  [vir, 

'  Gom.  When  I  do. 
Death  take  me  suddenly ! 

Mir.  To  encrcasc  your  happipess. 
To  vour  best  wife  take  this  addition. 

Gom,  Alack,  my  poor  knave  ! 

[Ta  the  Child, 

VaL  The  confession 
The  Moor  made,  it  seems,  was  truth,    [ever 

Nnr.  Marry  was  it,  sir ;  the  only  truth  that 

Issued  out  of  hell,  which  her  black  jaws  ns 

semble.  ^  [^'^'i"l5 

A  plague  o*  your  bacon^faee!  you  must  be 

Drinks,  with  a  vengeance !  Ah,  thou  branded 

bitch ! 
Do  you  stare,  goggles  ?  I  hope  to  make 
Winter-boots  o*  thy  hide  yet;  she  feara  not 
dutnaiog ! 


<"  Pardon  what  in  thought.]  So  the  former  editions. 

*•*  iSo dulUi  devil]  Seward  proposes  reading,  so  FULL  a  devil;  * i.  e.*  (says  he)  *  Think  me 
^  not  so  altogether  a  devil  as  to  forget  the  worth  of  her  I  have  killed.  The  use  of  full  in  thi^ 
*  manner  I  could  give  many  instances  of.'    This,  however,  we  much  doubt. 

«'  Timoniit.]  i.  e.  Timon  of  Athens^  alluding  to  the  mistmthropy  of  that  chiiractcr. 


Act  5.  Scent  8.] 
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Hell-fire  cau't  parch  her  blacker  than  the  is. 
]Do  you  grin,  cfiiinney-sweeper  ? 

Ori.  What  is't,  Miranda? 

Mir.  That  you  would  please  Luciada  might 
attend  you. 
,   Col.  That  suit,  sir,  I  consent  not  to. 

Luc.  My  husband? 
lly  dearest  An^elo? 

Nor.  More  jiggam-bobs?  Is  not  tins  the 

fellow  that  [vice? 

Swam  like  a  duck  to  the  shore  in  our  sra-ser- 

CoL  The  very  same.  Do  not  you  know  me 
now,  sir? 
My  name  is  Angelo,  tho'  Colon na  veil'd  it. 
Your  countryman  and  kinsman,  born  in  Flo- 


rence; 


Who  from  the  neighbour-island  here  of  Goza 
Was  captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  day 
When  the  Turk  bore  with  him  three  thousand 

souls. 
Since,  in  Constantinople  have  I  liv'd. 
Where  I  beheld  this  Turkish  damsel  6rst. 
A  tedious  suitor  was  I  for  her  love ;        [hide 
And,  pitying  such  a  beauteous  case  should 
A  soul  prophan'd  with  inBdelity, 
I  laboured  ner  conversion,  with  my  love, 
And  doubly  won  her  :  To  fair  faith  her  soul 
She  first  betrothed,  and  then  her  faith  to  me. 
But  fearful  there  to  consummate  this  contract, 
We  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta*cn  a^aia 
iy  those  same  gallfes  Tore  Valetta  fought: 
Since,  in  your  service  I  attended  here, 
Where,  what  1  saw  and  beard  hath  joy'd  me 

more 
Than  all  my  past  afflictions  griev'd  before. 

Val.  Wonders  crown  wonders !  Take  thy 
wife. — Miranda, 
Be  henceforth  calfd  our  Malta's  better  angel ; 
And  thou  her  evil,  Mountferrat.  [black 

Nor.  We'll  call  him  Cacodemon,  with  his 
Oib  there,  his  Succuba,  his  devil's  seed, 
His  spawn  of  Phlegetbun,  that,  o'  my  cun-* 

science, 
Was  bred  o'  th'  spume  of  Cocy tus. — Dof  you 

snarl,  you  black  Gill  ? 
She  looks  like  the  picture  of  America. 

Fal.  Why  stay  we  now  ? 

Mir,  Thfs  last  petition  to  the  court ; 
I  may  bequeath  the  keeping  of  my  fort 
To  this  my  kinsman,  towVd  the  maintenance 
Of  him  and  his  fair  virtuous  wife :  Discreet, 
Loyal,  and  valiant,  I  dare  give  him^ou. 

tal.  You  must  not  ask  in  vain,  sir. 

Co/.  My  best  thanks 
To  you,  my  noble  cousin,  and  my  service 
To  the  wholecourt:  May  Ideserve  this  bounty! 

Val.  Proceed  to  th'  ceremony.  One  of  our 
Degrade  Mountferrat  first !  [Esguard 

Kiountf.  I  \vill  not  sue 
!Por  mercy ;  '^twere  in  vain :  Fortune,  thy 
worst!  [Musick, 


An  altar  discover^d^  with  taper  fond  a  bank  mi 
it.  The  ttffo  Bishops  ttand  on  each  tide  of 
it ;  MountJ'erraty  as  the  tong  i»  tinging, 
ascendt  up  the  altar. 

See,  sec,  the  stain  of  honour, Virtue's  foe^ 
Of  viririns*  fair  fames  the  foulm-erthrowl 
That  broken  hath  hts  oath  of  chastity, 
Dislionour'd  mi^ch  this  holy  dignity  ; 
Oif  with  his  robe,  expel  him  forth  this 
place,  [grace ! 

Whilst  we  rejoice,  and  sing  at  his  di»«r 

Val.  Since  by  thy  actions  thou  host  mad« 

thyself 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  sign  thou  wear*9t. 
And  of  our  lacred  order,  into  which 
For  former  virtue^  we  receiv'd  thee  first. 
According  to  our  statutes,  ordinances. 
For  praise  unto  the  good,  a  terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  example  to  all  men ; 
We  here  deprive  thee  of  our  habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  society, 
From  which  we  do  exf»el  thee,  as  a  rotten^ 
Corrupted,  and  contaj^ious  member. 

Esg,  U«ing  th*  auiliority  the  superior 
Hath  giv'n  unt«)  me,  I  untie  this  knot. 
And  take  from  thee  the  pleasing  yoke  ot 

Heaven  .* 
We  take  from  off  thy  breast  this  holy  cross. 
Which  thou  hast  made  tby  burden,  not  tliy 

prop; 
Thy  spurs  we  spoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  heelt 
Bare  of  thy  honour  4%  that  have  kick*d  againsi 
Our  order's  precepts;    next  we  reave  thy 

sword, 
And  give  thee  armless  to  thy  enemies. 
For  being  foe  to  goodness,  and  to  God  ; 
Last,  'bout  thy  stiff  neck  we  this  butter  hang. 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  court. 
Val,  Invest  Miranda  41. 

SONG. 

Fair  child  of  Virtue,  Honour's  bloom. 
That  here  with  burning  zeal  dost  como. 
With  joy  to  ask  the  white-cross  cloak. 
And  yield  unto  this  pleasing  yoke  I 
That  being  young,  vows  chastity. 
And  chusest  wilful  poverty; 

As  this  flame  mounts,  so  mount  thy  xeal ! 
thy  glory  [story ! 

Rise  past  the  stars,  and  fix  in  Heav'u  thy 

1  Bishop.  What  crave  you,  gentle  sir? 
Mir.  Humble  admittance 

To  be  a  brother  of  the  holy  hospital 
Of  great  Jerusalem. 

2  Bithop.  Bi-eathe  out  your  vow. 

Mir.  To  Heav'n,  and  all  the  bencK  itt 
saints  above, 
'  (Whose  succour  I  implore  t*  enable  me) 
I  vow  henceforth  a  chaste  life;  not  to  enjoy 
Any  thing  proper  to  myself;  obedieoce 


i*  Bare  of  thy  honour.']  Sympson  thinks  we  should  read,  '  bare  of  their  honour.' 
^  Invest  Miranda."]  1  lie  ceremonies  of  receiving  a  knight  into  the  order  of  Malta,  raaj  W 
flc^  »t  large  ii^  Vertocli  Uxnofj  of  the  Koighu  of  Maltai|  vol  vi.  p.  \9.     2^ 
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To  my  su'pfrioM,  ^  hom  religion 
And  Heav'ii  shall  give  me;  ever  to  defenfl 
The  virtuuiiK  fame  otjadtes,  and  to  oppugn 
£*en  unto  death  tlie  Christian  enemjf : 
Thi«i  do  I  vow  t'  accomplibh ! 

tlsg.  Wh<»  can  tell, 
Has  ho  nmdc  other  vow,  or  promis*d  marriage 
To  uny  one,  or  is  in  :»ervitude? 

j4//.  He's  Irrc  from  all  these. 

1  Bitliop.  Put  on  his  spurs,  and  gird  him 
with  ihc  sword. 
The  scourue  of  infidels,  and  types  of  speed. 
Buildest  thy  faith  on  this? 

[Vrenenting  the  crou, 

Mir»  On  him  that  died 
On  such  a  sacrt^d  figure,  for  our  sins. 

Si  hlthop.  Here  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left 
fcjde,  for  [service 

Thy  iiicrea*.eof  faith,  Christian  defence,  and 
To  tir  poor ;  and  thus  near  to  tliy  heart  we 
plant  it,  [hrart; 

That  thou  inayst  love  it  ev*n  with  all  tl»y 
With   thy  right  hand   protect,    preserve   it 

whole; 
For  if  thou  fi^htinj;  'ouin«*t  Heav*n*s  enemies 
Shalt  fly  away,  ahandotiins  the  crobs, 
The  ensign  of  thy  holy  genenil, 
With  shame  thou  justly  bhult  he.  robb*d  of  it, 


Chas'd  from  our  company,  and  cutaway 
As  an  infectious  putrified  limb. 

Mir.  I  ask  no  favour. 

1  Bishop,  Then  receive  tlic  yoke 
Of  him  that  makes  it  sweet  and  light;  in  which. 
Thy  soul  find  her  etenial  rest! 

Val,  Most  welcome ! 

AIL  Welcome,  our  noble  brother! 

Vid.  Break  up  the  court. — Mountferrat| 
tho'  your  deeds, 
Conspiring  'gainst  the  lives  of  innocents. 
Have  forfeited  your  own.  we  will  not  stain 
Our  white  cross  with  your  blood :  Your  doom 

is  then 
To  marry  this  co-agent  of  your  mischiefs; 
Whirli  done,  we  banish  you  to  th'  continent  «•: 
If  either,  after  three  days,  here  be  found, 
The  hand  of  law  lays  hold  upon  your  lives. 

Ik'or,  A^Siy,  French  stallion  !  Now 
You  have  a  Barbary  mare  of  your  own ;  go 

leap  her. 
And  en^onder  young  devilines ! 

Val.  We  will  find  something,  noble  No- 
randine. 
To  quit  your  merit. — So,  to  civil  feasts. 
At  conling  to  our  customs ;  and  al)  pray 
The  dew  of  grace  bless  our  uew  Knight  to- 
day !  l^Kueunt  omucs. 


4«  We  hmmh  yon  the  continetU.']  NVonId  not  one  think,  though  they  are  here  in  an  island, 
that  they  were  acinsilly  upon  the  conrinentr  Certainly  the  Knglish  of  our  days,  and  that  of 
•ur  Poets,  \if\&  undergone  great  alterations,  if  wo  ou^lit  not  to  read  by  a  small  addition^ 

'  ■  ■  we  banish  you  to  tit  continent.'  iSj^mpsou. 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  VOLUME. 
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